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      Her dream was the same every night… 

      Elizabeth Bennet stood upon a grassy hill overlooking Pemberley. A gentle breeze tugged at her curls and caressed her skin. It was always springtime in her dreams, and the first flowers were starting to emerge in vibrant explosions of color at the edges of the gardens that crept along the house. 

      The setting sun touched the stone walls gently, casting shadows and infusing the graceful lines of the house with pink and orange light. The estate stretched out into forests and fields, and the tenant farms with herds of wooly sheep and Elizabeth smiled. Pemberley always looked so different in her dreams—brought back to its former glory. She did not know if she was imagining how it would look in the future, or how it had looked in the past, but what she did know was that seeing it this way gave her an overwhelming sense of peace and fulfilment. 

       Though she could not see anyone, as with every night, Elizabeth knew that she was not alone. She took a deep breath and turned her face toward a stand of birch trees. Their branches were dotted with newly sprouted leaves that bore the telltale bright green of spring and moved in the breeze in such a way that Elizabeth was almost sure that the trees were breathing.

      Among the slender trunks, Elizabeth saw a shadow and her heart leapt into her throat as it moved between the trees.

      Elizabeth’s hands clenched into fists at her sides as she steeled her nerves and walked toward the trees. “Hello?” She whispered the question, not knowing if she would receive a reply, or if she even wanted one. 

      The shadow moved again. A flash of color. Dark green like the ivy that climbed over the western wing of the house. A pale hand against pale bark. 

      Elizabeth bit her lip and hesitated for just a moment and peered into the sunlight dappled copse. She laid a hand upon the trunk of the tree nearest her and rubbed her fingers over the papery bark. “Hello? Will you come out? Will you not speak to me?” 

      There was no answer from the shadow, but Elizabeth stepped boldly into the trees without waiting for a reply. 

      Between the trees, the sunlight danced through the leaves overhead and Elizabeth smiled at the coolness of the shade upon her skin. She could see the house, just barely, through the trees. It was peaceful, and calm under the spring-touched boughs, and everywhere there were signs that nature had awoken once more. Bright wildflowers clustered in patches of sunlight, and songbirds flitted through the branches and fed their newly hatched chicks.

        The shadow led her farther into the trees, always staying just out of her line of sight until finally Elizabeth could take it no longer. 

      “Who are you?” she demanded though she already felt sure that she knew the answer to that question. “Please, you must show yourself to me!” 

      There was another flash of green against the pale bark of one of the trees and Elizabeth’s breath caught in her throat as a pair of familiarly dark eyes gazed back at her through the foliage. 

      “Elizabeth.” 

      Her name floated through the air, a whisper that sent shivers down her spine. 

      “Yes, you know my name… and I know yours,” Elizabeth said softly. “William…” 

      Those intense dark eyes held her captive, and Elizabeth could not control the frantic beating of her heart, nor the shortness of her breath. This spirit, this man, had held her under his spell before, and she had longed to see him again and be held by his strong arms. 

      The shadowy figure stepped from between the trees and Elizabeth fought to keep her knees from shaking. He was beautiful, as though he had stepped from the portrait in the grand corridor. His dark hair curled around the collar of his shirt, and the flashes of green that she had seen belonged to the rich waistcoat he wore. It hugged his ribcage snugly and accentuated the shape of his long torso. 

      “You… you came to me in my chamber—” she stammered. 

      “Why are you in my house?” he asked, and Elizabeth thrilled to hear the sound of his voice. Rich and cultured, commanding, yet gentle. 

      “Pemberley—it was given to us, to my father. Purchased by an old family friend. It was a surprise, to be sure.” The gentleman inclined his dark head and the corner of his mouth lifted in the briefest of smiles, but the expression did not reach his eyes, which were full of loss and sadness. “It is a beautiful estate,” Elizabeth continued, somehow desperate to speak with him. “At least, I know it was… and it will be again.” 

      “Pemberley is your home now,” the man agreed. “May I tell you something?” 

      Elizabeth swallowed thickly as the man stepped toward her. The scent of leather and cinnamon—heady and intoxicating—swirled around her and Elizabeth nodded dumbly.

      “I have been watching you, Elizabeth Bennet,” he said softly, “how you care for Pemberley, and your family... I have come to admire you—most ardently.”

      “Oh,” Elizabeth breathed. He was so close now, close enough to touch, and she closed her eyes as his hand slid along her jaw. His thumb rubbed gently over her cheek and Elizabeth could not stop a sigh from escaping her lips. She wanted his touch, wanted him to be real. But this was a dream, and he was not real…” 

      But the way his lips pressed against hers, and the way that wanton heat flared in her stomach felt real. She had allowed him liberties in the past, but she had been dreaming—was that not the case now? In her dreams she could do anything she wanted, give in to any desire she might have. And right now, right now she desired him. In the morning she would blush at the memory of what had happened, but it was not real. 

