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Blurb
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A midnight tryst, mistaken identities, and perhaps a passion that could last a lifetime?

LYDIA HAS BEEN A NAUGHTY girl and has George Wickham convinced Uncle Gardiner has given her a generous dowry. Lizzy is determined to protect her sister from the scoundrel, so when she intercepts a note suggesting a midnight tryst in the library at the Netherfield Masquerade Ball, she intends to warn him away permanently. Mr. Darcy intercepts the same note, believing Lizzy is the one having the tryst with Wickham, and he is determined to save her from herself. With mistaken assumptions and confused identities, who is meeting in the library, and what consequences will it bring for ODC?

While Abbey sometimes writes sweet JAFF, this is strictly sensual.
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Chapter One
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LIZZY REACHED UP TO adjust the lace mask Madame St. Croix had designed for her especially for the Netherfield masquerade ball. Its lovely silver and pink matched her gown, but the lace around the edges was dreadfully itchy. 

After realigning her mask, she looked around the crowded ballroom. She told herself she was just examining the attendees, and she certainly wasn’t trying to identify Fitzwilliam Darcy among them. They’d exchanged heated words just a few days ago when she came for tea and overheard his true thoughts about her sister. Since then, the vexing man had refused to stay out of her head, but it was simply because she was irritated with his meddling.

“Pardon me, miss, but are you Lydia Bennet?”

She turned to look at the footman standing discreetly beside her. She hadn’t realized he was there until he’d spoken. He must be quite good at his job because surely, she wasn’t that distracted thinking about Darcy.

“Yes.” She held out her hand and took the missive, feeling not a spark of regret for pretending to be Lydia. She cast a glance across the dancefloor, ensuring Lydia was still dancing with Sir Lucas, and she moved closer to one of the sconces so she could read the correspondence. She was irritated, huffing out a sigh of exasperation at Lydia’s carelessness when she read the invitation for a tryst in the library at midnight. It had to be from that scoundrel Wickham. Lydia had done her best to capture his attention, and apparently, she had succeeded.

She couldn’t say for certain he was a scoundrel, and she’d even found him quite likable to start with until he abandoned his seeming pursuit of her in favor of Miss King. Only when Miss King’s uncle had ended that engagement had he returned to the Bennet household. Perhaps he’d expected to find Lizzy still waiting to further their friendship, but he had been disappointed. Or at least he would’ve been if he hadn’t found a convenient interest in Lydia instead.

She’d spent the last two weeks trying to prevent her sister for making a mistake. Try as Lizzy might, Lydia couldn’t seem to understand Wickham was in no position to take a wife, and Lydia’s dowry of a mere thousand pounds wouldn’t make it possible.

She read it again, lips curling. 

I can scarcely go the day without thinking about you. My duties prevent me from attending the ball, at least until closer to midnight. Then, we can rendezvous in the library and spend a few quiet moments together, my love. I do hope to see you there.

With a sniff, she folded the letter and slipped it into her reticule. It was an awkward fit, so she removed it and folded it yet again. That made it bulky, but at least it stayed better in her reticule. There was no signature, and it wasn’t specifically written to Lydia, but the footman had been instructed to find and deliver it to Lydia Bennet, so she had little doubt it was from Wickham. That he would try to entice her young and innocent sister into a meeting in the library at midnight told her all she needed to know of his character. He was for certain a scoundrel.

“What has you looking so sour, Miss Bennet? Did you try the lemonade?”

She stiffened slightly, her stomach making a funny flipping sensation as she turned to face Fitzwilliam Darcy. He’d pushed back his mask, disdaining everyone else’s frivolity. She sniffed at him. “Perhaps I realized you were approaching.”

He arched a brow. “You had no idea I was here until I spoke.” He was frowning at her reticule. “Something has clearly disturbed you. As my friend is the host, I feel it incumbent upon me to offer assistance.”

Her eyes widened, and she was taken aback. “That is quite a different attitude from the last time we spoke, Mr. Darcy.”

“We did not exactly speak so much as you shouted at me.”

Her lips tightened. “You shouted in return. I heard you discussing my sister, and I was forced to stand for her. The poor dear could not stand for herself.”

“I maintain that those who do not listen at doors will not hear unpleasant things.”

She sniffed at him. “I maintain that you knew my sisters and I were coming for tea, and you deliberately timed it so I would overhear your opinion given to Mr. Bingley about Jane. Perhaps it was not intended strictly for my ears, but maybe hers?” The way his nostrils flared, and he shifted in his dance pumps let her know she might have guessed correctly.

“I maintain my opinion, and that is Miss Jane lacks warmth and true emotion for Charles.”

“And I maintain she is shy and naturally withdrawn. Were she to be boisterous or overly enthusiastic with her emotions, you would then criticize her for being brazen. In the situation, she cannot win when you have taken it upon yourself to decide she is unsuitable.”

He shrugged a shoulder. “I confess, it is normally quite impossible to change my opinion. Once I have reached a conclusion, I have never found reason to re-examine it.”

“It must be wonderful to be so infallible.” She slipped past him then, tired of the conversation. It was simply stoking her anger, and she didn’t want to be reduced to shouting at him yet again. It was bad enough she’d left such a poor impression on Mr. Bingley and Mrs. Hurst that day, though Miss Bingley had seemed hardly surprised at her outburst. 
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