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Advance Praise for 
Pride and Prejudice: Hidden Lusts


 



 



“Thank God for Mitzi Szereto! Now the literary purists have someone new to go after with their pitchforks. Adding zombies to Pride and Prejudice was one thing, but SEX SEX SEX? It’s sacrilege! Raunchy, hilarious, subversive sacrilege… which is the best kind, of course.”

—Steve Hockensmith, 
author of Pride and Prejudice and Zombies: Dawn of the Dreadfuls


“Mitzi Szereto’s deliciously erotic retelling of Pride and Prejudice boldly turns Austen’s classic on its pretty little head, knickers-side up. With keen wit (I laughed out loud many times), elegant prose, and a wicked imagination, Szereto exposes hidden lusts and truths, paying irreverent homage to Austen’s romantic entanglements of yore while at the same time revealing a great deal about contemporary matters, sexual and otherwise.”

—Janice Eidus, author of 
The Last Jewish Virgin and The War of the Rosens


 



“Mitzi Szereto’s Pride and Prejudice: Hidden Lusts is a luscious tribute to Jane Austen. This erotic version of the classic honors the wit, romance and sociological observation of the original. At the same time, it’s as though Szereto knows the wicked thoughts that went through many of our minds went we first read Pride and Prejudice. Austen lovers will savor this hot Regency romance—perhaps even your aunt who worships the PBS versions. And those who don’t love Austen can enjoy this entertaining, smart and sensual novel.”

—Polly Frost, author of 
Deep Inside: Extreme Erotic Fantasies and Sex Scenes


“Mitzi Szereto’s adaptation of Pride and Prejudice is a mysterious and delightful uncovering of random sexual encounters among the landed gentry. You will have a ball!”

—Nick Belardes, author of 
Random Obsessions and illustrator of West of Here







With heartfelt appreciation to Miss Jane Austen for her kind patronage (with some additional encouragement courtesy of Mr. Colin Firth)






It is a truth universally acknowledged that a single man in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a wife.


 


—Jane Austen, Pride and Prejudice







Chapter One
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WHEN NEWS REACHED MRS. BENNET THAT NETHERFIELD Park was to be let to a young gentleman in possession of a good fortune, she determined to make him a husband to one of her five daughters. “A single man of large fortune, four or five thousand a year. What a fine thing for our girls!”

“How so? How can it affect them?” asked her husband. “The gentleman of whom you hold so high an opinion, this Mr. Bingley, has not even alighted at Meryton as yet.”

“My dear Mr. Bennet,” replied his wife, “how can you be so tiresome! You must know that I am thinking of his marrying one of our girls.”

Having to maintain five daughters and a wife on a modest income, Mr. Bennet was of a more practical disposition than Mrs. Bennet. “Is that his design in settling here?”

“Design! Nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely that he may fall in love with one of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he comes.” Mrs. Bennet’s tone indicated that the matter was settled.

Mr. Bennet had no wish to visit Mr. Bingley or anyone  else. He wished only to retire to the sanctity of his library, where a small parcel recently arrived awaited him. “I see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go. I daresay Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you, and I will send a few lines by you to assure him of my hearty consent to his marrying whichever he chooses of the girls, though I must throw in a good word for my little Lizzy.”

“I desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better than the others, and I am sure she is not half so handsome as Jane, nor half so good-humored as Lydia. But you are always giving her the preference.”

At the mention of his youngest daughter’s name, Mr. Bennet shook his head. Although quite pretty, Lydia was a lively headstrong girl prone to a breathiness of speech and a most peculiar fondness for raising up the hems of her gowns to rub her lower half against objects and furnishings and, to the embarrassment of all parties concerned, young officers. Until recently she could be found sliding down banisters at all hours of the day and night, and only his threat of dispatching her to a nunnery finally broke her of the habit. He despaired of Lydia and for any man who would eventually take her as a wife. Neither did he maintain great hopes for the equally frivolous Catherine or the plain and pedantic Mary. That he was partial to his Elizabeth, he made no secret of. “Our daughters have none of them much to recommend them,” replied Mr. Bennet. “They are all silly and ignorant like other girls, but Lizzy has something more of quickness than her sisters.”

At this Mrs. Bennet launched into a tirade about her nerves, and Mr. Bennet, having been given sufficient of his wife’s ceaseless chatter about Mr. Bingley’s five thousand a year and which of his daughters should be the first to wed, departed without ceremony to his library.

Mr. Bennet settled himself before his escritoire on which rested a sealed portfolio that had arrived that morning by  special post; fortunately, he had managed to collect it before Mrs. Bennet could inquire as to the nature of the dispatch. Breaking the wax seal, he removed a sheet of stiff paper, his breath quickening with anticipation as to what would shortly be revealed to him. He had secured it from a gentleman of his acquaintance in London, who consorted with the city’s more unsavory residents. It was a drawing—indeed, the first of many such drawings due to arrive, providing his contact made good on his promise, and providing that Mr. Bennet likewise made good on his timely payment of the prohibitive fee demanded of him.

