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Blurb
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A BURNING OBSESSION, a rejected proposal, and a desperate Darcy.

After Lizzy rejects Darcy’s proposal at Hunsford, he can’t accept it. He’s lost everyone in the world who matters to him, and he can’t allow Lizzy to slip away too. In desperation, he kidnaps her with the intent of taking her to Gretna Green before an extended stay at the familial castle. Lizzy refuses his offer of marriage again, leaving him to enact a more desperate plan.

Locked in the Scottish castle with Darcy, a man driven by demons and possessed by melancholia, Lizzy fights to deny the pull he exerts and her own passionate nature. Darcy sets about unlocking her inhibitions, but can she ever risk letting him win her heart?

While Abbey sometimes writes sweet JAFF, this is strictly SENSUAL. Please be advised it has a darker tone than Abbey’s other works.
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Chapter One
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LIZZY WAS STILL FUMING as she stomped across Rosings Park, heading away from the rectory at Hunsford. How dare he? Was there ever a ruder and more insufferable oaf of a man? She was trembling in her rage at his proposal. She couldn’t stand Fitzwilliam Darcy, and she couldn’t imagine a man she would less want to marry. That he had the audacity to propose to her, and in such an impertinent fashion, could barely be born.

The insult of it all. Did he think she had no integrity? How could she bring herself to accept such a tepid proposal as his? She wasn’t nearly accomplished enough for him, her family was a burden, and she lacked the social connections he required in a wife, but he was willing to overlook her deficiencies due to his reluctant love.

“The very nerve.” She uttered the words aloud as she stopped at the top of the hill, barely resisting the urge to shout in her anger. Even the normally breathtaking view couldn’t distract her from her irritation at the moment.

She continued pacing and walking for a while, nearly blinded to her surroundings. Just wait until Charlotte returned. She was sure to have a blistering mouthful to say about Darcy’s arrogance. Lizzy was looking forward to sharing that with her friend, wanting someone to appreciate just how outrageous his horrible proposition had been.

She shook her head as she finally dropped to the ground, the lush grass keeping her bottom from colliding too hard with the earth. “Bloody awful man.” She pushed back a dart of guilt at using the curse word. Sometimes, a situation warranted the vulgarest of terms to describe it.

She focused on slowing her breathing and heartrate by closing her eyes and relaxing. The rage she carried couldn’t be good for her constitution, and she hated to allow Darcy to leave her feeling wretched. He did not deserve any space in her brain.

She shook her head, uncomprehending how she had started to soften toward him. In the three weeks he had been at Rosings Park, he’d become almost tolerable. She’d lowered her guard slightly, thinking perhaps she might’ve misjudged him.

Of course, she hadn’t overlooked his melancholia and wondered if it might have contributed to the offending tone of his condescending proposal. The darkness about him was something she’d noticed from nearly their first meeting at the Assembly ball, because it hung over him like a shroud. 

She felt for him, having been concerned about his dour moods. She’d allowed herself to consider the possibility he might need a sympathetic ear, and they might become friends. Never more than that, of course. She knew her limits, and a man like Darcy would far exceed them.

That’s what she got for dropping her defenses. Somehow, he had interpreted her basic overtures of friendship and concern as something far more than they were. She supposed she should have seen this coming after the incident three days ago, but it had not occurred to her that his actions had been prompted by anything more than grief and drink.

Lizzy laid back on the grass, sighing as she tried to regain full control of her emotions. She stared up at the sky, though she was in no mood to look for creatures in the clouds. Instead, her thoughts returned to the memorial for Colonel Richard Fitzwilliam three days before.

Lizzy had never met the man, but Mr. Collins had spoken highly of him, and he hadn’t been the only one. Even Lady Catherine, who was often a bitter harridan, had spoken fondly and frequently of her nephew. Darcy had clearly shared a high opinion of Richard, mentioning in passing that he was his best friend.

When the news came little more than a week ago that the colonel had been killed in battle, an air of mourning had hung over Rosings Park. Everyone had donned black, including Lizzy, though she hadn’t known the poor unfortunate. She’d done her best to help where she could, mainly in lending an ear to anyone who wanted to talk about their grief and sadness.

She’d noticed Darcy had shut down, not seeking out anyone, so she’d decided to take matters into her own hands and approach him. Just hours after the service that had been organized on short notice, she had approached Darcy in the sitting room.

He’d not bothered to light any of the lamps. All illumination had come from the fireplace, casting his features in gloomy shadows that had left her uneasy. She’d noticed the half-empty decanter of some liquid beside him, and it was clear he’d been deep in his cups.

Lizzy had taken the crystal glass from his hand, wanting only to offer heartfelt sympathy and to listen should he wish to talk. Before she got out a word, he took her into his arms, settling her firmly on his lap. Realizing he was drunk, Lizzy had been understanding, though she’d still struggled to escape. When his arms locked fiercely around her, she’d had a moment of fear. The fear had melted away when Darcy buried his face against her shoulder, sobbing like a lost little boy.

Lizzy had held him until his tears quieted, rubbing his shoulder in a soothing fashion and trying not to think about how improper it was to be seated on him. He was grieving and clearly out of his mind, not thinking about decorum or anything else.

