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Blurb
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AFTER MONTHS OF TRYING to conceive without success, Lizzy is feeling dejected about the prospect when Lydia shows up for an unexpected visit. She brings along her infant son, and Lizzy is enamored with baby Ian. When Lydia leaves Ian behind to go to London to search for her missing husband, Fitzwilliam steps in to help deal with Wickham once again. Lizzy knows Ian’s place is with his parents, and she has every faith her husband will help Lydia find Wickham, but she still longs for a baby of her own. Will she and Fitzwilliam ever know what it is to have their own bundle of joy?

While Abbey sometimes writes steamier JAFF, this story is strictly SWEET.
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Chapter One
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LIZZY LOOKED UP FROM her embroidery as Mrs. Reynolds entered the salon where she sat, listening as Georgiana practiced the pianoforte. There was an air of excitement about the housekeeper that had her setting aside her needlework. “Is something the matter, Mrs. Reynolds?”

“No, Mrs. Darcy, but you have a visitor.” Mrs. Reynolds looked like she might burst from smiling. “Such a handsome...” She trailed off.

Intrigued, Lizzy said, “Please show him in then, Mrs. Reynolds.”

She was inferring it was a him from the housekeeper’s “handsome” comment, and she soon learned that was true. The him in question was an infant carried in her sister Lydia’s arms. She was surprised to see Lydia, having not expected her. 

She hadn’t seen Lydia since she and Wickham had gone to Newcastle for his new commission. Lydia hadn’t returned for her wedding to Fitzwilliam months later, and the sisters hadn’t seen each other in more than a year.

At the sight of the infant Lydia held, Lizzy’s heart skipped a beat. Her stomach clenched, and an immediate wave of sadness filled her. Longing followed, and she mourned once again the knowledge of how empty her womb was. Each month, she hoped for the cessation of her cycle, yet each month it returned as clockwork. She had been trying to conceive a Darcy heir since marrying Fitzwilliam nine months ago, but they were having no success.

“Well, are you happy to see me, Lizzy?” asked Lydia after moment with some exasperation.

Lizzy blinked and smiled. “Of course, I am happy to see you.” She rushed forward and embraced her sister, which brought the lovely scent of the infant to her nose. She blinked back tears for a moment and forced herself to look at the baby, finding he was a perfect mix of Lydia and Wickham’s features. He was a handsome little fellow, and she tried to suppress a pang of envy. She smiled at him and then at Lydia. “I did not know you have a child. Mama has not said a word.”

Lydia frowned. “I have not yet told Mama. I did not want her input.”

Lizzy frowned in confusion. “Why ever not? Surely, Mama and Papa will be happy to learn they are grandparents, and to a boy. It will likely seem miraculous to them after five daughters. He is so adorable.”

“Yes, he is.” Lydia smiled down at him before holding the baby out to Lizzy. “You should hold him. My arms are aching ever so much from the carriage ride and having to cuddle him the entire time. Ian kept crying, the poor thing.”

Lizzy took the baby with some trepidation. It wasn’t because she didn’t want to hold her nephew. Rather, she was afraid she would dissolve into sobs that she had not yet managed to conceive her own child.

As he snuggled against her, curling into her arms as though he was meant to be there, she found the envy fading, and she managed to bask in the moment of cuddling the precious new life. “How old is he?”

“Nine weeks.”

Lizzy frowned and looked up at her sister as Lydia took a seat in the wingback across from her. “Should he be traveling yet? He is so young.”

“I simply had to get away for a while.” Lydia waved a hand. “You know how it is.”

Lizzy shook her head. She did not know how it was, but she hoped to find out. She couldn’t imagine traveling so far with such a young child, but she decided not to harp on it. Lydia had already done the deed, so what would be gained by continuing to chastise her?

Feeling a pull of dread in her stomach, she asked, “Will Mr. Wickham be joining you?” Though they had all made up, and he was technically her brother now, Lizzy could admit to herself that she had no strong affection for the man. She distrusted him with every fiber of her being, so Lydia’s answer was a relief.

“Not this time.” Lydia yawned. “I do hope you can find a nurse. I could not bring mine with me.” Lydia’s eyes moved to the left as she said that, and she seemed to be looking around the room in a calculating manner. “I am certain Mr. Darcy will have no trouble paying the wages a wet nurse might request on short notice.”

Lizzy scowled at the assumption, but she didn’t protest. “I am certain we can recruit one of the staff if no one else is available, though you might have to nurse him yourself. How long do you plan to stay, Lydia?”
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