The drawing displayed a nubile young woman outfitted in the manner of a horse. Unadorned of attire save for the finely tooled saddle secured to her back, she had been positioned on her haunches, presenting a pleasing rear vista to the artist who had sketched her. What made this vista all the more appealing to Mr. Bennet, however, was the fact that the subject possessed the tail of a horse as well, which had been fitted most cleverly into her hindmost region. As he surveyed the drawing in the light coming through the window, a presence began to make itself known in his breeches. All thoughts of their new neighbor Mr. Bingley and his wife’s determination to make him a son-in-law became a distant memory as Mr. Bennet unbuttoned the flap of his breeches and reached inside, his fingers encountering an object that rose up with a vigor the likes of which he had not experienced since his youth, and he grasped it firmly in his hand, eager to begin his long-neglected journey to pleasure.

How very distant those days now seemed when he had had access to any number of servants in the household, none of whom would dare to turn away the advances of a lusty young man, particularly when the young man was the son of their employer. Mr. Bennet would often begin his day by applying himself to the womanhood of the maid who had come to tidy his room, raising up her skirts as she bent  forward to attend the bed linens and thrusting inside her before she even realized what was happening, his hands grabbing hold of the abundant flesh of her bosom, which he had freed from her stays, to keep himself steady. That his attentions were unwelcome was not the case, for his manhood always met with a generous wetness, followed by a most agreeable clenching of the maid’s interior, serving to expedite his release, his pleasure discharging inside her just as she finished plumping up the pillows on his bed.

Mr. Bennet, in hoping to rekindle the halcyon days of his youth, had eagerly consented to the acquisition of drawings such as the one he now had before him. Although he was not the most accomplished rider in the county, the theme of the drawing provided him with sufficient inspiration to improve his equestrian skills. As he imagined himself riding his special horse-girl over the rolling green hills of Hertfordshire, his hand moved with increasing swiftness over his manhood, squeezing the tip with so much enthusiasm that he cried out with pain. His breathing began to grow quite labored, especially when he thought he heard movement outside the library door. He prayed that Mrs. Bennet would not endeavor to trespass in his private domain and inflict herself on him any more than she already had—or any of his frivolous daughters; although he was extremely fond of Lizzy, he found it most impolitic to reflect on her at this moment. Instead he returned his attention to the matter before him, imagining that it was his manhood rather than the false tail mounted inside the horse-girl from the drawing. Such a scenario afforded him with much in the way of delight, just as it had in his youth when he had found a surprising number of maids willing to oblige him in this highly unsanctioned manner, particularly the younger ones whose greatest fear was to be got with child. Mrs. Bennet had never taken kindly to the proposal herself. It had been near to the time when he first attempted such an endeavor on her  that she began to suffer with her nerves. From that point onward, she took to ministering to herself with a number of curious medications obtained from gypsies passing through the town in her quest to seek relief. The pupils of his wife’s eyes had never been the same since.

As the house filled with the sound of footsteps and the excited squeals of Lydia, Mr. Bennet proceeded to stroke his manhood with greater urgency, the pressure building in his loins indicating that it would soon require release. He knew he had to make haste before his pleasure was lost to him forever. Concentrating on the drawing, Mr. Bennet bounced up and down in his chair, launching the full length of himself into his phantom horse-girl’s backside, the groans of the chair legs as they threatened to collapse beneath him rivaling those that sprang from his lips. He considered the model’s shapely hindquarters most pleasingly rendered and wondered if the artist had engaged with his subject as Mr. Bennet now envisioned himself doing. That the folds of her womanhood were also most charmingly depicted was an added delight, her position offering a teasing hint of rosy pink beneath the tail. As he imagined his fingers occupying themselves within them, he cried out with joy, then agony, the release he sought finally arriving when a hot stream of liquid shot upward from his lap directly into his eye. Had he been fired upon by a gun, Mr. Bennet’s misery could not have been more grievous.

The animated voice of Lydia was shortly joined by those of her mother and sisters, as it had come time for the family to gather at breakfast. Within all the feminine mayhem, Mr. Bennet could make out but a single word.

Bingley.






Chapter Two
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“I AM SICK OF MR. BINGLEY!” CRIED MRS. BENNET THE following morning as their new neighbor continued to be the main topic of conversation in the Bennet household.

“I am sorry to hear that,” replied Mr. Bennet. “If I had known as much this morning I certainly would not have called on him. It is very unlucky, but as I have actually paid the visit, we cannot escape the acquaintance now.”

The astonishment of the ladies was just what he wished, and much discussion ensued as to the reported handsomeness of Mr. Bingley, followed by speculation as to who would be included in the large party he was expected to bring with him to the upcoming ball in Meryton. “If I can but see one of my daughters happily settled at Netherfield,” said Mrs. Bennet to her husband, “and all the others equally well married, I shall have nothing more to wish for.”

