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A secret admiration, or a subtle courtship? Lizzy has it all figured out—or thinks she does.

ST. VALENTINE’S DAY approaches, along with a Netherfield ball. The Bennet sisters are astir at the attentions of a secret admirer leaving gifts at Longbourn. With ambiguous notes, they find it impossible to decipher the object of affection. Lizzy remains convinced Jane is the recipient, and she is positive the admirer is Mr. Bingley. When she hears rumors that Darcy is set to stymie the further development of Mr. Bingley’s affections, she is compelled to interfere with interesting results she did not foresee.

While Abbey sometimes writes sensual JAFF, this story is strictly SWEET.
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Chapter One
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LIZZY FOUND A BOUQUET of flowers on the front step of Longbourn when she returned from her typical morning walk. They were all local, familiar flowers that would flourish in the early spring weather they were experiencing. Someone had spent time scavenging them and secured the bouquet with a lovely pink ribbon. She bent to scoop them into her arms, looking for a note as she walked in.

“Where did you get those?” demanded Lydia as Lizzy entered the sitting room.

Lizzy looked up from her search for a card. “They were sitting on the doorstep, dear sister.”

“How intriguing,” said Kitty, following closely behind Lydia as they surged toward her.

“Let me see them.” Lydia wiggled her fingers imperiously. “They must be for me.”

“The audacity,” said Kitty with a dramatic fling of her arms into the air. “They must be for me. One of the dashing officers we have seen in Meryton, no doubt, wishes to express his admiration before St. Valentine’s Day.”

Lizzy finally found the note, but it didn’t clear up anything. She frowned as she read it.

“Well?” asked Lydia impatiently.

“Do give her a moment to breathe, Lydia,” said Jane as she looked up from her embroidery.

“It simply says they are for the fairest Bennet daughter.”

Lydia reached for them, trying to snatch them from Lizzy’s arms. “They are certainly for me.”

“No, they are mine,” said Kitty, her hands grasping for them as well.

With a graceful motion, Lizzy darted around them and rushed over to Jane, laying the bouquet in front of her. “I think it is quite obvious they are for Jane. Surely, they have come from Mr. Bingley.”

Jane flushed. “They cannot be for me. Besides, I do not see Mr. Bingley as the type to leave anonymous tokens of admiration.”

Lizzy chuckled. “The man is a blatant romantic, as are you, dear sister. It would be a match made in heaven. I have no doubt these are from Mr. Bingley for you.”

“You cannot know that.” Lydia stomped her foot. “They are mine.”

“No, they are mine.” Kitty seemed on the verge of slapping Lydia.

Lizzy frowned and walked over to separate them before they could get physical. “Really, the two of you. Your manners are atrocious. Has it not been years since you went after each other bodily? Let us keep it that way, shall we?”

Lydia and Kitty surged toward each other for another moment before slowly relaxing and taking a step back.

“I am sorry, dear sister,” said Kitty tearfully. “I let the possibility of losing my flowers lead me to rash action.”

“I understand.” Lydia was sobbing now. “Losing my flowers has left me distraught and acting out.”

Lizzy barely restrained the urge to roll her eyes at her sisters’ dramatics. “I think we can all concede there is no way to know for certain either who sent them, or for whom they are truly intended. If someone has a secret admirer, that admirer is not very clear about whom his affections rest upon.”

“I suppose.” Kitty’s lower lip wobbled sullenly.

“Do you not agree that it is far more likely Mr. Bingley has left these for Jane than one of the officers leaving a mysterious bouquet here? Having seen the caliber of men which you have interacted with in Meryton, I doubt any of them possess the finesse to express their admiration in such a subtle way.”

Lydia frowned. “I do not understand what you mean.”

With a sigh, Lizzy rubbed the bridge of her nose, trying to stifle a headache building there. “Never mind. Concede the flowers belong to Jane and let it go, dear sisters. If we are mistaken, surely one of your admirers will make it known he was the one who sent the flowers, and then you can crow with delight that we were incorrect.”

“Fine,” said Lydia with a petulant set of her lips.

“I know they are mine, but I shall concede.” With another melodramatic sigh, Kitty moved back to the wingback she had previously occupied, sitting down heavily and continuing to sigh as she held her embroidery hoop but made no move to stick the needle through the fabric.

Jane caught Lizzy’s eye, and she moved over to her sister, taking a seat at the table beside her. “Secret admirers are exhausting,” said Lizzy.

Jane still looked doubtful. “I do not see how they could be for me, dear Lizzy.”

“I do not see they could be for anyone else,” said Lizzy firmly. “Mr. Bingley is quite taken with you, and that is obvious for anyone to see.”

Jane flushed, and her eyes sparkled with hope. “I you hope you are right. He is an eminently suitable match.”

Lizzy laughed softly. “I suspect there is more heart than logic in your interest in Mr. Bingley, Jane, and that is as it should be. I want you to have the happiest life with the most doting husband, whether he be rich or poor. You deserve it.”
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