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Description

Mature Audiences Only. Not Canon. This story may contain triggers for sensitive individuals.

In this blend of JAFF and dark paranormal fiction, young Miss Elizabeth Bennet is uprooted to London to live with the Gardiner family after her older brother, James, sells Longbourn. Following a year of mourning, Elizabeth visits her cousins, Mr. William Collins and Mrs. Charlotte Collins.

During her stay at Hunsford parsonage, Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy and Colonel Richard Fitzwilliam arrive at Rosings Park, the residence of their aunt, Lady Catherine de Bourgh. Both gentlemen are quickly captivated by Elizabeth’s charm, finding her sweet, witty, and delightfully innocent. Despite his reserved demeanor, Darcy’s heart is immediately engaged. His resolve to make her his wife ignites a fierce rivalry with the more affable Colonel Fitzwilliam, a conflict threatening to tear their friendship asunder.

Elizabeth becomes infatuated with the charismatic Colonel Fitzwilliam, dismissing Darcy’s quiet reserve as dislike. However, during a stroll on a crisp September day, a startling revelation shatters her romantic illusions and exposes the dark reality of dragons. 
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Dedication
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The wonderful world Jane Austen created will always inspire my soul. Thank you, Miss Austen, for penning those beautiful novels.

Thanks to my husband, who has listened to my strange imaginings and always laughed at the right places over the years. He is the most wonderful man I’ve ever known.
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Chapter 1
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Wednesday: Kent - September 27, 1809

The fragrance of late summer blooms filled the air as Colonel Fitzwilliam joined Miss Elizabeth Bennet as she walked the paths around Rosings Park, his aunt’s sprawling estate. Sunlight highlighted Lizzy’s deep auburn curls, displayed charmingly by her bonnet, accentuating the young lady’s beauty.

Colonel Fitzwilliam beamed at her, eyes dancing with delight. “Miss Bennet, this is a fortunate encounter. I have wonderful news.” He took her arm and linked it with his before leading her down the path toward the vicarage.

“What news has made you so happy, Colonel Fitzwilliam?” she asked, gazing at him with adoring eyes. He was tall, handsome, and charming, meeting her almost daily on her walks and flattering her with his attention.

“I’m the happiest of men! Cousin Anne has agreed to marry me. I’ll give up my commission, live a life befitting my station, and have enough wealth to afford everything a man of my consequence desires. We’ll be very happy.” Richard prattled on until Elizabeth withdrew her hand from his arm. Surprised and hurt by the revelation, Elizabeth was overcome by sadness and betrayal, silent tears running down her cheeks.

“No need for tears, my dear. After the nuptials, there will be a place for you as my mistress. A comfortable home, with servants, conveniently close to me,” he mentioned casually, his words slicing through her heart like a dagger.

Shock transformed into fury, and Elizabeth’s reserve shattered. In a surge of emotion, she slapped him hard across the cheek. Without a word, she fled down the path, her feet crushing fallen flower petals, leaving behind a disconcerted Colonel Fitzwilliam, his cheek stinging.

Reaching the safety of the vicarage, Elizabeth, a tear-soaked, hysterical mess, managed to stammer out the dreadful tale to Mrs. Collins. Her words, distorted by sobs, spilled forth incoherently as she clung to her friend. Charlotte, though trying to provide comfort, found herself helpless in the face of Elizabeth’s overwhelming grief. The violent sobbing continued until exhaustion claimed Elizabeth, and she succumbed to a fitful sleep on the parlor couch.

A profoundly concerned Charlotte, her heart racing, urgently sought her husband in his study. A nervous, determined knock preceded her entrance, and she found her husband deeply engrossed in his papers. He sat at his desk, pen in hand, diligently writing a sermon. 

Charlotte anxiously wrung her hands together as her words spilled out in a rush. “William, you must go to Rosings Park. Colonel Fitzwilliam insulted Lizzy. She cried herself to sleep on the couch. I’m not sure what he said, but it was terrible. It would be best if you found out what happened. We may need to send her back to London. There might be a scandal if we keep her here.”