Mr. Bennet was not in a particularly good humor this morning. His eye continued to give him pain, the white of which had gone a bright red. “Then I expect, Mrs. Bennet, we shall hear no more on the subject for the rest of  the day,” he replied, returning to the haven of his library.

After some days had passed, Mr. Bingley returned Mr. Bennet’s visit, calling on him in the library. He had heard much spoken of the beauty of the Bennet sisters, although, to his disappointment, none would make an appearance. The visit was brief, and Mr. Bennet found himself feeling that there was something not quite as it should be about their new neighbor. Though he was as handsome and agreeable as on their first meeting, thus corresponding with reports gained from their neighbors Sir William and Lady Lucas, Mr. Bennet was left with a sense of unease after Mr. Bingley’s departure. That he possessed a very pleasing disposition and would make an excellent husband to one of his daughters there could be no doubt; but something in his manner, a fastidiousness that appeared overly feminine, gave Mr. Bennet pause. Rather than allowing it to plague him, he decided to console himself with his horse-girl, catching the results of his pleasure in a handkerchief rather than soiling his garments as he had done on prior occasions. He hoped the recent increase in laundering would not inspire the tongues of the servants to wag any more than they now did. Hill, the housekeeper, had already begun to look at him askance.

An invitation to dinner was afterward dispatched to Mr. Bingley, who was obliged to be in London and had to decline. A report soon followed that he was to bring twelve ladies and seven gentlemen with him to the ball. The girls grieved over such a number of ladies, but were comforted when, on the evening of the ball, Mr. Bingley arrived accompanied by his two sisters, the eldest’s husband Mr. Hurst, and another young man, a Mr. Darcy. Miss Bingley and Mrs. Hurst were fine young ladies with an air of decided fashion, and they appeared to go to great pains to project a sense of importance, particularly Lady Caroline Bingley, who always made certain to keep her brother’s handsome friend within close  range, for it was this very gentleman who commanded the most attention.

Mr. Darcy stood tall and regal, with an air of aloofness that set him apart from the laughter and merriment of the other guests, and it quickly became apparent that he did not enjoy the fripperies the evening provided. Neither did he seem willing to engage in conversation with anyone save for members of the small party with whom he had arrived, though even this was sparsely provided. Other than Miss Jane Bennet, whom his friend insisted join their party, Mr. Darcy declined to be introduced to any other young ladies present.

Mr. Bingley spent much of his time in conversation or dancing with Jane, the eldest of the Bennet sisters. The two made a handsome couple, and Mrs. Bennet was beside herself with excitement that the eligible Mr. Bingley found her daughter’s company so pleasing. He was an excellent dancer, and moved with a grace and lightness of step far superior to that of most men. As for his friend Mr. Darcy, not even talk of ten thousand a year and a large estate in Derbyshire could prevent the tide of popularity from turning against him. Mr. Darcy was soon discovered to be proud, above his company, and above being pleased, and everybody hoped that he would never come there again.

The presence of so many attractive and unattached young ladies in the room encouraged Lady Caroline to place herself as near to Mr. Darcy as was practicable. She had no intention of allowing anyone else to join their small party, particularly marriage-minded young ladies who might find the prospect of a handsome young man with ten thousand a year most appealing. Her elegant gown was cut immodestly low and fitted tightly in the bodice, and as she leaned to whisper in his ear, it looked as if she were offering him a platter of ripe fruit. “Mr. Darcy, might I persuade you to accompany me outside to enjoy a nice thrashing of your  backside?” Miss Bingley spoke with the ease of one who has shared a long acquaintance, as indeed, she and Mr. Darcy had. “I am certain it shall be far more pleasurable than the company of these country peasants! I seem to recall a tree quite near to where we alighted from our coach, from which I may secure a branch suitable for a good birching.”

Miss Bingley’s words provoked an urgent stirring in Mr. Darcy’s breeches and he coughed into his hand, more anxious that his friend’s sister not be overheard by the other guests than for any reaction of his own to her flirtatious proposal. Though this was not the first instance of such overtures from that quarter, it nevertheless did not leave him entirely unmoved, and he shifted his stance, hoping to alleviate the pressure caused by the fabric as his manhood rubbed against it, dismayed when it seemed to grow stiffer yet.

“I shall very much enjoy drawing a quantity of red stripes upon your flesh,” continued Miss Bingley. “I am told I am quite expert. If you go to your knees to please me, I promise not to make you bleed.” She allowed her hand to brush against the flap of his breeches, and a smile formed on her lips when it encountered the rigidness beneath it. “Indeed, sir, I can promise that you will find my flavor most pleasing.”

