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      Mr. Darcy has won the heart and soul of his new bride... and now he shall claim her as his own.

      But Elizabeth knows little of marital expectations. She hopes to be a good wife to her handsome new husband, but will her innocence make that impossible?

      Mr. Darcy must introduce his Elizabeth to the pleasures of being a wife... and he intends to do so as soon as they are married. Their first carriage ride together is a little more eventful than Elizabeth had imagined it might be. And their arrival at Pemberley is more enjoyable still.

      With Mr. Darcy as her guide, Elizabeth discovers that married life is a splendid thing indeed.
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      “Oh, Lizzy! It is too splendid for words. Before the sun sets today, a daughter of mine shall be a married woman!”  Mrs. Bennet swept through the room, clapping her hands delightedly. “We shall have a rich gentleman in the family! I shall delight in my new son-in-law.”

      Elizabeth and Jane caught one another’s eyes and smiled.

      “I always knew it was a good idea to send you to Lady Catherine’s home, Lizzy,” Mrs. Bennet went on. “Even though Mr. Collins intended you to be a companion for that dull girl Anne. What a stroke of luck that you were to meet her nephew there, and win his heart.”

      “You were hoping I would marry Mr. Collins, Mamma, as I recall?” Elizabeth winked at Jane. “Surely Mr. Darcy’s campaign to win my heart must have vexed you exceedingly, since you hoped to have Mr. Collins as your son-in-law instead?”

      “Fiddlesticks and nonsense!” Mrs. Bennet exclaimed, as Elizabeth nudged Jane. “I never heard such rot. Mr. Darcy has always been my choice for you Lizzy, as well you know. And the fact that he brought his friend Mr. Bingley to meet Jane just endears him to me more. That man is rich too, and an excellent matrimonial prospect. It is a pity you were not married first, Jane, as the eldest. Still, you shall not be a spinster, and that is the main thing.”

      She swept out of the room then, singing merrily to herself. The sisters allowed themselves a conspiratorial chuckle.

      “This is quite the most fulfilling day of Mother’s life,” Jane said, pinning up one of her sister’s stray curls. “I have never seen her so energetic at this time of the morning. She is not usually so jubilant in the early hours.”

      “Yes, and she will be just as happy when you and Mr. Bingley are married,” Elizabeth replied. She patted her elder sister’s hand, as Jane affixed a pearl-covered comb to Elizabeth’s carefully-draped hair. “I too shall be glad to see my favourite sister wed to her dear Mr. Bingley.”

      Jane smiled warmly. “You are kind. But let us not speak of my engagement today. This is your day, Lizzy. I am overjoyed to think of the wonderful future you shall have with Mr. Darcy. Truly, this is the first day of the rest of your life.”

      Elizabeth felt her cheeks glow at the mere mention of her fiancé’s name. “Mr. Darcy is a genuinely good man, is he not?”

      Jane nodded. “Of course. What was it Father called him last week? ‘A capital fellow’, I think.”

      Both sisters laughed.

      “That sounds like Father’s words,” Elizabeth agreed.

      Jane squeezed her sister’s hand. “So yes, Lizzy, he is a good man. If Father thinks well of him, you can be sure he is. Father is most exacting in his standards of approval. You may be confident in your good choice.”

      Elizabeth watched Jane in the mirror, as  her fair sister bustled behind her. “Do you ever wonder what married life will be like, Jane?”

      “Wonder? I do indeed. Do you?”

      “Yes. All the time, in fact.”

      Elizabeth did not want to admit the full extent of her wondering to her sister, but she had thought of nothing else for weeks. In particular, she wondered about her marital duties. The requirements of a wife were, as yet, unknown to her. She hoped she would be equal to the tasks expected of her, but she had no way of knowing for sure that she would.

      Elizabeth realised Jane was watching her in the mirror. Elizabeth caught sight of her own glazed, thoughtful expression, frowning slightly. Perhaps Jane was concerned that she no longer resembled a woman embarking on the happiest day of her life? As if to confirm this, Jane lay her hands on Elizabeth’s shoulders.

      “You are not having second thoughts, Lizzy?”

      “No!” Elizabeth said, somewhat louder than was necessary. She cleared her throat, embarrassed, and spoke in a softer tone. “Forgive me. No, I am not having second thoughts about marrying Mr. Darcy. Goodness, no, Jane. Please do not think that. I love my husband-to-be, with all my heart.”

