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      Mrs. Bennet’s shriek tore Elizabeth from her trance and she felt herself pulled from her chair by Jane’s firm hands. 

      “Open this door Mr. Rankin!” Mrs. Bennet cried. “We will have no more of this nonsense in this house!” 

      Mr. Rankin looked frantic, unable to decide whether to do as his hostess demanded, or care for Madame Susanne, who was still bent over the table, her finger tapping and tracing over the dark wood in endless patterns and symbols. 

      “Right away,” he finally gasped. He strode for the door and unlocked it quickly. Mrs. Bennet pushed past him, and Elizabeth and her sisters were ushered out along with the remainder of the guests, leaving the medium alone in the room. Mr. Rankin stepped out into the corridor with them and did his best to answer the questions that came from every direction. 

      “What happened in there!” 

      “Who is that woman, where did she come from?” 

      “Did the paper say ‘murder,’ Lady Lucas, I could not see properly…” 

      “That was ever so exciting,” Lydia cried, “may we go back in? I want to ask the ghost a question about Mary and the music room, I hear her playing so beautifully in there, but when she plays for us she is utterly horrid again!” 

      “You will do no such thing,” Mrs. Bennet snapped at her youngest daughter. “Mr. Rankin has brought a charlatan into our house, and I would thank him to have that woman gone before breakfast tomorrow morning. I suggest that everyone go up to bed. It is well past midnight, and my nerves cannot take any more excitement!” 

      Mr. Rankin bowed and did not offer any argument to Mrs. Bennet’s accusations. It would have done him no good, and Elizabeth congratulated him silently on accepting this small defeat. 

      The party dispersed with very little argument, though Lady Lucas and the Manner-Williams girls seemed as upset as Lydia to be told that they could not go back into the séance room. Mr. Rankin bid them all a stiff goodnight and retreated through the door. Elizabeth stood there for a moment and he nodded to her briefly before he closed the door and the latch clicked firmly.

      “There will be no more excitement this evening,” Jane sighed as she put her arm around Elizabeth’s waist. “And I, for one, am glad of it. That was entirely too frightening for my taste.” 

      “It was very… interesting,” Elizabeth murmured as they climbed the stairs toward their bedchamber. 

      “Interesting?” Jane said with an amused smile. “It was just as Mama said, trickery and nonsense.” Jane seemed very sure of herself, but Elizabeth could not agree. Not after what she had seen, not after what she had experienced.    

      “Indeed,” was all Elizabeth could say. As they passed the gentleman’s study at the top of the stairs, Elizabeth was startled to see the door standing open just a little, as though inviting her to come in. She shook her head and smiled as they passed it, surely it had been a trick of the candlelight. Nothing more. That door had been locked tight only hours ago. Impossible to open. 

      Elizabeth thought about the door as she and Jane prepared for bed, and could not stop thinking about it even as Jane blew out the candles and crawled beneath the coverlet. Thankfully, the room was still warm from the small fire that burned in the grate, and while she should have been exhausted, Elizabeth could not bring herself to sleep. All she could think of was the séance—and the open study door. 

      Elizabeth stared up at the canopy above them and listened to her sister’s breathing. As she always did, her older sister was quick to fall into a deep sleep, and Elizabeth listened to her slow, even breaths until she was certain that Jane would not wake when she slipped out of bed. 

      She padded across the room on careful feet and placed another small log upon the fire before putting a shawl over her shoulders taking her candle from her bedside table. 

      She opened the door as quietly as she could, made sure that Jane had not stirred, and then closed it gently behind her. 

      Elizabeth walked down the hallway toward Mr. Darcy’s study, aware of every step she took and dreading every creaking floorboard. She paused briefly as she realized that she had not brought the key with her. If she went back to the room she shared with her sister and searched for it, Jane would surely wake, and then she could not leave again. 

      Elizabeth pressed her lips together and hoped that she had not been correct. After the events of this evening, it would be best for her to just go back to bed and try to forget… but she could not.

      She smothered a gasp as she realized that what she had seen on her way to bed had not been a trick of the light at all. 

      The study door was open. 

      Elizabeth laid her hand upon the brass knob and took a quick breath as her fingertips closed over the cold metal. Her breath fogged in the air as she pushed the door open. The door hinges groaned softly and Elizabeth winced at the noise, but the rest of the house was silent. With her heart pounding in her chest, Elizabeth slipped through the door and into the room. 

      She pushed the door closed, but did not pull the latch, and walked into the dark room. Her candle illuminated only a small space in front of her and Elizabeth’s teeth chattered with the cold as she came to the gentleman’s desk. She worked quickly to light a lamp and turned the flame down to cast a soft glow over the surface of the desk. 

      With her candle set securely, Elizabeth seated herself in the large leather chair and ran her hands over the polished wood of the desk. The secret door.