Mr. Darcy coughed again, this time to hide his groan of desire. Lady Caroline was, without doubt, a handsome young woman and one worthy of reckoning; few men in his society had the power to resist her. In fact, he knew of several who had relinquished their backsides to her birch in exchange for servicing her with their tongues. That they had spoken so openly astonished him, for much mention was made as to her affection for seating herself upon a gentleman’s face until she had received several bouts of pleasure from their tongues. Darcy had even heard that one such gentleman had died of suffocation, though he questioned the veracity of the report. The close fit of his breeches did little to conceal his  reaction to Miss Bingley’s words, thereby making it impossible to go unnoticed had anyone glanced in his direction. Indeed, it was not overlooked by Mr. Bingley, who had gone quite suddenly pale.

When his dance with Jane Bennet ended, Bingley hastily rejoined his sister and friend, returning Jane to her young sisters Catherine and Lydia. “Come, Darcy,” said he, “I must have you dance. I hate to see you standing about by yourself in this stupid manner.” The words all but tumbled from him, so determined was he to remove his friend from Lady Caroline, and his hands flew about in an erratic fashion as he attempted to draw Mr. Darcy’s attention toward Miss Elizabeth Bennet, who was seated nearby. Moments ago she had been engaged in conversation with her friend and neighbor Charlotte Lucas, but she was now quite alone.

“I certainly shall not,” said Darcy. “You know how I detest it, unless I am particularly acquainted with my partner. There is not another woman in the room whom it would not be a punishment to me to stand up with.” He looked toward Miss Bennet, who, owing to the scarcity of gentlemen, had been obliged to sit out each dance. However, no amount of extolling her virtues by Mr. Bingley could persuade him to take a turn with her. “She is tolerable, but not handsome enough to tempt me. I am in no humor at present to give consequence to young ladies who are slighted by other men,” replied Darcy, whose insult did not go unheard by Elizabeth.

The ball proved most auspicious for the remaining Bennet sisters. Jane had been distinguished in the eyes of everyone by Mr. Bingley’s attentions; Mary, despite her plainness, had been mentioned as the most accomplished girl in the neighborhood; and Kitty and Lydia had enjoyed no lull in dance partners. Were it not for the fact that Lydia was unable to abstain from pulling up her skirts and rubbing herself against every available object in the room as well  as every gentleman who remained still long enough, Elizabeth and Mrs. Bennet would have considered the evening an absolute success. It had required them both to pry the youngest Bennet sister from the thigh of a handsome young officer, and not before she emitted a breathy cry of delight, grabbing hold of his backside with such force there came a corresponding cry from the recipient. The gentleman was left with a severely heightened countenance and a patch of damp on his breeches, the flap of which boasted a similar agitation as that which Mr. Darcy had suffered earlier, and he removed himself from the room shortly afterward with a plan to relieve himself with his hand the moment he found a quiet location in which to do so.

The officer would be spared the trouble, however, for within moments Lydia had followed him outside, whereupon she proceeded to complete the task for him, taking his manhood into her hand and massaging it with great enthusiasm. Her fingers moved along its length with an expertise that far surpassed his own, squeezing the exposed tip until he thought he would go mad from pleasure. The young redcoat closed his eyes and gave himself over to enjoyment, only just as quickly to reopen them when he felt Lydia placing herself once more on his thigh, resuming the earlier rubbing of her sex against it, her movements acting in accord with those of her hand. Her release was swift in arriving and she laughed loudly, shuddering against him. As the officer began to tremble with the beginnings of his own release, Lydia, to his astonishment, dropped to her knees to catch the rush of liquid in her mouth, her throat working noisily as she swallowed it. Indeed, he would have much of interest to report to his companions in the militia as regards the talents of Miss Lydia Bennet!

When the evening had concluded, the Bennet women returned home to Longbourn with exciting news for Mr. Bennet: Mr. Bingley had announced his intentions to give a  ball at Netherfield. Mr. Bennet was made disconsolate by this information, as he continued to have misgivings about the perfect Mr. Bingley. Yet he became even more so aggrieved when he learned that his dear Lizzy had been slighted by none other than Bingley’s close friend, Mr. Darcy.






Chapter Three
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THAT NIGHT WHEN THE ELDER MISS BENNETS WERE ALONE, Jane expressed her admiration of Mr. Bingley to Elizabeth, extending this good opinion to his sisters Lady Caroline and Mrs. Hurst. Elizabeth, however, was skeptical. “You never see a fault in anybody. I never heard you speak ill of a human being in your life.”

“I would not wish to be hasty in censuring anyone,” countered Jane.

Elizabeth could not find censure with Mr. Bingley, but she remained unconvinced as regards his sisters. Although capable of good humor when they were pleased, their predisposition toward conceit and affectation made her little disposed to approve them. As for Bingley’s friend Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy, neither she nor Jane could fathom how two such extremes in temperament had established so close a bond. Whereas Bingley was sure of being liked wherever he appeared, Darcy was continually giving offense. It was a curious friendship indeed.

