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      [image: ghost]A Halloween ball at Netherfield. A ghostly Lady in White and a hidden agenda. Can Elizabeth Bennet unmask the truth before her sister’s reputation is ruined? [image: ghost]

      When the Bingleys host a spooky celebration at Netherfield Park, Elizabeth Bennet is drawn into a web of intrigue, ghostly tales, and unexpected encounters. The charming Mr. Wickham sets his sights on Jane, and Elizabeth clashes with the brooding Mr. Darcy, convinced he knows more than he’s letting on.

      But when Jane disappears, Elizabeth must forge an unlikely alliance with the vexing Mr. Darcy. With her heart caught between suspicion and a growing attraction, will she unmask the hidden enemy or fall victim to it herself?

      This Halloween at Netherfield promises more than just mischief—it might hold the key to love and redemption.
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      Historical liberties were taken concerning Halloween or All Hallows’ Eve traditions. The time period is somewhere in the generic past, although not strictly Regency England.
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      A collection of heartfelt Pride and Prejudice holiday variations where Elizabeth and Darcy discover the magic of romance amongst the season’s most enchanted moments—when tradition, magic, and possibility converge. Through holiday cheer and whimsical antics, their hearts always find a way home together. Stories can be read in any order.

      The characters you love from Pride and Prejudice appear true to form in familiar settings, though certain historical traditions and timelines may vary. Stories can be read in any order.
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      Elizabeth Bennet’s sharp eyes darted between Mr. Darcy and Caroline Bingley from her perch at the far end of Netherfield Park’s opulent dining table. Strange and curious indeed, she mused, that the pompous Mr. Darcy perpetually scowls while supposedly charmed by the fashionable Miss Bingley. Caroline’s eyelashes are ready to take flight, while Mr. Darcy appears to be so constipated that he would be unable to mount a horse.

      Elizabeth half-heartedly chided herself for her uncharitable thoughts. After all, the Bennet family had been invited to the Bingleys’ Halloween celebration, a fact that had sent Mrs. Bennet into raptures for days. Now, seated amidst the grandeur of Netherfield Park, Elizabeth was both amused and slightly overwhelmed by the extravagance surrounding her.

      Charles Bingley, their amiable host, was in his element, ensuring everyone’s glasses remained full and the conversation lively. His unfortunately handsome but dour friend, Mr. Darcy, looked like he’d rather dwell in a crypt. His gaze narrowed disapprovingly at the two handsome military men seated near her youngest sisters, Lydia and Kitty, while he appeared not to hear anything Caroline whispered in his ear.

      “Lizzy,” Jane whispered, her soft voice like velvet brushing the undercurrents of the room. “Isn’t this room simply magnificent? I’ve never seen such splendor.”

      Indeed, the grandeur of Netherfield spoke loudly of wealth and privilege. The molded ceilings and dark wood paneling were illuminated by an otherworldly glow from the many candles burning throughout the space. Garlands filled with the colors of autumn were interwound with bits of black gauze and diaphanous white streamers to suggest a ghostly presence—a nod to that very strange custom of Halloween that some of the gentry were adopting in place of the more ancient celebration of Samhain.

      “It is grand,” Elizabeth admitted. “Though I daresay Mr. Darcy’s scowl threatens to cast a shadow over all this gilded glory.”

      Jane hid a shy smile behind her hand. Her gaze drifted to Mr. Bingley, whose expression was one of unashamed warmth whenever his eyes alighted on her—which was frequent. Darcy’s gaze, however, narrowed at his friend’s naked display of affection. Was it jealousy Elizabeth sensed from his furrowed brow? But no, it was unlikely Darcy would exhibit so base an emotion. Disapproval, or a matter of pride, more likely.

      Their effect on Jane was marked as she lowered her gaze and blushed, before her eyes flitted to the two military men seated near her side. One of them, a George Wickham, bent his head toward her, his eyes gleaming with interest, causing Jane no place to look but at her fork.

      “Are you quite alright, dear sister?” Elizabeth asked.

      Jane gave Elizabeth a reassuring smile as if to say she was aware of the tension, but Elizabeth knew how fond her sister was growing of Mr. Bingley. She only hoped the affection was mutual.

      “Mr. Bingley, I must say,” Mrs. Bennet’s voice carried down the table. “Such a lovely evening. So very grand. And how clever of you to host in the spirit of Halloween. You bring such joy to the entire neighborhood.”