      “Just as I thought. Although I confess I was a little surprised to see your expression.” Jane re-fastened the top of Elizabeth’s gown, which had worked loose. “What were you thinking about, Lizzy? It must have been something troublesome, as you looked exceedingly distracted.”

      Elizabeth looked down at her lap, then met her sister’s eyes again in the mirror. “It is nothing alarming. It is just that…” She faltered. “Do you ever worry that you know too little of…”

      Unable to find the words, Elizabeth raised her eyebrows and looked pointedly at her sister in the mirror, and hoped that Jane might understand her anyway. If anyone could, Jane could.

      Jane did. “You mean…?”

      “Yes.”

      Jane’s voice dropped to a whisper. “The intimate side of marriage?”

      Elizabeth exhaled with relief. Her sister had put it very delicately. “Exactly that.”

      “Oh yes. But our ignorance is appealing to the gentlemen, is it not? They do not wish us to be well-versed in the subject. Rather, they prefer that we are novices.” Jane blushed as she said this, and Elizabeth smiled to see her bashfulness.

      “You are quite right, Jane. I do not wish that I were experienced in advance of my marriage, but I do wish I were more prepared in terms of knowledge. Mother has always been terribly cryptic, if the subject even arose. I have sometimes wondered if I should have asked Aunt Gardiner to talk me through the specifics. But I have never felt comfortable doing so. It is too late now.”

      “Yes, Lizzy. It is a pity we ladies are kept so unaware of our destinies.”

      Elizabeth’s eyes twinkled with mischief. “You know, I am surprised Kitty has not wheedled the information out of Mother, and then blurted it to us all. Kitty has such a keen eye for a handsome soldier, and her imagination must have reached its limits by now. I am astonished that she has not yet demanded a full summary of marital expectations.”

      The two eldest Bennet sisters chuckled, and then tried to conceal their merriment as their mother walked back in.

      “Girls, what on earth are you tittering about, like a pair of milkmaids? Do hurry. Mr. Darcy will be waiting at the church, and Lizzy shall be late! We must get in the carriage within the next five minutes, or Lizzy shall start her marriage on an inauspicious footing. And then where will she be?”

      “All right, Mother,” Jane said, adjusting Elizabeth’s gown. “There. Does Lizzy not look magnificent?”

      Mrs. Bennet gave her daughter a thorough inspection, turning her this way and that. “Oh, Lizzy. You do look most fetching in that gown. I knew you would. On my wedding day, I turned all the heads in the village too. Clearly you have inherited my naturally striking countenance. You will be just as fetching a bride as your mother was, my dear.”

      Elizabeth exchanged a look with Jane, and the two of them narrowly avoided bursting into laughter again.

      The carriage ride to the church was brief, for they were already in Derbyshire, staying less than a mile from the centre of the village. Mr. Darcy’s estate Pemberley was nearby. Elizabeth thought of her husband-to-be dressing for their wedding with his attendants, and a thrill of excitement made her shiver.

      She was to marry a handsome, kind, amusing man today. His great wealth was her mother’s favourite part of the union, but Elizabeth would have married Mr. Darcy if he had owned only a fraction of his riches.

      Mr. Darcy was everything she had ever dreamed of. He had all the qualities she valued in a man, and more she had never even known were possible. It had taken her some time to realise it, but the truth had sunk in eventually.

      Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy had danced around one another long enough. Today, they were to be joined for eternity.

      “Ready, Lizzy?” Mr. Bennet held out his arm to his daughter, and she took it.

      “I am ready,” she said.

      And she was.

      Steadying her nerves, Miss Elizabeth Bennet prepared to walk down the aisle to her new life. When she emerged from the church, she would be a new woman altogether. She would be Mrs. Fitzwilliam Darcy.

      The thought sent ripples of anticipation across her skin. She could not wait to be a married woman.
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      Mr. Darcy stood at the end of the aisle, awaiting his bride. When the doors opened to admit Elizabeth, and the church organ music began, he turned to look at her. A slight smile played on his face. Her heart raced.

      He looked so handsome in his wedding clothes. Elizabeth always found him an uncommonly agreeable sight, yet something about the cut of his jacket and breeches today stirred her more than usual. He looked elegant, yet rugged. Combined with his naturally mysterious dark brooding quality, he was a sight to behold indeed.

      Mr. Darcy, for his part, appeared to be similarly moved upon sighting his bride-to-be. As she began to walk down the aisle, arm-in-arm with her father, his eyes burned with appreciation. She smiled tentatively at him as she walked to the altar.

