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Blurb
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Will Lizzy lose her heart or her life to the enigmatic Mr. Darcy?

LIZZY IS THE NEWEST instructor at Netherfield Academy, and strange noises have her searching the corridors of the drafty old castle to discover the source. The previous headmaster disappeared under strange circumstances, and when his replacement, Mr. Darcy, catches her in the corridors, he warns her. The first time. The next time, he kisses her, and she sees something different about him. Darcy is as mysterious as the surroundings, and she fears for her life, her sanity, and her heart as she strives to resist the pull he exerts on her.

This is a paranormal take on ODC with a strong dash of gothic as well.

While Abbey sometimes writes sweet JAFF, this is strictly SENSUAL. 
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Chapter One
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LIZZY’S EYES SPRANG open as she heard a furtive sound. It was followed by a noise almost like a groan or howl. She shuddered in her bed and contemplated ignoring the commotion. That was the wise thing to do, but if someone were in distress, was it her duty as the music instructor at Netherfield Academy to check on the girls? They were in the other wing, but she still felt compelled to investigate.

She’d only been at the academy for a week, but Lizzy intended to take her position very seriously. She had been lucky to obtain the job as it were, thanks mainly to her sister’s connection to the academy, already employed there. Jane, who was also her roommate, currently snored softly in the bed across the room, so Lizzy didn’t wake her to find out if she had heard the noise. Clearly, Jane hadn’t.

Feeling nervous, but telling herself she was being ridiculously timid, Lizzy slid out of bed and put her feet into slippers before reaching for her night-rail. She wrapped it around her thick flannel gown, still shivering in the chilly air. The old castle housing Netherfield Academy was cold and drafty, and Jane had told her it was like that sometimes even in summer. 

Lizzy would have to adapt, since she’d lived the last two years in London studying at a musical conservatory. London was cold in winter, but it was dreadfully hot in summer sometimes, so it would be a refreshing change to spend a cooler summer here in the wilds of Northern England, assuming she got past how disquieting the castle was.

Lizzy paused long enough to light a candelabra to guide her way before leaving her room. She hesitated at the doorway for a long moment, half-convinced she must have imagined things. She was on the verge of returning to her bed when she heard the sound again. It was certainly a low, anguished groan. Someone was in pain, though it didn’t appear to come from the wing of the castle housing students.

Before she could be torn apart by indecision, Lizzy acquiesced to her normal curiosity and started walking down the hall, in search of the source of the noise. It wasn’t from any of the staff rooms near hers, but as she moved farther down the wing, it grew louder and more consistent. She reached a bend in the corridor, pausing for a moment to determine which direction she should go.

A cold hand grasped her arm, making her scream and jump in shock at the same time. That same hand covered her mouth, and she started to struggle. “Calm down, Miss Bennet. I am simply keeping you from shouting the entire castle awake.”

She shivered as she recognized the voice of the headmaster, Fitzwilliam Darcy. She’d met him only once briefly the first day she’d started at the academy, when she arrived that evening. It had been a long journey, so their meeting had been brief, but she immediately recalled how handsome he was. She’d chastised herself for the thought at the time and did so anew as she turned to face him when his hand dropped away from her mouth. “I apologize, sir. You gave me quite a fright.”

“Perhaps if you were not lurking in corridors where you do not belong, there would be no opportunity for such things.” He frowned at her, his expression stern.

Lizzy gasped, struggling to quell her outrage. “I was not lurking anywhere, Mr. Darcy. I heard sounds of distress.”

His expression didn’t change. “Nonsense.”

She put a hand on her hip while lifting the candelabra further aloft. Darcy’s eyes squinted at the intrusion of candlelight, and she couldn’t help admiring how lovely the coppery brown shade was. It was positively unfair for a man to have such gorgeous eyes and long lashes. Realizing she was distracting herself with her flights of fancy, she blinked and said, “I was not imagining it.”

“No, I doubt you were. The castle is old, and I am sure you are aware we cannot patch every hole. The Bingley family has poured more money into ensuring the girls receive a quality education than bothering with small upkeep on the castle. It is likely you heard wind shrieking through a crack in the walls.”

Lizzy started to argue, but as she considered it, she realized there was merit to his idea. Her cheeks flushed with heat, and she looked away. “Oh, dear. How embarrassing.”

He reached out for a moment, as though he might touch her shoulder, but his hand quickly dropped to his side instead. “It is only natural to expect a period of adjustment. I have been here nearly a month, and I still find myself waking from the strange noises at night.”

She tilted her head slightly. “Is that why you are about this evening, Mr. Darcy?”

He shrugged a shoulder. “I found rest unattainable, and I heard the floorboard outside my room creak. I came to investigate and saw you walking down the corridor.”

She let out a shaky breath of relief. “I do apologize for disturbing you. I sincerely believed someone was in pain.” As she spoke, the sound came again, clearer and louder. She frowned as she looked at him. “Are you quite certain that is the wind, Mr. Darcy?”

“I am positive, Miss Bennet, for I investigated the source myself shortly after my arrival to step in for Mr. Bingley.”

After a moment, she nodded, accepting it was plausible, though she wasn’t entirely convinced it was just the wind. She could see no reason why the temporary headmaster would lie to her, so she decided to accept his explanation. “In that case, I shall return to bed.”

“Would you like me to walk you back to your room, Miss Bennet?”

She shook her head. “I am certain that is unnecessary. The castle is safe, is it not?”

He hesitated for a long second. “It is as long as you stay where you are supposed to.” With those words, he turned faster than she would’ve believed possible and strode down the corridor, soon disappearing into his room. 

Lizzy hesitated a moment and then started walking, following the same path but passing his room to return to the one she shared with Jane. Was it her imagination, or was his answer unnecessarily cryptic? Was he trying to scare her into staying in her room and not exploring the various nooks and crannies of Netherfield Castle? If so, Mr. Darcy did not know Lizzy, or the bounds of her curiosity.

***
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“WAKE UP,” SAID JANE with huff of impatience.

Lizzy blinked open her eyes as she realized the pale light of dawn was streaming through the window in their room. “What time is it?”

“Time to get ready, or you shall be late. Breakfast will be served in ten minutes, and Mrs. Reynolds is frightfully strict about it. She makes no exceptions for students or faculty if you miss breakfast. So hurry along, dear sister.”

Smothering a yawn, Lizzy pushed back her covers and got out of bed. “I found it difficult to sleep last night after I returned to my bed.”

Jane froze. “Returned? Whatever do you mean?”

Lizzy walked over to the vanity table, pouring water into her basin and using it to splash her face. It did little to help chase away the remnants of sleep. “I heard a noise that I thought was someone suffering, so went to investigate. Mr. Darcy caught me—”

“Are you in trouble, Lizzy?” Jane sounded appalled. “Mr. Darcy is ever so frightening and stern.”

“I suppose he can be, but he seemed concerned and was not terribly unkind. He explained it was wind, and he had investigated it for himself upon his arrival last month.” She dried her face before turning to face Jane. “I suppose I let my imagination get the best of me.” Lizzy still wasn’t convinced that was the case though.

“You are braver than me. It is far safer to stay in your bed at night.” Jane shivered.

Lizzy frowned. “Why is that? Is the castle dangerous?”
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