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      Mrs. Elizabeth Darcy was not one to take success for granted. Her conquest, and the subsequent return of her husband to her bedchamber was something she celebrated in private. She relished the feel of his weight on the bed beside her, and the gentle lovemaking that came with the early light of the morning.

      Their games were not to be played on every occasion, and she savored the knowledge that her husband’s passion for her still burned darkly in the back of his mind. The spring days soon gave way to the heat of the summer, and Elizabeth loved nothing better than to walk with little George and his nurse through the grounds of Pemberley before lying on the grass to watch the clouds as they drifted overhead. Mr. Darcy was often away in London, and their visitors were few. Even Georgiana found ways to keep herself busy and Elizabeth found herself alone more and more often.

      On one such day, after little George had been set down for his nap, Elizabeth was in Pemberley’s library. She had begun by attempting to write a letter to Jane, but she had set down her quill in frustration when she realized that there was nothing of note that she could share with her sister… The secrets she shared with her husband were just that—secrets that must be kept. And kept well.

      “Lizzie, you must come at once!” Georgiana called, rousing Elizabeth from her seat at the library window to see what all the commotion could be about. Unlike Lydia and Kitty, Georgiana Darcy was not a young lady who was prone to raising her voice for any mundane reason, and Elizabeth found her curiosity piqued further by the tone of urgency in her voice.

      “Whatever is the matter?” she said aloud as she rushed down the hallway to the stairs where Georgiana waited.

      “You will never guess who has arrived, and so I shall tell you immediately,” Georgiana said breathlessly. “It is Colonel Fitzwilliam come to join our party!”

      Elizabeth was stunned at the news, though not displeased. The Colonel was a merry gentleman, and she suspected that their quiet dinners would be all the livelier with his presence. She smiled as she joined Georgiana on the landing and they leaned over the railing to watch Colonel Fitzwilliam’s carriage come down the drive.

      “You are correct, my dear, I never would have guessed at such a visitor! Did your brother tell you the Colonel was coming today?” She shook off a feeling of disappointment as the young lady beside her nodded emphatically. Of course it was perfectly natural that her husband should tell his sister of the arrival of her guardian, but how had he neglected to tell his wife?

      She felt a twinge of unease, but consoled herself with the fact that now she was married, any affection the Colonel might have had for her would be well and truly forgotten. They would be firm friends, and perhaps she could now assist him in finding the wealthy bride he so desired.

      “Come, Georgiana, we must go out to greet him,” Elizabeth said with a smile. “I fear the Colonel would not forgive us if we did not welcome him with a proper fanfare.”

      “Oh, indeed!” Georgiana cried. She clutched Elizabeth’s hand tightly and they descended the stairs together to welcome the handsome Colonel to Pemberley.

      Mr. Darcy was already waiting outside, and Elizabeth went to his side immediately while Georgiana rushed forward to embrace the Colonel and welcome him. “It has been so long since you have come to Pemberley,” Georgiana said. “There is so much to show you! William has bought a new horse, and I have been practicing the sheet music you sent for my birthday. Shall I play it for you after supper tonight?”

      The Colonel smiled down at Georgiana indulgently, and Elizabeth could not keep the smile from her own face as he kissed her forehead and spoke gently to her. “I am most eager to hear your playing, Georgiana. It is all I have thought about since leaving London,” he said warmly, directing a wink at Elizabeth as he did so.

      Elizabeth felt her cheeks warming, but she did her best not to hide her face. She was a married woman now. Shy giggling was for unmarried women and fools, and she was neither.

      “You are very welcome, George, it has been too long since you were at Pemberley,” Mr. Darcy said warmly, embracing the Colonel tightly.

      “It has, I have not seen you since your wedding, Darcy, and I daresay you have convinced me that holy wedlock is the most agreeable status a gentleman can occupy. Mrs. Darcy, it seems that you have turned my dour Darcy into a happy man!”

      Elizabeth blushed hotter and smiled as her husband laughed and clapped the Colonel on the back. George Fitzwilliam shook Mr. Darcy’s hand vigorously and then stepped closer to Elizabeth to kiss her cheek and take her hands in his. Elizabeth looked at her husband nervously, but Mr. Darcy seemed to be preoccupied with the unloading of the Colonel’s trunk from the carriage.

      “You have never looked lovelier, my dear, Mrs. Darcy,” the Colonel said quietly.    

      “I thank you,” she stammered in reply before pulling her hands from his light grasp and gesturing for him to enter the house. “Mrs. Reynolds has been set to preparing a room for you,” she said by way of deflecting the conversation. Georgiana fell in to step beside them, taking the Colonel’s hand in hers as they walked to the house.