      He could not take his eyes off her.

      The ceremony was simple, but beautiful. When their vows had been made, and hymns sung, and prayers spoken with fervent hope for the future, Mr. Darcy took his new wife’s hands in his own.

      “You have made me the proudest man alive, Mrs. Darcy.” He kissed her softly, just enough to leave her wanting more.

      Mrs. Darcy. She would have to get used to hearing herself called by her married name. She was Miss Elizabeth Bennet no more. She was Mrs. Darcy. Elizabeth smiled to herself to think of the new signature she would have to practise, and the correspondence which would arrive in her new name.

      The Bennets had arranged a wedding luncheon party in the village to follow the ceremony. In good cheer, the congregation filed out of the church and ambled idly across the village square to the hall. The spring weather was sunny and pleasant, with just a few scudding clouds to break up the blue sky. The short walk seemed to be an enjoyable one for the wedding guests. Lively chatter and laughter filled the air as they made their way there.

      Mr. and Mrs. Bennet planned to stay in Derbyshire with their unmarried daughters until the following day. When the Darcys arrived, the mother of the bride was already telling the assembled guests how much she would miss her daughter.

      “Darling Lizzy,” Mrs. Bennet half-sobbed. “How I shall pine for her, when she is all the way up here in Derbyshire. We shall be days away. Days. I remember how my own mother wept upon my wedding day, though I was younger than Lizzy, of course.”

      At this point, the anecdote turned to herself. She regaled the guests with tales of the Bennets’ wedding day, until Mr. Bennet grew quite weary of it, and drew her away to the floral arrangements to attend to some imaginary fault.

      Two by two, guests approached the happy couple to congratulate them.

      “Mrs. Darcy, you look radiant.” Mr. Bingley took Elizabeth’s hand and kissed it, as Jane beamed proudly at her sister.

      “Thank you, sir.”

      “Indeed she does, Bingley,” Mr. Darcy interjected. “I am a lucky man.” His eyes met his wife’s, and she felt a jolt of electricity between them.

      “As am I,” Mr. Bingley said, with a loving gaze at Jane. “Darcy, you will of course bring your lovely bride to our wedding in June? I do hope you will not mind making the trip back down to Hertfordshire so soon.”

      “We shall be honoured to attend,” Mr. Darcy said, slipping his hand behind Elizabeth and holding it to the curve of her back. Elizabeth felt searing heat travel from his palm to her skin, despite the fabric between them. Mr. Bingley took Jane to mingle with the other guests, and the Darcys busied themselves with thanking their remaining guests, and making polite conversation.

      At last, Mr. and Mrs. Darcy found themselves standing alone, while their family and friends found themselves seats around the banqueting tables.

      “I grow impatient to take you to your new home, Mrs. Darcy,” Mr. Darcy murmured in Elizabeth’s ear.

      “Oh, but we must stay until after the luncheon!” Elizabeth whispered back. “Everyone will wonder where we are if we leave now. We have wedding-presents to receive, and our guests wish to toast our good health. It would not be fitting to leave already.”

      Mr. Darcy’s dark eyes were alive with an animal longing, which Elizabeth could not ignore. It was a look she had seen them display before, but never with such intensity.

      Now he was her husband, and now looked at her with a kind of hunger. It was almost as though he wished to… She could not quite put her finger on it.

      “Then I shall content myself with thoughts of our carriage-ride home.” He stroked her face with the back of his fingers, slowly tracing the line of her lower lip with his thumb.

      In one swift movement, he pulled her close to him so that her breasts were squashed against his chest, and his hand was dangerously close to the curve of her rear. He brought his lips close to her ear — so close, she could feel his hot breath against her skin.

      “You are the best wedding-present of all, Mrs. Darcy,” he whispered. “And you are all mine. I cannot wait to unwrap you. Perhaps I shall not even wait until we reach Pemberley. Perhaps I shall not be able to wait.”

      Elizabeth found that she was out of breath, and her stomach was all a-flutter. How she was supposed to eat a twelve-course lunch in this state, she had no idea.

      Mr. Darcy released Elizabeth, and took her hand chastely once more. Allowing herself to be led to the head table, Elizabeth concentrated on steadying her breathing and regaining her composure.

      Whatever Mr. Darcy’s intentions were, she would find out soon enough. The thought sent pangs of desire and trepidation through her.

      “Luncheon is served,” announced the serving attendant, and Mr. Darcy pulled out a chair so that his bride might be seated.
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