Their conversation was interrupted by the sound of  moans coming from Lydia’s bedchamber. The sisters looked at each other and shook their heads. Despite Mr. Bennet’s best efforts to remove most every item from her room, Lydia had undoubtedly found something of interest to rub against. Her breathy cries of “oh! oh! oh!” served to awaken both Kitty and Mary, and they shouted for Lydia to quiet down, which was followed by their mother’s cry of “Oh, my nerves!” Shortly afterward, the elder Miss Bennets retired each to their beds. It had been an evening of much excitement, and fatigue had at last overcome them.

The ladies of Longbourn and Netherfield were soon reunited in a gathering that also included Charlotte Lucas and her father Sir William, Colonel and Mrs. Forster along with several young officers from the local regiment, and Mr. Darcy. Jane’s pleasing manner began to win over both Miss Bingley and Mrs. Hurst, though Mrs. Bennet was deemed intolerable and the younger Bennet girls not even worthy of consideration. Lydia had found a small party of young officers to occupy herself with and had removed with them to a corner, where she proceeded to ride each of their thighs in turn, her moans of pleasure muted by the lively conversation taking place among the guests. That the officers did not remain unaffected by her activities was manifest, for their hands derived much merriment from her ample bosom, which swelled forth from the bodice of her gown, with the bolder gentlemen seeking to explore beneath her skirts. To Lydia’s delight, a number of fingers had begun to make themselves familiar with the place of her womanhood and even the more illicit neighbor of her backside, and this served to greatly advance her bliss. She stood for some while between a pair of redcoats, allowing the fingers of one to explore her folds while those of his companion chose the less traditional route, applying so many that Lydia thought he had slipped his manhood inside her. Her pleasure was swift and strong as she bore down on their hands, her cry  of such volume that several guests turned in their direction, their view of the proceedings blocked by a sea of redcoats. After a brief respite, she continued to seek out every available thigh, and by the close of the evening, the breeches of more than a few from Colonel Forster’s regiment would be marked by Lydia’s distinctive signature.

Though Elizabeth continued to maintain her earlier opinion of the Bingley sisters, she could not help but be pleased at the strength of feeling that appeared to be developing between Jane and Mr. Bingley. She mentioned this to her friend Charlotte, who held a rather different opinion of the matter. “There are very few of us who have heart enough to be really in love without encouragement,” said Miss Lucas. “In nine cases out of ten a woman had better show more affection than she feels. Bingley likes your sister undoubtedly, but he may never do more than like her, if she does not help him on.”

“But she does help him on, as much as her nature will allow,” replied Elizabeth. “If I can perceive her regard for him, he must be a simpleton, indeed, not to discover it too.”

Miss Lucas drew very close to her friend. “Remember, Eliza, that he does not know Jane’s disposition as you do. Jane should therefore make the most of every half hour in which she can command his attention. When she is secure of him, there will be more leisure for falling in love.”

“Your plan is a good one, where nothing is in question but the desire of being well married, and if I were determined to get a rich husband, or any husband, I daresay I should adopt it. But these are not Jane’s feelings; she is not acting by design.”

“Happiness in marriage is entirely a matter of chance,” replied Miss Lucas. “If the dispositions of the parties are ever so well known to each other or ever so similar beforehand, it does not advance their felicity in the least. It is better to know as little as possible of the defects of the  person with whom you are to pass your life.”

Elizabeth decided it best not to argue with her friend, whom she thought rather curious in her views, which undoubtedly accounted for her lack of suitors. In all the time she had known Charlotte, she had yet to see her in the company of a gentleman other than her father, which, though unusual, was not entirely unexpected considering she was some years older than most young ladies in want of a husband. Elizabeth turned her attention instead to Miss Bingley, who was dressed in a fashion that left little to the imagination. The bodice of her gown was cut scandalously low, revealing nearly the entire expanse of her bosom, including the tips. Elizabeth wondered for whom this display was intended; Lady Caroline gave no indication of any interest in the young officers who, other than Mr. Darcy, made up the majority of unattached gentlemen present. She was occupying herself with a length of birch, which Elizabeth thought a most curious object to bring to a social gathering, her long fingers busily stroking the small branch, as if to buff smooth its surface. So busy was Elizabeth with her observations that she failed to notice that she herself was being observed.

Mr. Darcy had spent some while in his study of Miss Bennet, mortified to discover his original assessment of her much altered. What he formerly looked at only to criticize he now found possessed of great appeal. Her features, figure, and manners were most pleasing, her face rendered uncommonly intelligent by the beautiful expression of her dark eyes. There was a playfulness in her demeanor of which he very much wished to gain firsthand knowledge. His thoughts wandered toward an image of a smiling Miss Bennet lying unclothed beneath him save for a demure little bonnet on her head, her legs wrapped around his back as their loins joined, then unlocked, then rejoined, her fair bosom rising and falling like waves on a stormy sea until they had both achieved their joyous release. Darcy vowed to take her again  and again, filling her and filling her until they were both too spent to walk. It was not often he entertained himself with such reflections, and he was forced to acknowledge that the recent overtures from Lady Caroline had been inspiring his thoughts toward those of a less wholesome nature. Though he continued to have no desire to experience her birch upon his backside, the thought of Miss Elizabeth Bennet applying it with somewhat more gentleness, and he to her, encouraged him to look more favorably on the matter.