      “How long will you stay?” Georgiana asked brightly. “I do hope you will stay until the lambs are born.”

      “I shall stay as long as the mistress of Pemberley permits,” the Colonel replied with a twinkle in his eye. Elizabeth’s smile wavered just a little, but she pushed away her feeling of unease.

      “Of course, the Colonel is welcome anytime, for it is his home as well, is it not?”

      “Indeed it is!” said Georgiana with a smile. She linked her arm through her guardian’s and tugged him towards the house. “Come, George, I must show you the harp that William brought me, it is from France and I am learning to play it ever so carefully.” He went with little argument, looking over his shoulder to smile at Elizabeth before they disappeared through the front door.

      Mr. Darcy, finished with the footmen, surprised Elizabeth by slipping his arm around her waist and pulling her close in a rare display of public affection. She could hear the chuckles of the other men as he kissed her gently. Elizabeth’s eyes drifted closed and she leaned against him, her stomach swirling with the heat he always inspired in her.

      “Well, Mrs. Darcy, guests in the house once more,” he said with a rare smile. “Mrs. Reynolds has been instructed to prepare a delicious supper and Mr. Fitzgerald should be coming soon with a brace of pheasants for her to prepare.”

      Elizabeth nodded and leaned her head against his shoulder. “William,” she said suddenly, “why did you not tell me that the Colonel was on his way? I should have liked to assist in the preparations.”

      Mr. Darcy looked down at her in surprise. “I am sorry, my dear.” He placed a finger under her chin and lifted her lips to his. “You did perform so… deliciously… when last we had company.”

      Elizabeth’s mouth dropped open slightly, and her husband took the opportunity to kiss her deeply and she could not help but moan against his mouth.

      If anyone had told her that she would be so alight for her husband, she would perhaps have entered into marriage at a much more eager pace, but waiting for Mr. Darcy had been the only choice… and she knew in her heart that no gentleman of her acquaintance would be able to match her as he did. And she had begun to see that there was no young lady, of any accomplishment, that could match him in the same way she could. Passion for passion. Hunger for hunger.  

      They walked to the house together, Elizabeth glowing with sparks that her husband had ignited in her belly. Tonight she would find him in her bed, of that she had no doubt, and she would be hard-pressed to keep thoughts of him from her mind as they ate their supper. She also turned his words over in her mind. You performed so beautifully at our last supper… Would he ask her—no—would he demand that she entertain him again?

      But as she dressed for supper, no message came from her husband and Elizabeth found that she was almost disappointed. Would she be punished if she anticipated his request? With a smile on her face, she set aside her chemise and selected a dress that demanded the most daring of corsets. The neckline plunged so low that the dusky peaks of her nipples were almost visible against the delicate fabric. The maid who helped her dress raised an eyebrow as the ribbons of the dress were tied in place, but Elizabeth only smiled at the girl and dismissed her when her work was finished.

      She went down to supper just after the Mrs. Reynolds rang the bell. The sound of Georgiana’s high, girlish laughter brought a smile to her face. Her husband was seated gracefully, and she thrilled as his eyebrow rose when he laid his eyes upon her.

      “Mrs. Darcy!” The Colonel cried, rising from his seat. He swept a gallant bow as Georgiana smothered a gasp at her appearance and Elizabeth felt her cheeks heating just a little as she took the seat Colonel Fitzwilliam held for her. His eyes rested on her cleavage, almost as hungrily as her husband’s did and Elizabeth shifted her seat, enjoying the way she was no doubt making them feel.

      The Colonel took his seat and distracted Elizabeth from her self-conscious thoughts as he provided a lively entertainment—he told wild tales of his journeys abroad and his adventures in Egypt and Elizabeth allowed herself to relax and take a cup of wine. Mr. Darcy, seated across from her, looked languid and thoughtful, but Elizabeth was almost sure that he was not listening to his cousin’s stories.

      Georgiana was captivated and asked many questions about the strange places he had visited. Darcy merely watched with a smile upon his face, and Elizabeth wondered how many of these kinds of adventures her handsome husband had partaken of before they had met in Hertfordshire.

      As though he had heard her thoughts, the Colonel directed his gaze at her and smiled. “Do not fear for your husband’s virtue, Mrs. Darcy,” he said. “Darcy here has accompanied me on very few of these adventures. He prefers the safety and comfort of Pemberley to sleeping on horseback or in a sandy tent.”

