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This is for my wonderful husband, who always illuminates my day.
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Warning: Adult audiences Only: Contains violence. Language. Not canon.

Embark on a journey to 1811 England with a captivating story that weaves love, intrigue, and the season’s spirit. As London prepares for Yuletide celebrations, Charles Bingley relinquishes the lease for Netherfield Park. Fitzwilliam Darcy, impatient to see Elizabeth Bennet, seizes the opportunity to become the new leaseholder.

On Christmas Eve, Darcy, accompanied by his cousin, Colonel Richard Fitzwilliam, rides toward Netherfield with a single objective: to win the heart of the spirited Miss Elizabeth Bennet. As Darcy rides ahead, Colonel Fitzwilliam briefly halts in Meryton. 

However, the path to love takes an unexpected turn after Elizabeth, Kitty, and Lydia Bennet venture into the woods to gather greenery for holiday decorations. Her thoughtless sisters abandon Elizabeth. Alone and vulnerable, Elizabeth encounters Lieutenant George Wickham, whose behavior deviates sharply from that of a gentleman.

In a tale where darkness threatens to obscure the light, Darcy must confront the unforeseen dangers lurking along a path in the wintry woods. Will Darcy’s love prevail in the face of adversity? Will Elizabeth open her heart? 

Explore the magic of the holiday season as Elizabeth and Darcy reach for a future full of happiness and joy. Netherfield Park is a place where Christmas miracles are destined to happen. Delve into this story, where the magic of the holiday season proves that the brightest light can emerge from the darkest moments.
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Chapter 1
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Out of darkness comes light: A quote derived from the Ancient Mayan Civilization.
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The afternoon sun peeked through the stark canopy of the bare oak trees lining the side of the road that led to Meryton. Occasionally, a hearty pine tree cast a shadow across the thoroughfare. Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy, accompanied by his cousin, Colonel Richard Fitzwilliam, looked forward to seeing Miss Elizabeth Bennet again at Christmas services. He was determined to win her heart and correct the poor impression he made at that awful Meryton assembly in September.

Richard watched Darcy through slanted eyes and teased, “Cousin, what are your plans for the evening meal? Does Netherfield have a cook? Any staff at all? I am parched and hungry. We should stop and get something to tide us over at the local inn.”

Glancing at Richard with a faint smile, ignoring the suggestion of stopping at the inn, Darcy replied, “Indeed, Netherfield is scantily staffed but prepared to receive us. I have arranged for the cook to have a light supper ready upon our arrival, and we can relax after eating. I am eager to see the house and look forward to seeing Miss Elizabeth at Christmas services tomorrow.”

Richard raised an eyebrow teasingly. “Ah, the mysterious Miss Elizabeth Bennet. You were rather voluble about her during our journey. Do you believe she will be at church tomorrow?”

Darcy’s gaze turned contemplative. “Yes, she always attends services with her family. And I intend to show her a side of me she has not seen before. You know, the polite, friendly side.”

“If you find that side, show it to me, too. I am used to the proud, disdainful, haughty-as-they-come persona you wear like a shield.” Richard laughed at the astonished look on his cousin’s face before Darcy laughed, too.

Twenty minutes later, the pair entered Meryton. As they rode down Main Street, Richard’s stomach growled loudly. “I’m sorry, Darcy. I must dash into that tearoom I see up ahead and get something to eat. My gut wants fuel, and a good pastry will be just the ticket.”

Darcy shrugged. “Do what you must. I won’t keep you from refueling with a few lemon tarts. Just take the path to the left at the crossroads ahead. It goes straight to Netherfield.”

Richard dismounted, saying, “I’ll grab a few extra pastries for you, just in case your cook forgot about us.”

Darcy rode on, eager to reach Netherfield, leaving his cousin behind. Darcy was anxious to present his best self at Christmas services and, perhaps more importantly, be in the company of Elizabeth Bennet. Her image danced in his mind as his stallion carried him closer to Netherfield.

Mrs. Bennet’s enthusiasm for holiday decorations burned as brightly as the festive candles that would soon illuminate Longbourn. Today, she wished to transform their humble abode into a haven of Yuletide cheer.

“Elizabeth!” Mrs. Bennet exclaimed, her hands aflutter with excitement. “The house must rival Lucas Lodge in its Christmas splendor, but I’ve used all the mistletoe and holly. Go, take the basket, and fetch the finest greenery. Make haste, for Christmas waits for no one!” The mission was clear: gather mistletoe, holly, and an array of greenery that would drape their home in holiday cheer.

Elizabeth, wearing a fur-lined cloak and armed with a large basket and gardening shears, was about to leave the house when Kitty and Lydia, her two youngest sisters, volunteered to help. With an absentminded wave, Mrs. Bennet granted them permission, and the trio set forth for the nearby Longbourn woods.

Nevertheless, when they approached a fork in the road that led to Lucas Lodge, the promise of holiday merriment with friends proved too tempting for Kitty and Lydia.

“Lizzy, we will just visit Maria for a little while. We shall not be long!” Lydia called out, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. With laughter trailing behind them, they abandoned Elizabeth, disappearing in a flurry of skirts toward Lucas Lodge, leaving Elizabeth alone on the woodland path.

Undeterred, Elizabeth pressed on, her boots crunching on the frozen ground. The sound of her sisters’ laughter faded, replaced by the silence of the woods. She tightened her grip on the basket, determined to fulfill her mother’s wishes quickly. With each step, the imposing trees, stripped of summer foliage, cast elongated shadows that danced in the fading light of a cold afternoon.

Yet, the tranquility was fleeting. The woods seemed to darken as Elizabeth neared Netherfield’s border in search of more mistletoe. Elizabeth, focused on her task, felt a subtle unease. Still, she pressed forward, determined to fill the basket with greenery.