Mr. Collins looked up from his sermon, placed the pen down, and listened to his wife. Her words made little sense, but it was clear that Colonel Fitzwilliam had somehow insulted his young cousin. There was only one thing to do. Rising from his chair, he straightened the papers on his desk before approaching his wife. He took her hand, raised it to his lips, and kissed it reassuringly.

“Do not worry, my dear. I’m sure it is a small misunderstanding. I’ll go to the manor and speak with the colonel. Everything will be fine. You look after Elizabeth.” He dropped her hand and left the room with purposeful strides, the door closing behind him, leaving an anxious Charlotte to deal with a heartbroken Elizabeth.
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Chapter 2
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Confrontation at Rosings

When Mr. Collins arrived at Rosings, slightly out of breath, the butler escorted him to the library, where Mr. Darcy and Colonel Fitzwilliam were loudly arguing. The quarreling ceased abruptly upon his entrance. Darcy greeted Mr. Collins with a slight bow and a cold expression.

“What brings you to Rosings today, Mr. Collins? Is anything amiss?” Darcy’s voice was calm and polite, but his eyes betrayed a hint of impatience. 

“Yes, indeed, sir. My young cousin, Elizabeth, is hysterical,” replied the vicar, slicing the air with an agitated hand. Mr. Collins turned an accusing gaze toward a smirking Colonel Fitzwilliam. “What have you done to cause Elizabeth’s distress, sir? The little my wife could understand from her incoherent ramblings implied you insulted her in the basest manner. You have wounded her pride and her feelings most grievously.”

The colonel laughed, then mockingly repeated his conversation with Elizabeth, adding a lewd gesture. He barely finished recounting the story when the handprint on his cheek, left by Elizabeth’s slap, was joined by the imprint of Darcy’s fist to his jaw and another to his eye. The parson stood shaking in shock as he witnessed the violence between the gentlemen.

“How dare you!” Darcy thundered, his eyes blazing with fury. Storming around the room, he pointed a finger at his cousin and spat out, “How dare you act in such a manner with a gentleman’s daughter? A young lady just out of mourning who has no experience with men or flirtation? The girl just turned eighteen nine days ago! You had a slice of the birthday cake, you clodpate. Shame on you, Richard, for speaking to her in such a manner. You insulted her and her family.” His voice was low and fierce, and his face was red with anger.

Clutching his bruised face, Colonel Fitzwilliam glared at Darcy but said nothing, knowing he had crossed a line. Mr. Collins, still trembling, stepped back, unsure of how to proceed in the tense silence that followed.

An irritated mutter spewed from the colonel’s mouth. “An offer of protection from an earl’s son is an insult for a penniless girl? Absurd. I would treat her well. She’s a lively little...” Any further commentary was cut off when Darcy delivered a crushing blow to his jaw that knocked him into oblivion. Richard fell to the floor with a thud and lay there motionless. Mr. Collins was horrified by the additional display of violence.

Darcy shook his head as if to clear it and turned to the vicar. “Hopefully, my cousin will be unconscious for a few minutes. Mr. Collins, please accept my apologies for the insult to your young cousin. Richard and I are both at fault for visiting the parsonage daily. I saw her regard for my cousin and hoped it was a passing infatuation. I plan to make her my wife. The area residents probably expect an engagement to be announced.” He spoke with sincerity and regret, his eyes softening as he mentioned Elizabeth.

Mr. Collins, stunned by Darcy’s declaration, went to a chair and sat.

“You plan to marry Lizzy? She will be surprised, indeed. You never showed your interest to her. My wife and I suspected it and tried to tell her of your affection. She didn’t believe us. Colonel Fitzwilliam’s attentions clouded her eyes.” Mr. Collins rubbed his face with both hands, trying to calm himself. 

“Elizabeth cried herself to sleep after an hour of hysterical sobbing. We are unsure if the tears are disappointment or anger at being insulted by someone she considered a friend. Plus, my wife is distraught and claims the girl should return to London, where her remaining family can comfort her. She will face ruination if she remains here; what am I to tell the girl?” sputtered Collins. The vicar’s rage caused his voice to shake. He feared for Elizabeth’s reputation and happiness. 

The situation was intolerable. Darcy glared at Richard, who was still lying on the floor. He contemplated punching Richard again to blacken his other eye. 
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