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Thoroughly modern Lizzy.

A DECADE AFTER DARCY’S ill-fated proposal at Hunsford, Lizzy is a modern woman teaching music at a progressive school. She is shocked when one of her newest pupils is Anne-Marie Darcy, daughter of the man who once loved her so reluctantly. She quickly adores his daughter, and her stifled affection for the man is stirring to life anew as well.

The more time she spends with him, the more she sees a new side of Fitzwilliam. He is a changed man, influenced by a decade of loss and his brief marriage to Anne. The timing was all wrong ten years ago, but can they finally get it right this time?

While Abbey sometimes writes steamy JAFF, this shorter tale is strictly SWEET.
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October 1822

IT WAS A NEW SCHOOL year at Augustine’s Academy For Young Ladies, and that brought new students with it. Lizzy was returning for her third year as an instructor there, specializing in pianoforte and voice lessons, though she taught general music to all the young ladies enrolled at the Academy. 

This morning, she arrived early, preparing for her first class of the day and the school year. She flipped open the book on her desk that held the list of students, which had been distributed sometime the previous day after she had left once she’d finished tidying her classroom.

Lizzy scanned the students listed, seeing mostly familiar names for pupils she had taught over the past three years. Augustine’s was not a boarding school, which was one of the things Lizzy appreciated about it. The children’s parents tended to be more involved as a rule, and they weren’t as eager as most other upper-class families to shove their children into strangers’ arms to raise. It was a new and developing idea of which Lizzy heartily approved. She had been a staunch supporter of the concept and joined the school’s faculty as soon as the facility launched. 

The first year of the academy opening had fortuitously coincided with her finishing the year-long teaching program at the Women’s Seminary—at the time also a recently launched institution and considered controversial—where she had enrolled after her father’s passing, when dear Charles had insisted on paying the tuition subsequent to her refusing his heartfelt offer to find her a husband. She had already been an old maid by society’s standards and saw no reason to change that just because her beloved father had died.

She paused for a moment in her perusal, her heart stuttering when she saw a familiar surname. Darcy. Of course, Darcy was hardly the most unusual surname in the world, and it was unlikely to be Fitzwilliam’s child. To her knowledge, he had not married, but she could freely admit she had not bothered to keep up with much information about him. She hadn’t even seen him in several years. 

Scrunching her brow, she tried to recall the previous occasions and thought it might’ve been at the christening for Jane and Charles’s first son. Yes, that sounded correct. The last time she’d seen him had been at little Charlie’s christening ceremony. 

Thinking back now, she recalled he’d looked strained at the time, but she had assumed he had pressing matters weighing on his mind. She hadn’t flattered herself to think that having to interact with her for even a few minutes during the ceremony and afterward had put him in a position of discomfort. Surely, he’d forgotten all about her by then.

A familiar wave of embarrassment washed over her as she recalled some of the things of which she had accused him, mostly cleared up by his letter. Of course, he had still blocked her dear sister’s happiness with Charles, or so she inferred, since he hadn’t appeared to play any noticeable part in Charles deciding to return to Netherfield and reconcile with Jane many months after they had left so abruptly.

If she recalled from the wedding ceremony, Darcy had appeared pinched and pale, his disapproval still visible. That knowledge tempered her embarrassment at her assumptions about Wickham and Darcy’s true character.

She laughed softly, the sound breaking the silence in the classroom and distracting her. All this fuss was silly, since it was hardly likely to be Fitzwilliam Darcy’s daughter. He was surely too proper to approve of a modern school for pupils who didn’t go away from their home and stay for months at a time. Augustine’s was modern in other ways as well. One of their clubs focused on science and engineering for the older young ladies in attendance. They hardly seemed the sort of pursuits which Darcy would consider made a woman well-rounded.

She couldn’t dread or dwell on the situation for long, because the girls started to arrive for her first-period class. Being the general music program, she had a mix of grades, beginning with their youngest students, who were just starting at the academy, all the way to a couple of teenagers in their last year. 

Most of the time, the children progressed into private or smaller classes if they were well skilled and talented at something, but the ones who did not possess any particular musical talent often remained in the general music appreciation course for their entire career at Augustine’s. Lizzy had three new students, including the possible offspring of Fitzwilliam Darcy, and she needed to test their skill levels before she determined how best to structure their individual musical education.

She first called up Martha Acton, who was an adorable little sprite with gapped teeth and auburn hair in two pigtails. Lizzy stood before her, brightened by the child’s exuberant grin. Oftentimes, the girls were shy, especially in their first year. She bent down slightly, putting her more at Martha’s level. “Do you have any talents, Miss Acton?”

“Papa says I talk a lot. He tells me I am quite blessed with a flapping jaw.”

Lizzy’s lips twitched, and she struggled to hide her amusement, not wishing to injure the child’s feelings. “Loquaciousness can certainly be a gift in the right circumstances. Do you have any musical talent?”
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