      She opened the larger drawer and pushed aside its contents. She was searching for a small metal button, the very same one that she had found the first time she had sat at this desk. She had not imagined it, it had been here… and then her fingers brushed over the cold metal and Elizabeth smiled in triumph as she pressed the button and a small drawer revealed itself at the side of the desk. 

      Filled with excitement, Elizabeth closed the larger drawer and tugged gently at the edge of the door that had just appeared in the smooth wood. With very little coaxing it slid open, and Elizabeth gasped to see that the small opening contained some pieces of folded parchment—letters—and some small trinkets. A bright red cardinal feather tied with a narrow length of black ribbon, and a small string of delicate seed pearls with a broken clasp that had been inscribed with the letter ‘G.’ 

      She pulled the parchment and treasures from the compartment and laid them gently upon the desk. The pearls were lovely, and unlike anything she had seen before. Exotic and rare, no doubt. She traced her finger over the letter… “Georgiana,” she murmured. 

      A gentle breeze, cold and bitter, made her shiver, and Elizabeth pulled her shawl more tightly around her shoulders. But a familiar sensation, as of cold fingers trailing over the bare flesh of her arm, made her stiffen. 

      The lamplight flared and her candle flickered and Elizabeth bit her lip to keep from crying out in fear. 

      But then the sensation faded away, and Elizabeth’s fearful heartbeat began to slow. She was not alone, but she was not in any danger. That thought gave her comfort and she reached out for the folded parchment. The seal was broken, ancient red wax that flaked away under her fingertips. 

      She opened the letter slowly and struggled to read the words that had been scrawled there, as though they had been written in a great hurry. 

      
        
        Scoundrel, 

        

        For there is no other word for you. 

        You have taken everything that is mine, and in return, I curse your name, and the name of Darcy. Your father treated me like a son, but I could not have guessed that his own natural son would betray me in such a way. 

        You will give me what I am owed, and I shall not darken the steps of your beloved Pemberley again. 

        But if you cross me, I will take everything precious from you as you have from me… this I promise. 

        

        ~ G. W.

        

      

      

      Elizabeth’s mouth dropped open as she read those words. What horrible sentiments to put to paper… she could not imagine speaking to anyone like this—even someone she hated with every bone in her body. 

      What had happened here?

      What scandal was this when brothers could quarrel so violently…

      Elizabeth set down the letter, and picked up the cardinal feather to look at it more closely. As she did so, there was a rustle, like pigeon wings, and she leaned over to look to where the noise was coming from. Something in the chimney, no doubt, she thought. 

      And then, a crackle. Elizabeth’s breath caught as the cold logs that had lain in the hearth for almost fifty years began to glow. She gasped as a spark flared to life and flames began to lick at the dry logs. 

      Elizabeth’s eyes were wide as she stood up slowly from the desk. 

      “Elizabeth,” a voice whispered, but she could see no one. It was him, surely. Elizabeth’s heart pounded in her chest, but she was not afraid. 

      “Show yourself to me,” she whispered in reply. “Please… please I must know what happened. Will you tell me?” 

      Fingers, cold but gentle, brushed across her collarbone and tugged the shawl from her shoulders. Elizabeth stood still and let it fall as the shape of the ghostly gentleman began to materialize before her. She could feel the warmth of his skin now, the smell of leather and cinnamon and she smiled as his dark eyes sought hers. 

      “Will you tell me what happened?” she asked. “Tonight… the séance… I cannot believe—”

      “Elizabeth, do you trust me?” he asked. 

      Elizabeth paused. She did not know the correct answer to his question. She knew what her heart wanted her to say, but she could not know for certain.  

       “Yes,” she breathed. The ghostly form had become a man, solid and real, and his lips pressed against hers in a gentle and yielding kiss that made Elizabeth’s knees grow weak.

      “Then I will show you,” he murmured against her mouth. All at once, she was released from his spell and the fire roared in the hearth as a gust of wind rushed down the chimney.

      Elizabeth cried out as the floor beneath her feet began to shake. She grabbed for the edge of the desk to keep her balance. The cold wind that had nipped at her cheeks ripped at the thin fabric of her dress and spun, howling, through the room. Her ears were full of the sound of shattering glass, and her own cries of fear. 

      And then, suddenly, it was quiet. 

      The wind had stopped. She could hear birds singing above her and voices nearby. Men talking quietly. Muffled laughter. She opened her eyes slowly and then blinked hard as she tried to make sense of what was happening. 

      “What— what happened?” she murmured. 

      She wasn’t in Mr. Darcy’s study any longer… No, she stood in a grove of oak trees, their leaves turning colors with the approach of autumn. Her shoes sank into the soft dirt, and she could smell the leaves that had fallen to the ground around her. 

      “William?” She called out softly. “Mr. Darcy?” 

      A horse’s whinny pierced the air, and she turned quickly, finally realizing she was at a stable. Pemberley Stables, as the
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