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Blurb
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A murder in Meryton leads to Lizzy becoming Darcy’s Alibi.

WHEN WICKHAM IS DISCOVERED with a knife through his heart—and the hilt has the Darcy crest—suspicion immediately turns to Mr. Darcy. Lizzy soon learns who the real killer was, and the circumstances of why, and she is forced to act to save the culprit and Mr. Darcy. She claims she spent the night with him at Netherfield, thus besmirching her reputation and ensuring utter ruin unless Darcy offers marriage. He does, but he believes she is the murderer, and he holds her at arms’ length, clearly not trusting her. Lizzy is miserable in their marriage, but telling the truth betrays the trust of another. How can she get Fitzwilliam to see past his assumptions and allow them to have a genuine marriage built on love and respect?

While Abbey sometimes writes steamy JAFF, this is strictly SWEET. There is one fade-to-black scene between the married couple but remains suitable for all ages and tastes.
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Chapter One
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LIZZY LOOKED UP FROM buttering her crumpet when her father burst into the dining room. He was clearly abuzz, though Fanny seemed not to realize.

“Really, Thomas, to be late and then to burst in in such a fashion. You shall give us all indigestion.”

Thomas waved a hand at her as he sat down in his customary spot at the head of the table. “I have information that is far more likely to give you indigestion than my late arrival, dear wife.”

“What is it?” asked Kitty as she leaned closer, looking avidly at her father. She was always one for a dash of gossip, though Lizzy couldn’t deny she also enjoyed hearing a good bit herself, though she tended to question the veracity of anything that sped through the village of Meryton.

“The militia soldier George Wickham is dead.” Her father delivered the information grimly.

“Oh, my,” said Kitty, clasping her chest. “How dreadful.”

“Most dreadful,” said Mary. She opened Fordyce’s book with no fumbling, likely having memorized just the passage she wanted. “The good reverend says—”

“Yes, yes, we are all aware of what the good reverend might say,” said Fanny in a repressive tone before turning her attention back to Mr. Bennet. “How did it happen?”

“He was found this morning outside his barracks, and there was a knife in his heart.”

“Ghastly,” said Jane.

Lizzy was certain she should be feeling badly for Mr. Wickham, but after what she had learned from Darcy’s letter delivered to her once she refused his proposal at Hunsford two months ago, preceding her trip to London and return home with Jane, she could find little sympathy for the man. Likely, he had brought his death upon himself. Still, she murmured, “Appalling,” in what she hoped was a convincing tone.

It was sad that anyone had died, and she wasn’t inured to that. She simply couldn’t muster as much care and concern for Wickham’s death as she might for anyone else.

“Have they any idea who did it?” asked Kitty.

“Indeed. They have already identified the murderer and have him currently held at the parish constable’s office.”

Lizzy frowned. “Constable Walters is in charge of a murder investigation?” She barely hid her skepticism. The man was incompetent, and parish constable was more an honorary title than anything. In his case, it was likely due to his connections to local nobility, having married a cousin of Sir Lucas’s wife who’d passed away within months of the marriage. “I fear the inquiry shall be bungled with him in charge.”

Thomas shrugged. “Perhaps, but it appears a rather clear-cut case. The knife bore the Darcy family crest, you see.”

Lizzy stiffened. “Darcy? As in Mr. Darcy, who is staying at Netherfield with Mr. Bingley?” Her voice had taken on a shrill note. 

She had been as surprised as anyone to see Mr. Bingley return a fortnight ago, and even more surprised to hear Mr. Darcy was with him. She had not yet run into the man and hadn’t seen him since the disastrous proposal at the rectory, but she couldn’t help wondering if he still maintained his objections to the union between Charles and Jane. If so, Mr. Bingley wasn’t allowing Mr. Darcy’s disapproval to affect him, because he’d been calling frequently on Jane since his return to the area.

Her father nodded. “The very same, dear girl. Who would have thought such a stifled gentleman would have the capacity to commit murder? It seems like one would require a passionate nature and quick temper to do so.”

Lizzy shifted uneasily, not confirming for her father that there was an untapped well of passion in Mr. Darcy. She was convinced of it after his heartfelt, if insulting, proposal. He controlled himself as a well-bred gentleman should, but she could see he might be capable of murder under the right circumstances.

Wickham had certainly tried to dishonor his sister, but if Darcy were going to take revenge for that, he likely would have challenged the other man to a duel shortly after learning about the affair at Ramsgate rather than waiting all this time. She shook her head. “It makes no sense. Why would Mr. Darcy kill Mr. Wickham?”

Jane frowned at her from across the table. “What about...?” She trailed off when Lizzy sent her a glare. “I do not know. I can think of no reason.”

“Nor can I.” Lizzy tipped her head slightly. “I would very much like to speak with the constable and perhaps Mr. Darcy though.”

“That will be unlikely,” said Thomas. “Word is a Bow Street Runner has been sent for from London, and he shall arrive this afternoon. In the meantime, the constable is simply keeping Darcy locked up to avoid him fleeing.”

“I see.” Lizzy looked out the window, lost in thought as she tried to figure out a way to see Mr. Darcy and learn what she could about the case. Constable Walters was a bumbling fool, but he was also a man vulnerable to charm as much as any other.

Mind decided, she pushed back from the table. “May I be excused? I feel the need for a walk and fresh air.”

“Did you not already take your morning walk?” asked Lydia abruptly. There was a strident note in her tone that had Lizzy looking closer at her. She realized Lydia had been uncharacteristically quiet.

She shrugged. “I would like to take another. Perhaps you would like to join me, Lydia? You look ever so pale this morning.”

Lydia paled even further, though her cheeks bloomed with a flush of color. “I do not feel well. I think perhaps I shall take to my bed instead.”

Without waiting for permission from their father or any other words, Lydia pushed away from the table and rushed upstairs.

“Poor child,” said Fanny with a click of her tongue. “She is so delicate and so easily upset. Everyone knows she was quite fond of Mr. Wickham.”

Lizzy stiffened, looking at her mother. “Was she?”

Fanny nodded. “Oh, yes, dear. She often had tea with him with Aunt Phillips acting as chaperone. I do believe Lydia hoped Mr. Wickham would offer for her. It would have been a fine match, since he was such a gentleman.”
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