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“It is a truth, universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune, must be in want of a wife.” - Jane Austen, Pride and Prejudice  

But what happens once he’s got one? What if his new wife is a little more than he bargained for? 
Begin the adventure in part 1 of 4 in this off-canon of our favorite newlyweds: Lizzie and Darcy! This is a slow-burn that heats up with each installment. Mind that cliff. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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“My darling Lizzie - married at last and to such a fine gentleman too. I always said Mr. Darcy was a gentleman of the most discerning taste. Did I not say that just the other day? A gentleman of taste, that’s our Mr. Darcy!” 

The shrill voice of Mrs. Bennet rang out through the corridors of Pemberley, echoing in the empty rooms as if searching for all those tender ears who had yet to hear her. 

With each sharp crow of satisfaction and boisterous laugh of glee that made its way to her corner of solace and assaulted her ears, Lizzie cringed. 

“Mama will never change,” she whispered to herself softly. 

The wedding breakfast had long been over and most guests had taken their leave, but Mrs. Bennet remained content to hold court from the overstuffed chair in the parlor. 

The gracious estate of Pemberely stood regally before her as she gazed upon the grounds from the window. It was the first moment of freedom and solitude that she had found for herself in the last three days and she felt strange. 

Her mother and sisters had taken charge of planning the wedding breakfast with an enthusiasm that only a household of marriageable daughters could endeavor to have. Each little detail had elicited a flurry of reactions and opinions to be hashed over and analyzed so as to have the maximum effect for social standing. 

But Lizzie had cared for none of it. 

The flowers and the breakfast meats. The lace and the embroidery. The guests.

None of it mattered to her. 

She placed her hand on the cool glass of the window and rested her forehead against it. The pressure of her family weighed heavily on her. 

In many ways, Lizzie realized she had outshone her mother and her sister’s ambitions, albeit quite unintentionally. 

She had never intended to become mistress of such a place as this. To become a wife of such a man as Fitzwilliam Darcy. 

Yet, here she was. 

Just this morning, she had stood before God, her family, and her dearest friends and sworn to love, honor, cherish and obey none other than her husband. 

Mama had pulled her aside and admonished her most harshly. “Be a good wife to him, Lizzie. Seek to please him, treat him with respect, and never let him feel the sharpness of your tongue. This is an advantageous marriage for us all.” 

At the time, Lizzie had just nodded her acquiescence. What more could she do? What good would it do to point out the folly of her own mother advising against the sharpness of tongue in marriage? 

But, as she looked at her new home, Lizzie felt something stirring in her. The way Darcy had looked at her when he promised to care for her. It gave her hope. 

A tingle of warmth spread through her, starting at her core and flowing outwards until she was sure she might catch fire. She bit her lip 

Their courtship had happened so fast - once they had realized their feelings. It was borderline unseemly how quickly the banns had been read. 

Darcy’s reason was romantic enough to soften even the most jaded of hearts. He had simply looked at her, the intensity of his gaze piercing her very soul. 

“I do not wish to waste a single moment longer without you in my life, Miss Bennet.”

And that was that. 
The moment Darcy had pledged to love her forever was seared into her soul, followed by the moment she had realized that she wanted to spend the rest of her life loving him too. 
All the moments of ill-temper, prejudice, and misconstrued actions. The machinations of family and friends. All had conspired against them - yet they had persevered. Love had bloomed once pride had been set aside. 

The handsome gold ring now on her finger was more proof that this wasn’t a dream. 

She was no longer Elizabeth Bennet. She was Mrs. Fitzwilliam Darcy. Mistress of Pemberley. Wife.  

Society’s rules called for her to return to her guests and possibly help redirect the... exuberance of her mother. A hostess never abandoned their guests, no matter how great of a headache those guests caused. But Lizzie couldn’t bear the idea of leaving her island of solitude. 

She smiled when she heard her husband’s deep voice speak over her mother’s shrill tones. Darcy knew how to handle her mother and she was grateful for it. Once he escaped the clutches of her dear Mama, he would be here. Seeking her out. 

She grimaced when she heard her mother call him back to inquire after his family in Rosings Park. Mama was nothing if not ambitious in her social scheming.

Her hands shook as she reached up to tuck an errant brown curl back behind her ear. She smoothed the wrinkles in her beautiful new dress and pulled the soft shawl tighter around her despite the summer heat. 

Darcy would find her soon and then they would leave - off to places unknown on their wedding tour. 

She shivered in anticipation. 

No matter how many times she had asked, Darcy had steadfastly refused to tell her where they would be going for their tour. Not only that, he had sworn the servants to secrecy and simply refused to give her any clues. It was the most infuriating thing. 

He had simply told her to be ready before tea this afternoon. 

“The mystery will keep you intrigued, my dear,” he had told her before the wedding, daring to wink at her in the most roguish manner. Insufferable man. 

His refusal to put her out of her most ardent curiosity had caused all sorts of ill-tempered grumbling as she prepared for their wedding ceremony. 

Her sisters had stared at her with incredulous looks on their faces as she stormed around the room and threw her new dresses and hats and chemises on the bed in a great temper.

Jane was the only one who dared to speak reason to her. Lizzie’s face flushed crimson at the memory of her childish behavior. Somehow, only her dear sister Jane had seen through the temper-tantrum to see what it really was. 

Fear of losing control. 

“You love Darcy, sister. And most of all, he loves you. Fret not! You have made a match that most could only dream of. A wealthy enough man to satisfy Mama and one who loves you and does not seek to change you. Trust him. He will not treat you poorly.” 

Jane’s sweet words echoed in Lizzie’s brain as she waited for Darcy - her husband - to collect her. 

Perhaps Jane was right. As irrational as the feeling was, Lizzie knew she loved Darcy. The feelings had grown until Darcy always lingered in the back of her mind, a constant spectre to her life. His stoic visage had wormed its way into her heart. And she trusted that he loved her in turn. His kindness towards her and her family demonstrated that on a daily basis. 

So, why was she still so very distressed at the idea of going on the wedding tour with him? 

“You are being most irrational!” Lizzie berated herself quietly, “This is the way things are.” 

Lizzie knew she should count herself among the luckier of the women of her acquaintance. Her husband loved her and cared for her well-being. He was successful and would never struggle to provide for her. He accepted her for the way she was. 

She should feel serene in her new station in life. Grateful and thankful for his protection and his love. 

Yet, all Lizzie felt was slightly ill. Her insides were churning and each roguish wink or soft smile he turned her way, Lizzie felt something.. Something new and terrifying. 

“The coach awaits us, my dear,” Darcy’s voice broke through her reverie and she whirled around to face him. 

She gulped and took a deep breath before she straightened her shoulders and smoothed her dress again, turning to face him. 

His formal wedding attire had been changed into a suitable afternoon jacket and his riding boots. In his hand he carried a small flat box with a bright pink bow on it. He was breathtakingly handsome. Lydia always nattered on about how distinguished the Regiment Officers were but nothing could compare to the elegant beauty of Fitzwilliam Darcy. 

He gave her one of his rare smiles and she felt the unfamiliar feeling in her core again.  It was as pleasing as it was terrifying. She tried to recall what her mother had told her about the duties one had as a wife but it all fled out of her mind when Darcy extended his hand to hers. 

“Come, wife. Join me.” 

His authoritative tone immediately grated on her sensibilities but Lizzie squashed down her rebellious thoughts and exhaled slowly, remembering her mother’s advice. It would do no
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