It was only when he started to kiss her that she had realized there was more to it than grieving. His lips began by teasing her neck, and she’d shivered at the sensation. It had nearly been her undoing, and if circumstances had been different, with perhaps a man more pleasant than Darcy, maybe she would’ve surrendered to her baser urges. 

Instead, Lizzy had pushed away from him and scrambled off his lap. Darcy had seemed somewhat incoherent, and she’d chalked it all up to grief and lowered inhibitions from the amount of alcohol he’d imbibed. She had taken herself from the room immediately, pausing only long enough to alert one of Lady Catherine’s manservants to check on Mr. Darcy before rushing back to the rectory.

Charlotte and Mr. Collins had either already been in bed or were still tending to Lady Catherine, but she hadn’t run into them. Lizzy had locked herself in the room she was using, shaken by the encounter, but dismissing it as nothing more than the circumstances that had led to Darcy’s lapse in behavior.

When she’d seen him again the next day, he seemed to have no memory of the incident, and Lizzy still wasn’t certain he recalled his actions. Today’s awkward, insulting proposal left her wondering if perhaps he remembered at least some of it, but she couldn’t be confident it had done anything to persuade him to make the offer. 

Perhaps he’d been trying to act honorably, thinking he had damaged her reputation, but she was inclined to think he remembered little if anything of his behavior that evening. This proposal had seemed to come from nowhere, though he had clearly been speaking to her on a heartfelt level.

It was unfortunate he’d been so honest with how he tried to fight his love for her, and how unsuitable he found her. Lizzy could not imagine she ever would’ve entertained a proposal from him in any serious fashion anyway, but one presented in such a boorish way? What woman with any self-respect would have accepted? Even had she been madly in love with Darcy, pride would have forced her to rebuff him.

Of course, she had no feelings of the sort for him. A softening of her disposition toward him did not mean she had fallen in love with him. He could be attractive and witty, but there was that ever-present cloud of doom that seemed to surround him. She had heard from Jane, delivered via Mr. Bingley, that he had been in such a state since last year, when his young sister died unexpectedly.

She was sympathetic toward him, and she even had some empathy for how he must be feeling, but she couldn’t allow that to sway her into accepting a proposal that would make them both miserable. Darcy was grieving and looking for any source of comfort, so he was confused. 

Even if she had been inclined to marry him, she couldn’t do so in good conscience. He would surely come to his senses and regret the situation at some point, and that would make for a miserable marriage. Since Lizzy had no high esteem for the institution anyway, she would have to be seriously in love with a man before agreeing to become his wife. Knowing that ambiguity would hang over them, waiting for him to realize his folly, ensured the offer held no appeal.

For the first time in a few days, Lizzy managed a small smile as she imagined how outraged her mother would be if she knew she had declined Darcy’s proposal. Fanny would likely be on the verge of disinheriting her if she realized Lizzy had refused to improve the fortunes of all the family at the expense of her own heart.

With a sigh, Lizzy closed her eyes, struggling to find a state of calm. It took some determination and concentration, but she was finally able to clear her mind. With the sun beating down on her, warming her skin and making her sleepy, Darcy’s appalling proposal suddenly seemed funnier more than anything, and she giggled as she allowed herself to slumber, enjoying the afternoon nap in the fresh air and sunlight, far away from the concerns waiting at Husnford or Rosings Park.

***

[image: ]


LIZZY WOKE ABRUPTLY, startled to see it was nearly dark. She must have slept for several hours, and her body felt stiff as she sat up with a groan. Sleeping on the grass, lush as it was, was no substitute for a real bed. She let out a squeal of horror when she felt something crawling on her arm. 

With a scowl, she flicked away the ant and got to her feet, quickly brushing off her body and dress before unpinning her hair to ensure she had no unwanted insect visitors accompanying her as she made the trek back.

Since it was dark, and she was hardly likely to run into anyone, Lizzy didn’t bother to try to pin up her hair again. It was a difficult task without a lady’s maid when seated in front of a mirror, so she could well imagine how awkward it would be if she tried in the darkness with no assistance.

She hoped she hadn’t caused a stir at Hunsford, believing she might’ve avoided doing so because Mr. Collins was so wrapped up in comforting Lady Catherine’s grief at the moment. Charlotte would likely notice her missing, of course, but if Mr. Collins were at Rosings Park, her poor dear friend was likely dragged along to accompany him.

Lizzy hurried back, finding it easy enough to make her way thanks to good illumination from the moon. It wasn’t quite full, but would be within a few nights, so it lit her path, and the park was well maintained by Lady Catherine’s landscapers.

She noticed the lights were on inside as she neared the rectory, and she stifled a sigh. If the lights were lit, that could mean Charlotte and Mr. Collins were home or could’ve simply been a courtesy from one of the servants so they didn’t come home to an unlit house.

She braced herself for a blistering lecture from Mr. Collins, reminding herself that as his guest, she would have to endure whatever he chose to say. Knowing him, it would be a verbose and enduring dressing-down.
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