Desiring to know more of Miss Bennet, Darcy moved toward where she was engaged in conversation with Sir William and Charlotte Lucas. Very few words beyond that of initial pleasantries were exchanged, however, for Elizabeth allowed herself to be persuaded by Miss Lucas to take a brief turn at the pianoforte and sing, after which she was eagerly succeeded by her sister Mary, who was always impatient to display. Her lukewarm performance and pedantic demeanor proved most tiresome to the guests, and her sonata was quickly interrupted by Kitty and Lydia, who insisted she perform something more suitable for the occasion.

A lively dance soon started up. “My dear Miss Eliza, why are you not dancing?” asked Sir William when she rejoined them. “Mr. Darcy, you must allow me to present this young lady to you as a very desirable partner. You cannot refuse to dance, I am sure, when so much beauty is before you.”

Elizabeth drew back. “Indeed, sir, I have not the least intention of dancing. I entreat you not to suppose that I moved this way in order to beg for a partner.” She had not forgotten the slight she had suffered from Darcy previously, and despite his now requesting to be allowed the honor of her hand, she would not be swayed. She turned away from the discussion, leaving Mr. Darcy to the determined approach of Miss Bingley.

“The insipidity, the nothingness, and yet the self-importance of all those people! What would I give to hear your  strictures on them!” cried Miss Bingley, the length of birch in her hand twitching with the desire to mark the pristine flesh of Mr. Darcy’s backside. It would make a pleasant change after the uninspiring version belonging to her brother-in-law Mr. Hurst, who appeared unable to get sufficient. She was growing quite weary of his plaintive pleas, to say nothing of his slavish lapping at her parts after she had drawn blood. When she finished a good birching it was usual for her to be ready for a gentleman’s attentions, but on the last few occasions she had been forced to feign a few shudders if only to rid herself of the nuisance of an unskilled tongue when it was Darcy’s she most desired. This, indeed, she could already feel working its way up and down her cleft, and she leaned in close, pressing her bosom against him. “Let us go outside, Mr. Darcy,” said she. “I wish to see you with your breeches down and your backside raised high. You have kept me waiting long enough.” Patience had never been Lady Caroline’s strong suit. That Mr. Darcy was the only gentleman of her acquaintance who had not succumbed to her charms provoked her ire. He would be one conquest she vowed to take considerable delight from.

“Your conjecture is totally wrong, I assure you,” replied Darcy. “My mind was more agreeably engaged. I have been meditating on the very great pleasure which a pair of fine eyes in the face of a pretty woman can bestow.”

Encouraged that it was herself to whom he was referring, Miss Bingley let down her guard. “Pray, tell, Mr. Darcy, what lady has the credit of inspiring such reflections? Might this be the same lady who, if you go to your knees and beg, may be persuaded to strap a large wooden contraption to her loins and provide you with a good buggering?”

On hearing Darcy’s reply, Lady Caroline went deathly pale.

“The lady is Miss Elizabeth Bennet.”






Chapter Four
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WITH MR. BINGLEY INSTALLED AT NETHERFIELD AND THE arrival of Colonel Forster’s regiment in Meryton, life for the ladies of the Bennet household became far livelier than usual. It was agreed that Jane was the object of Bingley’s affections, and her mother considered it a matter of time before she saw her eldest daughter wed. The youngest Bennet sisters made frequent visits into Meryton, which was only a mile’s walk, on the pretext of visiting their aunt, Mrs. Phillips, and Kitty and Lydia used these opportunities to gather intelligence about the officers. They could talk of nothing else; Mr. Bingley’s large fortune, the mention of which gave animation to their mother, was worthless in their eyes when opposed to the regimentals of an ensign.

Unable to bear another morning filled with their ceaseless chatter, Mr. Bennet remarked, “You must be two of the silliest girls in the country. I have suspected it for some time, but I am now convinced.”

His wife immediately came to their defense. “I remember the time when I liked a redcoat myself—and, indeed, so I do  still at my heart. If a smart young colonel with five or six thousand a year should want one of my girls, I shall not say nay to him.” Mrs. Bennet failed to report that she had been with child on wedding Mr. Bennet, having given her heart to a handsome young officer who was the image of Jane.

