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A match made in society’s expectations, but a love found in the unlikeliest of places.

PRIDE AND PREJUDICE takes a steamy turn as Mr. Darcy and Elizabeth find themselves in a whirlwind of scandal and societal pressure, forcing them into a marriage of convenience. As they navigate their new relationship, they discover a love they never expected. Will they be able to overcome the obstacles in their way and find their happily ever after?
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THE FAMILIAR SOUND of violins and cellos filled the room as the dancers formed a line. Fitzwilliam Darcy watched with disinterest as couples twirled around the room. His eyes caught the dark-haired woman again, and he could not help but notice the way her emerald dress seemed to cling to her every curve. He quickly looked away, not wanting to be drawn in by her beauty. He must make it clear to Bingley and every grasping mama present that he had no interest in any of the women here.

“There is not a woman here handsome enough to tempt me,” said Fitzwilliam to his friend, Charles Bingley. His disdainful gaze raked the Meryton assembly. The dark-haired woman briefly caught his gaze, but the way she wrinkled her nose as though she smelled something distasteful at their gazes meeting had him quickly looking away. He was not interested in the likes of her. He was not interested in the likes of anyone.

“You are far too fastidious, Darcy. There are many lovely ladies here if you would bring yourself to socialize.” 

“I loathe socializing and dancing with strangers, Bingley.” He sipped the weak ratafia. “Leave me to my poor punch and return to monopolizing Miss Bennet’s time. She is the only one of passable beauty here.” 

“That is not true, Darcy.” Bingley’s voice was low, and his eyes were on the dark-haired woman. “She is not the only one of passable beauty.” 

“Who else?” asked Darcy, his eyes narrowing. 

“There is Miss Elizabeth, her younger sister.” 

He followed Bingley’s gaze, finding it resting on the brunette who was giving him a sour look, though she smiled at Bingley. Miss Elizabeth stood on the other side of the room now that the song had ended. Her arms were crossed, and she wore a sour expression. He noticed the way her dark hair cascaded down her shoulders and could not help but feel a sense of possessiveness towards her. He did not want Bingley to have her. He wanted her for himself. 

How preposterous.

“Miss Elizabeth is quite lovely,” said Bingley, interrupting Darcy’s thoughts. “Almost as lovely as Miss Jane.”

Darcy scowled. He had already dismissed her as not worth his attention, yet Bingley seemed to be taken with her. “I disagree,” said Darcy, his voice cold. “She looks quite...unpleasant.” He had no intention of admitting to his friend that he might have misjudged Miss Elizabeth’s level of beauty before.

“Do not be like that, Darcy. Come and say hello.” He tugged on Fitzwilliam’s wrist in his impatience, breaching all decorum to do so, but that was typical of the younger Bingley, who was still a tradesman’s son, after all.

Darcy reluctantly followed Bingley across the room to where Miss Elizabeth was sitting. She looked up as they approached, her brown eyes meeting Darcy’s. He could not help but notice the way they sparkled with intelligence, and the way her lips curved into a small smile. He had the sudden urge to take her hand and lead her out to the dance floor.

“Miss Elizabeth,” said Bingley, bowing. “Might I have the honor of this dance?”

“Of course, Mr. Bingley,” she said, taking his offered hand.

Darcy watched as they joined the other dancers, feeling a twinge of envy. Bingley was right. There was something about Miss Elizabeth that had caught his attention. He could not quite put his finger on it, but he wanted to find out more.

He could not shake off the feeling he had been wrong about her and could not believe he had ever found her unattractive. Now he could not take his eyes off her. He could not believe he had ever dismissed her as not worth his attention. He needed to do something to become better acquainted with her. He had to change his attitude toward her, and it was going to be a difficult task, but he was determined to win her over.
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