Then, Lieutenant George Wickham emerged like a specter from the shadows a few yards down the road. Elizabeth felt a chill crawl up her spine as she held tightly to her half-filled basket, bracing herself to face the man.

As Wickham came closer, he cheerfully called, “Miss Elizabeth, what brings you to these lonely parts?”

Caution and wariness glittered in Elizabeth’s eyes as she answered, “I am gathering greenery for Christmas decorations. If you will excuse me, Lieutenant, I have much to do.”

Undeterred by her polite dismissal, Wickham blocked her path.

“Ah, Christmas decorations. A worthy pursuit,” Wickham remarked, a sly smile playing on his lips. “But why venture alone? It’s dangerous for a young lady.”

Despite her composed demeanor, Elizabeth’s unease flickered. “I can take care of myself, Lieutenant. Plus, this is Longbourn property. Why are you here?”

His eyes lingered on the basket she carried, then roamed to her figure, revealing a predatory glint. He ignored giving a reason for his presence. Telling Miss Elizabeth he was returning to the barracks after meeting a pretty widow in the Netherfield woods was not her concern. Instead, he redirected the conversation.

“Surely, Miss Elizabeth, you could use a strong arm to help you with that heavy load.”

With practiced grace, Elizabeth sidestepped his advance, maintaining a safe distance. Wickham, however, persisted, his charm giving way to irritation. Elizabeth’s instincts kicked in as he attempted to take her arm. She swiftly evaded his touch, her voice now firm.

“I appreciate the offer, Lieutenant, but I can carry this basket. Go away!”

Wickham’s charm shattered, and his true nature surfaced when he lunged at her, attempting to grab her arm. Determined and unyielding, Elizabeth swung the basket at the scoundrel, hitting him square in the face.

“No!” she declared firmly. “I will not tolerate such behavior. Go away.”

Wickham rushed forward, his face contorted in pain. He knocked the basket to the ground as Elizabeth evaded his grasp.

“Leave me be, Lieutenant Wickham!” she screamed, the sound piercing the stillness of the woods.

Elizabeth, recognizing that this man sought to harm her, began screaming for help while attempting to fend off his advances. The basket lay broken on the ground with its scattered contents. A blow to her face sent her backward in pain, stunning her long enough for Wickham to lift her and slam her into a tree. Then she felt excruciating pain as the back of her head hit the tree. Blood seeped down her neck as Wickham wrapped his hands around her throat and began to squeeze.

Dimly, she heard thundering hoofbeats, and out of the corner of her eye, she recognized Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy charging his horse at Wickham with his crop raised.

#######
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A woman’s desperate screams for help filled the air, reverberating through the trees. Was that Elizabeth? Darcy’s heart pounded as he spurred his horse, racing toward the chilling cries. A gnawing dread propelled Darcy to push his mount harder when the screams abruptly ceased. He came upon a ghastly tableau. Elizabeth Bennet was in dire straits, fighting fiercely, valiantly resisting the advances of George Wickham. 

His heart almost stopped beating at the sight of Elizabeth’s tiny fists pummeling Wickham’s chest, trying to strike a painful blow, kicking wildly at his legs, ineffectually pulling his hair. Wickham held her at bay, his face twisted into a devilish grin, his eyes gleaming with lust and malice. He punched her, threw her against a tree, and started choking her. The fiend was going to kill Elizabeth!

Darcy’s horse, Thunder, charged directly at Wickham, snorting and neighing with fury. Darcy swung his crop with all his strength, striking an impressive blow to Wickham’s face, then leaping from his mount unto the blackguard’s back, forcing the reprobate to release his hold. Elizabeth fell to the ground, unconscious, her lips blue, her face and neck bruised. 

Adrenaline, fueled by rage, coursed through Darcy’s veins; he smashed Wickham’s jaw with his fist and head-butted Wickham’s nose, hearing it break as he crushed it. Blood spurted from Wickham’s nostrils, staining his uniform. Darcy caught Wickham’s left wrist as he dodged a blow and twisted it backward until it broke. Wickham howled in pain, but Darcy was relentless. He delivered another crushing blow to the jaw, sending Wickham down to the ground, then used his crop to strike a final blistering hit to Wickham’s right hand, rendering it useless. Darcy turned his attention to Elizabeth, his anger replaced by concern. 

Nursing the pain from Darcy’s unexpected intervention, George Wickham lay on the ground, seething with humiliation and fury. The shock of being thwarted by his old adversary intensified the sting of defeat. Wickham’s mind raced, searching for a plan to salvage his dignity, but he found himself at a loss, sprawled on the ground near the woman he had hoped to ravish. He cursed Darcy, Elizabeth, and fate, vowing to get his revenge one way or another. 

As Darcy turned his attention to Elizabeth, Wickham seized the opportunity to flee. He was bloody and broken, with no wish to continue fighting; he stumbled away from the scene, blinded by anger, frustration, and pain. Thoughts of revenge filled Wickham’s mind. However, fate had other plans for Lieutenant Wickham. 

#######
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Colonel Fitzwilliam enjoyed the delightful offerings of the tearoom in Meryton. Lemon tarts and a hot cup of tea sat before him on the table. He savored the taste despite eating hastily. He chuckled inwardly, contemplating how his cousin’s demeanor might soften in the presence of Miss Elizabeth, the lively and witty young lady who had captured Darcy’s interest.

With a satisfied sigh, Richard paid for the treats and left the shop. He mounted his steed, Blaze, and continued along Main Street in the direction Darcy had pointed. The path to Netherfield was quickly located, and hoping to overtake his cousin, Richard urged his mount into a canter. He wanted to tease Darcy about his growing affection for Miss Elizabeth. 
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