Marriage to Mr. Bennet had been a compromise of considerable proportions, and one from which Mrs. Bennet had never truly recovered. Though she had given her husband four daughters since, she could not recall a time when she had enjoyed performing her wifely duty. Mr. Bennet was a man with curious tastes, and it required much generosity of spirit to call him handsome. Whereas he was squat in figure and unremarkable of countenance, Mrs. Bennet’s militiaman had been tall and well formed, a handsome golden Apollo perfect in every regard. His touches set fire to her flesh, stealing away all sense of propriety as she abandoned herself to his care, heedless to the repercussions. His manhood had risen out from beneath his belly with all the supremacy of a god’s, and she had attended it in wonderment, even going so far as to place her mouth upon it. She believed at that moment they would be together forever; had she suspected otherwise, she might not have behaved with such boldness. He had moved inside her mouth with a frantic need, at first with great gentleness, then with an increasing disregard for decorum, urging his manhood further and further past her lips. She had felt it pulsing against her teeth and tongue, as if it possessed its own heartbeat, and she began to take control, holding the length of him steady with her hand so that she could move her head forward and back, her redcoat’s sighs indicating that he considered her actions most pleasing. That they were likewise pleasing to herself was manifest, for she experienced a heartbeat of her own in the place of her womanhood, and as it gained in strength so too did the pulsing in her mouth, and within moments a hot liquid sprang forth from him. She drank all he had to give, his  nectar of the gods leaving the taste of honey on her tongue.

When he had taken her for the first time, Mrs. Bennet felt as if a ray of sunlight were moving inside her. His kisses shimmered on her lips as she wrapped her legs around him, drawing him farther into her and giving herself over to his command. The source of the heartbeat hidden within the cleft of her womanhood was brought into exposure when he reached down and parted it, and she cried out with shock and delight as he placed his thumb against the fragment of flesh it found there and proceeded to move it about in a manner as pleasurable as it was vexing. It appeared to act as a sort of trigger, and she felt herself opening up to him and taking him deeper until at last he could go no farther. She knew instantly when he got her with child, for she had felt the sun exploding in her loins. The result was her beautiful Jane.

That all this recent excitement in the neighborhood proved very trying for Mrs. Bennet’s already compromised nerves was but to be expected. Gypsies could be spied calling at the rear of the house with increasing frequency, bringing with them their mysterious potions and remedies. Mrs. Bennet’s eyes took on a more unnatural gleam than typical, and her voice grew louder and more shrill, prompting Mr. Bennet to seek solace in his library. Another drawing had arrived by special post, and it surpassed in quality that of its predecessor. It depicted two charming young ladies on their knees positioned posterior to posterior. Some manner of contrivance had been fitted into their womanly openings, serving as a bridge to connect them together and, determining from the lewdness of their expressions, they appeared to find their predicament most pleasing. How Mr. Bennet wished to be the artist wielding the pen that had rendered such delights to paper! He had not even time to reach for his handkerchief before his pleasure burst forth, soiling his garments and leaving him in fear of Hill’s knowing glance when laundering day next arrived. Though he looked  forward with eagerness to the delivery of the next drawing, he wondered how long he could continue financing his habit. His source in London was increasing his fee to extortionate levels, and he might soon be forced to lessen the number of servants in the household if he hoped to pay it.

Later that morning a letter arrived for Jane. It was from Miss Bingley, and it contained an invitation to dine at Netherfield with her and Mrs. Hurst. When Jane asked if she could have the carriage, her mother replied, “No, my dear, you had better go on horseback, because it seems likely to rain, and then you must stay all night.” She then solicited acknowledgment from Mr. Bennet that the horses were, indeed, needed in the farm, at which point she attended Jane to the door with many cheerful prognostics of a bad day.

The elder Miss Bennet had not been gone long before it rained hard, and it continued for the whole of the evening. “This was a lucky idea of mine indeed!” said Mrs. Bennet more than once, as if the credit of making it rain were her own. Her scheme had worked: Jane would be forced to stay the night.

The next morning a servant arrived from Netherfield with a note for Elizabeth. Jane was most unwell, and the apothecary had been summoned. “Well, my dear,” said Mr. Bennet to his wife after Elizabeth had read the note aloud, “if your daughter should have a dangerous fit of illness—if she should die, it would be a comfort to know that it was all in pursuit of Mr. Bingley, and under your orders.”

“Oh, I am not afraid of her dying! People do not die of little trifling colds. She will be taken good care of,” replied Mrs. Bennet.

Elizabeth, feeling quite anxious, was determined to go to Jane, though the carriage was not to be had. As she was no horsewoman, walking was her only alternative, despite Mrs. Bennet’s protests that it would be unseemly for her to do so.

Kitty and Lydia accompanied their sister as far as Meryton, where they set off in eager pursuit of officers. Elizabeth continued on to Netherfield, arriving muddied and unkempt, her face glowing from the exercise. She was shown into the breakfast parlor, where all but Jane were assembled. That she should have walked three miles so early in the day, in such dirty weather, and by herself, was almost incredible to Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley, whose expressions indicated their contempt for her appearance. Mr. Bingley was more gracious, though Mr. Hurst and Mr. Darcy said little.