      “Now, now, George,” Mr. Darcy interjected. “I would not have you speak of Pemberly in such a way. It is true, I do prefer the comfort of this estate to venturing far afield in search of fortune and glory, but so should any man who is as content as I.”

      “Or is as lucky in his wife,” the Colonel said with a wink. He sobered suddenly; seeming to ponder something Mr. Darcy had said and shook a finger at his host. “Do you mean to say that I am not content in my own skin, Darcy?” the Colonel laughed. “I daresay that is a bold statement... but one I cannot argue.” He sighed dramatically and drained his wine glass. “It is lucky, then, that I have you and dear Georgiana to keep me grounded. Perhaps one day I will find myself a handsome woman who will call me husband and an estate to enjoy in my dotage.”

      “We all hope the same,” Elizabeth said warmly. “Do not worry, Colonel, I shall endeavor to help you find a worthy wife who meets all of your very strict requirements.”

      The Colonel leaned forward, a thoughtful smile upon his face. “Indeed? Why, Mrs. Darcy, you will steal all the glory from my aunt who is, even now, hard at work to discover such a woman. Though, I daresay by the time she has done so, I shall be too old to enjoy the blessings of matrimony for too long.”

      “Tell us, George,” Georgiana said brightly. “What sort of woman would make a good wife to you?”

      “Oh, yes, George... do tell, but have a care, you may find yourself married sooner than you think,” Mr. Darcy said as he refilled his wine glass.

      Colonel Fitzwilliam sat back in his chair and regarded them carefully, thinking for a moment before speaking again. “If you are so set upon it, Georgiana, then I shall tell you. The young woman who will capture my heart must be kind, but not biddable—I despise a woman with no mettle to her. Sweet, but not sickeningly so. A good heart, surely, but not one that can be won over by fools or false promises. She must be handsome, or I shall not be able to look upon her.”

      The Colonel tapped his chin and Georgiana giggled loudly. “Neither too tall, not too short, accustomed to fine things—but not vain. I care not for accomplishment; how well a young lady can play the pianoforte is nothing to me. But she must have a ready wit, and a pleasing laugh, for I intend to make her laugh at every occasion possible... have I said enough?”

      “My dear, Colonel, you have forgotten the most important quality that this young lady should possess,” Elizabeth said as she lifted her wine glass.

      The Colonel raised his eyebrow as he looked at her over his whiskey glass. “Oh, indeed, Mrs. Darcy? And what is that?”

      “You have said it yourself on more than one occasion,” she said with a smile. “She must be wealthy!”

      The Colonel laughed and raised his own glass in her direction. “Yes, indeed. Of all her virtues, that is the one I shall value above all others.” Elizabeth laughed with the others and then directed her attention upon the dessert in front of her. She could feel the Colonel’s eyes upon her as she stirred her brandied apples with a silver spoon. It had not escaped her notice that every virtue he had mentioned, save one, were virtues that she, herself, possessed. But now that she was Mrs. Darcy, she was, indeed, a wealthy woman.

      She allowed herself to look up, just quickly, and caught her husband’s eye. He was watching her carefully, his eyes sparkling with a familiar lust. Elizabeth shifted slightly in her seat and pressed her thighs together to put pressure on the aching nub of her pleasure. All she would need to do was tease her fingers over her smooth flesh and she would be shuddering with secret ecstasy while her husband’s dark eyes burned into hers. It had brought him pleasure before, to watch her like that, but then he had demanded it… and now…

      Georgiana’s voice distracted her from her scarlet thoughts by keeping up a bright stream of conversation, listing young ladies of her acquaintance that might be suitable for the Colonel’s attentions.

      “You may like Alice Heartly,” she was saying. “Although it has been said that she places more value upon her wardrobe than anything else... Perhaps Sylvia Lassiter? No, no, her father is not nearly wealthy enough to satisfy you, George...”

      “Then she is not the women for me,” the Colonel announced.

      “An impossible task, to be sure,” Mr. Darcy said with a chuckle. “Poor Georgiana will be a married woman herself before she has found a bride for you, George.”

      “Never say never, Darcy,” the Colonel replied and Elizabeth could not help but smile. She was safe in her marriage, but she could not help but wonder how different her life might have been had she accepted a proposal from the dashing Colonel. Had he not been so focused on his financial situation, they might have made a good match. He was certainly handsome enough, and witty... and he certainly made her laugh. But would he have been able to match her in the dark passion that Mr. Darcy had awakened inside her? Elizabeth doubted it… but the
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