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Blurb
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SHORTLY AFTER LOSING her first pregnancy to miscarriage, Lizzy opens Pemberley to an ill and very pregnant Lydia, who has been abandoned by Wickham. The delivery proves too much for her fragile sister, leaving pitiable little Lydia in need of a devoted family in the absence of a loving mother. 

As the months pass, and Lizzy and Fitzwilliam come to love Lydia’s daughter as their own, a new pregnancy only increases their happiness. Everything feels as though it should be in place for a happy ending until Wickham’s return. He comes with a wicked scheme to ruin the Darcys’ happiness. Will her clever husband find a way to thwart Wickham before he carries out his cruel plan?

While Abbey sometimes writes steamy JAFF, this story is strictly SWEET.
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Chapter One
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LIZZY ENDEAVORED TO ignore the twinge in her lower back and maintain a smile for the Roystons, whom they were hosting for dinner. They were neighbors and frequent guests, but Lizzy couldn’t find it in her to truly entertain that evening. 

She’d had a disquieting sensation all day, and another pain in her back, combined with the camping in her pelvis, made her uneasy. She wished she had canceled dinner, but she hadn’t wanted to acknowledge there might be a problem. Now, she clenched her hands into fists as sweat beaded her upper brow.

“Lizzy, what is it?” asked Fitzwilliam from beside her. He sat at the head of the table, and he reached out a hand to take hers. “You have gone pale.”

She managed the ghost of a smile. “I do believe I might go upstairs and lie down. I am not feeling well.”

His concern was obvious when he turned to their friends. “Dick and Elaine, I shall escort Lizzy upstairs. She is feeling unwell.”

“Oh, poor dear. Is there anything we can do?” asked Elaine.

Lizzy shook her head. “I believe I just need rest.” Only ten weeks gone, she wasn’t far enough along to have announced her pregnancy, so she couldn’t reveal her concern for its continuation. 

Somehow, Elaine seemed to understand, and there was a sympathetic expression on her face as her gaze moved to Lizzy’s abdomen before returning to her eyes when Lizzy stood up. “I hope you will be well, dear friend.”

She clung to Fitzwilliam as he helped her up the stairs, leading her to the room she shared with him. Technically, she had the adjoining room, but she had never slept there since the first night she came to Pemberley as Fitzwilliam’s bride.

He led her to the bed and sat beside her. “Shall I send for the physician?”

Lizzy wanted to be brave but seeing Dr. Ogden sounded like a good idea. She nodded, biting her lip as pain intensified, making her bend forward. “I believe that would be wise, dear husband.”

Fitzwilliam returned to his feet and disappeared from the room seconds later, already calling for Mrs. Reynolds. When he was gone, Lizzy stood up and made her way to the vanity table, taking a seat there. She didn’t care to primp. She only wanted to remove her jewelry and as much of the evening finery as possible. 

Her maid appeared as though summoned, but that was simply because Marta was a diligent worker, and she’d likely been waiting for Lizzy. She curtsied. “Good evening, Mrs. Darcy. Shall I assist you?”

Lizzy nodded. “I would much appreciate that.” She started to stand, but the pain worsened, and a wave of dizziness passed over her.

Marta gasped, making Lizzy looked down. The front of her pastel pink dress was soaked with blood.

***
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THE NEXT SEVERAL HOURS passed in a haze of pain and sadness as Lizzy miscarried the baby she and Fitzwilliam had been so excited to welcome. He remained by her side, ignoring the doctor’s protestations that this was no place for the father, and Lizzy appreciated that. She clung to his hand, relying him on him as she dealt with the physical trauma before slipping into a deep sleep.

When she awakened hours later, Fitzwilliam was in the same chair he’d occupied throughout, but he was slumped forward, sleeping with his head on the bed, though his hand still held hers. She squeezed gently, and he immediately stiffened and sat up. “Are you well? Shall I fetch Dr. Ogden again?”

Lizzy shook her head. “I feel better.” Physically, the pain had quite diminished, culminating with the passage of a small bundle of tissue hours before. She had felt it, but she had not seen it, since the doctor had quickly whisked it away. 
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