      She cast meaningful glances at Mr. Darcy and the two military officers. Elizabeth caught Jane’s eye, and they shared a look of fond exasperation. Their mother’s fixation on marrying off her daughters was as predictable as it was embarrassing. Still, Elizabeth couldn’t help but wonder if there was any truth to her mother’s observations. The presence of the two officers, Mr. Wickham and Captain Neville did seem to add an interesting dynamic to the evening.

      “Thank you, Mrs. Bennet.” Bingley’s easy smile faltered for only a moment as he caught sight of Jane’s blush as she bowed her head away from Wickham’s leering attention. “I’m thrilled you’re enjoying yourself. I thought it might be fun to embrace the spookier side of the season.”

      He was clearly proud of the event, though Elizabeth could not help but notice the brief shadow crossing his features. Was it possible her poor sister’s gentle nature made her too amiable for competition? It seemed Bingley was not quite so eager now that Wickham was making his attentions known.

      Her gaze traveled to Darcy. He sat upright as ever, his eyes fixed—not on Wickham, as Elizabeth had expected—but on her. Before she could meet his gaze fully, Darcy looked away and returned his attention to his untouched wineglass.

      “Looking for your fortune in the wineglass?” Caroline’s fingers trailed possessively along his sleeve. “Why not have Madame Evro read your palm? I do believe she is a discerner of spirits and can divine one’s true love. Perhaps she’ll reveal your fate.”

      She batted her eyelashes at Darcy, her meaning painfully obvious to everyone at the table.

      Darcy’s response was little more than a grunt, his eyes briefly meeting Elizabeth’s across the table. She detected a flicker of … something in his gaze. Amusement? Frustration? Before she could decipher it, his scowl deepened, if it was at all possible.

      “‘The spirits of the restless dead wander forth … seeking vengeance upon those who wronged them in life,’” Elizabeth quoted, not bothering to hide the sardonic tone directed at Miss Bingley. “Or perhaps they are merely seeking a decent cup of tea and a bit of lively conversation.”

      “Oh, Miss Elizabeth,” Caroline Bingley said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Your sense of humor is rather … unique. I daresay, not everyone finds the macabre quite so amusing.”

      Across from her, she observed a ghost of a smile from Darcy as his dark eyes crinkled. The brief softening of his features intrigued her, and she wondered what lay behind that perpetual scowl.

      “I think the supernatural is fascinating.” Jane gave Bingley a smile which he returned rather indulgently. This undoubtedly caused his sister, Caroline, to suck lemons. Her lips pursed as she glanced at the two officers who resembled ruddy peacocks in their redcoat uniforms.

      Mr. Wickham leaned toward Jane as if on intimate terms with her and said, “Miss Bennet, I couldn’t agree more. The supernatural holds such allure, doesn’t it? Perhaps you’d allow me to share some ghostly tales I’ve encountered during my travels?”

      Darcy’s jaw tightened at the sound of Wickham’s voice while Jane blushed prettily. She was too kind to rebuff a man as charming as George Wickham. Meanwhile, Bingley’s face fell at the sight of Jane’s apparent interest in the dashing officer, and Elizabeth made a note to herself to inquire about Wickham’s character.

      His friend, another officer named Aaron Neville, sat on Elizabeth’s side of the table. He leaned toward her, his voice low and conspiratorial. “Miss Elizabeth, I couldn’t help but overhear your earlier quip. I must say, your wit is as sharp as your eyes are beautiful.”

      Elizabeth raised an eyebrow, both amused and slightly taken aback by the forwardness of his compliment. “Why, Captain Neville, I had no idea that military training included lessons in flattery.”

      The captain chuckled, his eyes twinkling. “Only for the most discerning of officers, I assure you.”

      From across the table, Elizabeth noticed Mr. Darcy watching their exchange, his expression unreadable. She turned her attention back to Captain Neville, curious about this charming officer who seemed so different from the aloof Mr. Darcy.

      “Tell me, Captain,” she said lightly. “What brings you to our little corner of the world? Surely there are more exciting posts for a man of your talents?”

      Even though she wasn’t looking in Darcy’s direction, she had the distinct impression he was listening intently. Wanting to discomfit him further, she giggled and appeared enthralled by Neville’s tales about a military campaign in India.

      A sudden chill swept through the room, causing the candles to flicker ominously. Elizabeth shivered, and her eyes were drawn to the shadowy corners where the candlelight didn’t quite reach. Something—neither a shade nor a mist seemed to distort the atmosphere around the table.

      “Ah, Madame Evro is here,” Caroline announced as a woman of indeterminate age glided into the dining room. The black gown she wore clung to her gaunt form, and her eyes, rimmed in kohl, gleamed with unsettling intensity as she surveyed the gathered guests.