From her brief meeting with Jane in her sickroom, then with the others at breakfast, it became clear to Elizabeth that the Bingley sisters held genuine warmth for Jane, and she softened her opinion of them. However, her concern was not alleviated from having seen her sister. Jane was loath to let her leave, and an invitation was extended for Elizabeth to remain at Netherfield until her sister had recovered.

That evening at dinner, still more solicitude was made of Jane’s condition by Miss Bingley and Mrs. Hurst, though Elizabeth noted an indifference in their demeanor that restored her former opinion of the women. The only genuine concern for Jane’s well-being came from Mr. Bingley, though this too began to wane as Lady Caroline’s attentions became focused increasingly on Mr. Darcy, near whom she had positioned herself, giving him the full effect of her bosom and her wit. That she had chosen again so inappropriate a gown to wear in mixed company was a source of amazement to Elizabeth, who considered it most impolitic for a lady to place on display the areolae. Unless she was very much mistaken, Miss Bingley appeared to have applied some form of rouge to them, drawing yet further attention to those places that modesty dictated should be seen only by a husband. Darcy’s heightened countenance and agitation of manner appeared to indicate that he, too, found such displays inappropriate, as did the increasingly anxious bearing exhibited by Bingley.

After dinner, Elizabeth left the room to check on her sister, and the conversation immediately turned to a condemnation of the now-absent Miss Bennet, which was begun by Miss Bingley.

“I shall never forget her appearance this morning. She really looked almost wild.”

“I hope you saw her petticoat, six inches deep in mud, I am absolutely certain,” offered Mrs. Hurst.

“You observed it, Mr. Darcy, I am sure,” said Miss Bingley; “and I am inclined to think that you would not wish to see your sister make such an exhibition.” She urged her bosom toward him, lowering her voice to a whisper. “I should more wish to make an exhibition of your fine backside, sir.” Her hand slipped beneath the table to seek out Darcy’s lap, where she was pleased to discover the flap of his breeches in a state of disturbance. She skillfully unbuttoned it and grasped hold of his burgeoning manhood. “How I shall make you suffer for your pleasure!” she whispered, pinching the tip and receiving for her troubles a stream of moisture on her fingertips. She brought them up to her mouth and proceeded to lick them with all the languor of a cat, then returned her hand back to Darcy’s manhood, which had by this time begun to throb.

“It shows an affection for her sister that is very pleasing,” said Bingley, whose generally cheerful countenance began to change as he closely monitored his sister and Darcy. Although he was not ignorant of Lady Caroline’s intrigues, he remained for the most part unaffected by them. Seeing her in such close proximity to his friend, however, he experienced a turmoil of emotions that, had he not known better, could only have been described as jealousy. He noted the way in which Darcy’s dark hair curled against the nape of his neck and wondered how it might be to twine his fingers in it. Indeed, the thought caused him to feel quite faint, and a disturbance made itself known inside his own breeches for which he could not account.

Miss Bingley had still more to say on the rich subject of Miss Bennet, and as she continued to find fault with all manner of Elizabeth’s appearance and deportment, she squeezed Darcy’s manhood in her hand, concentrating her effects at the crown. He was very near to achieving release, and she vowed to take him just to the brink, at which time she would stop, knowing that this was the ultimate of torments. She knew from experience that he would then be unable to resist submitting to her, and no manner of activity, regardless of how base, would be beneath his regard. “I am afraid, Mr. Darcy, that this adventure has rather affected your admiration of her fine eyes,” she said, her tone teasing.

“Not at all,” replied he. “They were brightened by the exercise.”

Lady Caroline reclaimed her hand from Darcy’s lap, her irritation manifest as she wiped her fingers on the hem of her petticoat. Indeed, she would spare him nothing; the birch would be the least of his problems when she finished with him!

The conversation moved on to the unsuitability of the Bennet sisters’ relations, which included an uncle in Cheapside—an area of London they considered well beneath them. Miss Bingley, Mrs. Hurst, and Mr. Darcy all concurred that such low connections would very much materially lessen the sisters’ chances of marrying men of any consideration in society. To all this Bingley remained silent, though whether from his earlier reverie or from the opinions being expressed was uncertain.

Elizabeth returned downstairs quite late, having stayed with Jane until she was given the comfort of seeing her sleep. A game of loo was already underway in the drawing room, but Elizabeth, suspecting them to be playing high, declined to join their table, expressing instead a preference to read a book—a pursuit whose singularity did not go unremarked upon by both Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley. The discussion  moved from the enjoyment of books to the library at Mr. Darcy’s estate Pemberley, whereupon Miss Bingley inquired of his young sister, Georgiana. “How I long to see her again!” she cried. “I never met with anybody who delighted me so much. Such a countenance, such manners! And so extremely accomplished for her age! Her performance on the pianoforte is exquisite.”
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