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Lizzy inhaled deeply before reaching for the chair to steady herself in front of the window, gazing out at the magnificent Pemberley Estate that was soon to be hers. Her eyes fluttered closed and she winced as her sisters and mother pulled her stays tighter. They fluttered around her like bees around a flower, primping and fixing her dress while giggling and celebrating the triumph they had accomplished.  In just a few short hours, Miss Elizabeth Bennet would cease to exist and would henceforth be known as Mrs. Elizabeth Darcy, Mistress of Pemberley. 
A soft smile crossed Lizzy’s face as she recalled the events of the past weeks and months. Darcy had turned into so much more than she could have ever hoped for.  Her mind strayed to the delicious moments of pleasure that Darcy had elicited in her and she bit her lip. Tonight, he promised he would complete her training and finally allow her to explore his body the way he had explored hers. Over and over, he reassured her that the desire she had for him was good and welcome, but she still felt wanton and unsure of herself around him. His form was a mystery that she desperately wanted to solve. 
“Are you ready, my dear?” Mrs. Bennet asked, interrupting Lizzy’s day dream. Mrs. Bennet was in her element and her voice shrill with the excitement and the wine she had already indulged in. Lizzy let out a small sigh and cringed inwardly at the scene that her mother would undoubtedly cause at the wedding feast later. Gloating was something Mrs. Bennet did exceedingly well and the marriage of Lizzy to Mr. Darcy was something she would gloat about for months and there was nothing to be done to prevent it. 
“You look beautiful, Lizzy!” Jane gushed, leaning forward to press a kiss to her cheek and tuck a small rose into the crown of curls that had been artfully arranged to tumble down her back. Lizzy smiled at her sister and nodded, following her out of the room and towards the stairs. 
With a glance over her shoulder, she looked back at her generously appointed set of rooms and smiled. The next time she came up here, she would be Mistress of this entire estate. 
She was ready. It was time to go meet her mysterious and handsome future husband at the church. It was time to become Mrs. Darcy. 

The small chapel on the Pemberley Estate was packed with people and the crowds gave Lizzy pause. She nervously adjusted her dress, smoothing invisible wrinkles and shifting her weight from one slippered foot to the other and pressed her nose into her small bouquet of pink roses, breathing in the floral scent that calmed her nerves. The two door attendants swept open the door to the chapel and Lizzy moved forward, one soft, delicate step at a time, her eyes focused completely on the man waiting for her at the altar. 
His tall black-clad figure stiffened upon her entrance, his mercurial eyes fixated on her as she walked up the aisle towards him. His lips parted in a dazzling display of straight, white teeth as she came closer and she managed a small smile for him. Before she was ready, she found herself facing him, his warm hand holding hers. Nervously, her tongue darted out and licked her dry lips. His eyes followed the motion and he quirked his eyebrows at her. 
Bringing her knuckles up to his lips, he pressed a gallant kiss upon them and they both turned to face the minister. 
The ceremony was both solemn and joyful and altogether too soon, it was over and they walked back down the aisle as their friends and family showered them in rose petals. 
“Shall we go to our feast, Mrs. Darcy?” 
Lizzy looked up at her husband and gave him a wobbly smile, trying her best to ignore the flare of heat that tore through her veins at the sound of her new name on his lips. 
Arm and arm, they moved through the crowd of well-wishers and made their way up to the south lawn where the servants had set up a beautiful tent with tables laden with food and beautiful couches and seating for all the guests. 
Ever the gentleman, Darcy led his new bride to the table specially reserved for them. A small tent had been set up over it to provide them with shade from the sun’s warming rays. 
Once they were safely hidden from the view of their guests, Darcy took her in his arms with a sudden searching intensity on his face. 
“You are my wife, Lizzy,” he growled at her, his face inscrutable. 
“You are my husband,” she whispered back, her eyes twinkling at him. 
Her calm was shattered with the hunger in his kiss as he pressed his lips to hers. 
The noise of the arriving guests pulled them apart and Lizzy put a shaking hand to her lips, her eyes locked onto her new husband. 
“Society commands us to perform this ritual, celebrating our happy tidings with others so we shall do it. But tonight, my dearest Elizabeth, tonight you are mine.” 
Lizzy swallowed breathlessly and nodded, unable to keep the excitement off her face. 
Finally, her final lesson was in reach. 
It pained her to turn to play the hostess to their guests. Throughout the feast, as she moved through the crowd and greeted her guests and accepted their congratulations, she stole glances at Darcy. She watched his broad back as he moved through the crowd with ease, effortlessly navigating the social niceties required of him as Master of Pemberley. 
As the afternoon waned and the guests moved inside for the dancing, Lizzy felt like time was moving unbearably slowly. Her smile became more and more brittle as they went through the motions of dancing and festivity. 
Her feet ached after dancing the night with everyone except for the one man she longed to dance with: her husband. Try as she might, everytime she had a moment to search for him through the throngs of people, she was asked to dance or pulled into conversation. 
She spied a dark corner on the edge of the dance floor and edged her way along the wall towards it, feigning a headache to get out of conversation along the way. 
Slipping quietly out of view of the ballroom, she breathed a sigh of relief when she entered the blissful darkness of the hall. Leaning against a pillar, Lizzy fanned herself and closed her eyes to the world. Two hands suddenly gripped her shoulders and she found herself being pulled into a very broad, very male chest. Her eyes flew open and a hand covered her mouth before she could scream in terror. 
Eyes wide, she peered through the darkness and up into the face of her husband, partially obscured by shadows. 
Rapping him in the chest sharply with her fan, she pushed away from him, freeing herself from his grip.  
“You scared me to death!” she hissed, trying to calm her heart. 
Darcy didn’t say anything, he just looked at her with a completely unrepentant look on his face and the desire that had been pooling her ever since the morning took charge of her once more. 
Proffering his arm to her he led her deeper into the shadows and into the sculpture gallery. 
“Darcy, what are you doing, this isn’t proper!” she whispered, craning to see if anyone had noticed their absence. The music was still playing gaily and there wasn’t a soul in sight. 
“What’s so improper, wife?” he asked, his tone laced with amusement, “We are married and this is our home. We meet every requirement of society to be sneaking about in the dark.” 
Lizzy opened and shut her mouth, unable to refute his comment. He stopped suddenly in front of the large statue of Athena. 
“This should do nicely,” he muttered to himself, eyeing the wide plinth that was at waist height. 
Lizzy squeaked in surprise when Darcy picked her up and placed her on the plinth, at the feet of Lady Justice. His knee pressed apart her knees and he moved to stand between them. 
Tipping her face upwards, Lizzy eyed with him with trepidation and amusement. 
“You’ve got me seated like art, good sir, whatever do you plan to do to me?” she asked, knowing full well the look in his eyes meant they were going to play games again. 
A small growl escaped Darcy but he made no move to kiss her, much to her displeasure. Instead, he lightly fingered a loose tendril of hair on her cheek. His fingers brushed her collarbone, lingering there too long to be an accident. As their eyes met, she felt a shock move through her. His nearness was exciting and nerve-wracking and the silence built her anticipation even further. 
“You are a work
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