      “Madame Evro is here to contact the spirit world and tell your fortune.” The fortune teller curtsied with a flourish of a shiny black wand. “Who would like to go first?”

      “Oh, Mr. Darcy.” Caroline’s voice lilted as she clutched Darcy’s sleeve. “Don’t you want to know your fortune?”

      Elizabeth could tell that Darcy wanted to bolt—but instead, he froze, likely more out of obligation than interest in spirits.

      “Do you not agree, Mr. Darcy?” Elizabeth pressed, unable to resist seeing how far she might disconcert him. “Wouldn’t you like to see what the spirits have to say about your future—or perhaps which past misdeeds might come calling again?”

      “I put little stock in such superstitions,” he said curtly, removing his arm from Caroline’s grasp.

      “Not a believer in ghosts, Mr. Darcy?” Elizabeth asked.

      He looked down his nose at her. “I prefer to put my faith in things I can see and touch, Miss Elizabeth. Surely you’re not taken in by such theatrics?”

      “Oh, I don’t know,” she replied airily. “I find something rather thrilling about spirits walking among us. Don’t you ever wonder what secrets the dead might share if only we could hear them?”

      Something like pain flashed across Darcy’s face, gone so quickly that Elizabeth thought she must have imagined it, leaving her with a twinge of guilt at causing him discomfort. Perhaps he wasn’t as invincible a foe as she’d come to think of him as—although he wore his usual arrogance like a waistcoat.

      “… and that’s when they say the White Lady of Netherfield first appeared, her translucent hand reaching out to caress the young lord’s face,” Madame Evro declared as she looked around the room between Bingley and Darcy.

      Wickham, not wanting to be left out, said, “The White Lady of Netherfield, you say? Or might she not be a transplant from Longbourn, whose visitations are as alluring as they are welcome?”

      He cast a lingering gaze at Jane who again blushed and looked to Elizabeth for a sharp retort.

      Elizabeth leaned forward with apparent interest. “Fascinating. And I suppose this White Lady was quite taken with the young lord’s cravat as well, was she not? Or perhaps she merely wished to adjust it, being a spirit of impeccable taste.”

      Her quip hung in the air, drawing a mix of nervous titters and scandalized gasps from the assembled dinner guests. Mr. Wickham, ever the charmer, flashed her a roguish grin while Jane shot her a grateful look for deflecting his attention.

      “My dear Miss Elizabeth,” Wickham replied smoothly. “Your wit is as sharp as ever. Though I daresay, if the White Lady had any taste at all, she’d be far more interested in your sparkling conversation than any gentleman’s neckwear.”

      Elizabeth noticed Mr. Darcy’s scowl deepen at Wickham’s words, and she couldn’t help but wonder at the apparent tension between the two men. Before she could ponder it further, Caroline Bingley’s voice cut through the air, her tone dripping with false sweetness.

      “Oh, Mr. Darcy,” she simpered. “Surely you must have some ghostly tales from Pemberley to share? Such a grand estate must have its fair share of spirits.”

      Darcy’s jaw clenched. “Pemberley has no need for fabricated specters, Miss Bingley. Its beauty speaks for itself without resorting to such fanciful notions.”

      Madame Evro cleared her throat dramatically, drawing all eyes back to her. “My dears, the spirits are growing restless. They wish to make contact with someone in this very room.”

      A cold breeze swept over the tabletop, causing the candles to gutter and several of the ladies to gasp. Elizabeth’s hand found Jane’s, squeezing tightly underneath the table. She looked up to find Darcy’s eyes locked on her, his expression unreadable in the flickering light.

      Madame Evro’s black wand circled around the room, stopping at Jane. Her eyes rolled back as she intoned, “A warning for the fair one … Beware the path of roses, for thorns lie hidden beneath. A choice awaits, between warmth and cold, between heart and duty.”

      Elizabeth looked into Jane’s stricken face at the pronouncement that felt like a curse.

      Caroline Bingley, never one to miss an opportunity, let out a tittering laugh. “Oh my, it seems the spirits have quite the flair for the dramatic. Though I’m sure they couldn’t possibly be referring to our dear Jane. After all, what difficult choices could she have to make?”

      The thinly veiled insult made Elizabeth’s blood boil. She knew all too well the struggles Jane faced, torn between her growing affection for Mr. Bingley and her uncertainty due to their family’s impoverished condition. “I’m sure the spirits, like some people, often speak in riddles, Miss Bingley. Perhaps they’re simply advising us all to be cautious in matters of the heart. Wouldn’t you agree, Mr. Darcy?”

      She challenged him with her gaze, surprised by the intensity in his dark eyes.

      Madame Evro’s quivering wand pivoted to point directly at Elizabeth. “As for you, sharp of tongue as well as eyes. The man with two faces will bring nothing but pain and betrayal.”

      Elizabeth hadn’t come to Netherfield to look for any man, but the fortune teller’s words struck her as odd. Which man present wore two faces? Wickham’s look of concern seemed almost too perfect, like an actor playing a part. Neville’s raised eyebrow spoke of skepticism tinged with intrigue. As for Bingley, he looked torn between a gracious host and a hopeless romantic. And Darcy … his scowl had deepened to such a degree that Elizabeth wondered if his face might permanently freeze that way.

      “Well.” She forced a light tone into her voice. “I must say, I prefer my gentlemen with just the one face. It’s so much easier to keep track of that way.”

      No one laughed, or if they started to, they never finished, because a loud crash echoed from above. Lydia screamed, and everyone peered at the chandeliers as if expecting the entire stack of candles and crystals to come crashing down.

      “It’s nothing to be alarmed about,” Bingley called over the commotion. “Probably just a draft knocking something over upstairs. Shall we have some music to lighten the mood?”
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      With the evening drawing to a close, the guests retired to their rooms. Elizabeth and Jane settled into their guest chambers, glad to have a modicum of privacy.

      “I must say, this Bingley Halloween dinner has been quite a spectacle.” Elizabeth sat at the ornate vanity, running a brush through her unruly curls. “I half expected the boar’s head aspic to sprout wings and fly around the room. Perhaps it would have livened up Mr. Darcy’s expression.”

      Jane, who was stoking the fire in the hearth, paused and turned to her sister with a worried frown. “Lizzy, don’t jest. What of Madame Evro’s predictions for us? They seemed to be warnings.”

      Elizabeth waved a dismissive hand. “Surely you don’t believe such nonsense. It’s merely Caroline’s form of entertainment, designed to make us all quiver in our slippers and cling to the nearest gentleman for protection. I imagine she coached Madame Evro what to say to us.”

      Jane’s golden curls shimmered in the firelight as she unfolded her nightgown. “Perhaps, but there was something in Madame Evro’s eyes … as if she truly believed what she was saying.”

      As Jane slipped behind the dressing screen, Elizabeth couldn’t help but notice how the shadows seemed to dance along the walls. She shook her head, determined not to entertain the idea of ghosts.

      “In any case,” Elizabeth focused on plaiting her hair. “What did you make of our illustrious Mr. Darcy? Does he harbor any real affection for Miss Bingley, or is he merely tolerating her fawning?”

      Jane smoothed her nightgown as she perched on the edge of the bed. “I’m sure Mr. Darcy and Miss Bingley are well-matched. After all, he is one of Charles’s—I mean, Mr. Bingley’s—dearest friends. Surely, he must see her good qualities.”

      Elizabeth couldn’t help but roll her eyes at her sister’s unwavering kindness. “And what of Mr. Bingley himself? I couldn’t help but notice his eyes straying to you throughout dinner.”

      A becoming blush brightened Jane’s cheeks. “He was perfectly amiable to everyone. Though … he hardly spoke two sentences to me all evening.”

      “Jane, dearest.” Elizabeth turned from the vanity to face her sister. “Mr. Bingley was playing the dutiful host. Did you not see how his gaze lingered on you? I daresay he was quite enchanted.”

      “And what of Mr. Wickham and Captain Neville?” Jane asked, deftly changing the subject. “They seemed very pleasant gentlemen.”

      “Indeed, perhaps too pleasant. There’s something about Mr. Wickham that I can’t quite put my finger on. And Captain Neville … well, he certainly knows how to charm a room.”

      Their conversation drifted to the evening’s entertainment, and Jane’s expression grew thoughtful. “What did you make of Madame Evro and her tales of the Lady in White? I wonder if Charles—Mr. Bingley—knew of these stories before he leased Netherfield.”

      “I’m sure Mr. Bingley was more concerned with the state of the stables than any spectral tenants,” Elizabeth said, though she couldn’t quite shake the uneasy feeling that had settled over her at the possibility of foul spirits. “As for Caroline, I daresay she hopes Mr. Darcy will be her gallant defender against these imaginary specters.”

      As they settled into bed, the candle extinguished and only the faint glow of embers illuminating the room, Elizabeth found herself staring at the shadowy ceiling. Despite her earlier bravado, she couldn’t help but feel a prickle of unease. The grand house seemed to creak and settle around them, and she wondered what secrets Netherfield might be hiding in its darkened corridors.

      “Goodnight, Lizzy,” Jane murmured, her voice heavy with sleep.
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distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
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FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
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