       Elizabeth moaned as the gentleman’s hands tangled in her hair and pulled her against his chest. He was solid and warm, and the pressure of his lips was hard and yielding at the same time. Elizabeth sagged in his arms and he held her steady as he dragged his mouth over her jaw and neck, leaving a trail of burning kisses on her tender flesh.

      “I would make you mistress of this place,” he said against her collarbone and Elizabeth gasped as he untied the ribbons at the shoulder of her gown expertly. 

      “Mistress of Pemberley?” Elizabeth asked in a shaking voice. 

      “Of everything you see,” he confirmed as her dress fell away from her shoulders. His mouth was at the edge of her chemise, his teeth tugging at the ties that held it closed. The poor braided strings gave way as easily as Elizabeth’s resistance and the thin material fell away from her breasts, exposing her tender flesh to his hungry gaze and wandering mouth. 

      “But how could that be possible?” Elizabeth sighed as his mouth found her nipple. He teased her with his tongue, circling the tight bud in agonizing patterns and grazing it lightly with his teeth. 

      “I will show you,” he breathed over her skin and Elizabeth moaned as her nipples tightened at the thought of what was to come. William, Mr. Darcy, the spirit of Pemberley, bore her gently to the soft grass and kissed her sweetly. Elizabeth’s fingers tangled in his hair and she closed her eyes as his hand pulled at the hem of her gown and drew it up over her thighs. 

      His fingers played over her bare skin, teasing her and tempting her until her legs fell open to allow him access to her most secret places. His mouth was gentle and demanding upon hers and she could feel the hard length of his manhood straining against her thigh as he stroked higher and higher up her thighs. The wanton heat that had begun to burn inside her stomach flared higher and higher, leaving her breathless under his gentle, yet expert touch.  

      “Will you be my Elizabeth,” he murmured against her lips. His fingers brushed against her heated wetness and Elizabeth gasped her answer. 

      “Yes, yes I will…” 

      The gentleman’s mouth captured hers again, and she cried out in surprised pleasure as his fingers slipped over her secret womanhood and caressed the velvet softness between her legs. She was wet and eager for him, and her hips rose instinctively to coax him closer, to bring her more pleasure. Her breath came out tiny gasps of desire as his fingers stroked and teased her and she could not keep herself from crying out at the strange feeling of fullness as he thrust his fingers slowly inside her. If this was what it would feel like to be possessed by him, she wanted it. She wanted it more than anything in the wide world. 

      “Please,” she murmured between sighs and moans. “Please, make me yours.” 

      “Elizabeth,” came the groaned reply, “are you certain?” 

      “I am,” she said as she kissed him. 

      He withdrew his fingers gently from her throbbing wetness and slipped them into his mouth to suck the sweetness of her from his fingertips. Elizabeth flushed with embarrassment, but she could not look away from the burning desire in his gaze. He wanted her, every inch of her, and she could not deny that she wanted him. 

      He kissed her gently and then rose up on his knees to unbutton his vest and throw his linen shirt to the grass beside them. Elizabeth drank in the sight of his naked torso. The curve of his ribs, the dark hair upon his chest—she reached up to touch him, to be sure that he was real, and smiled at the feel of his heated skin beneath her fingers. 

      He moved her gently and Elizabeth’s legs fell open to allow him to lie between them. He covered her body with his and Elizabeth could scarcely hold back her sigh of pleasure as her aching breasts rubbed against his naked chest. She had never felt this way before—she would remember this dream forever, of that much she was certain. 

      “Are you ready for me, Elizabeth?” he asked gently. 

      Without hesitation, Elizabeth pulled his head down for a heated kiss, proving, she hoped, that she was ready, and that she was not afraid. The gentleman smiled against her lips and shifted slightly between her legs. A moment later, Elizabeth felt the thick head of his manhood press against the slickness of her opening. She opened her mouth against his and lifted her hips, hoping to encourage him not to delay any longer. It was only a dream, but she could not bear the thought of being woken before it was over. 

      “Please,” she murmured. “Please make me yours.”

      With a groan, the gentleman moved his hips and Elizabeth sighed happily and clung to his shoulders as she felt his hard shaft slip slowly inside her. She marveled at the way her body stretched to accommodate his girth and cried out in a frenzy of frustration at how slowly he moved. She moved her hips against him to try and force him to increase his pace and she smiled as she saw him clench his jaw. 

      “Slowly, love,” he murmured. 

      “Take me,” she whispered. “Make me yours.” 

      “Elizabeth,” he groaned. “Wait… I cannot—” 

      “Please,” she begged him. The gentleman closed his eyes briefly, and Elizabeth tightened her grip on his shoulders, anticipating pain, but not knowing what it would truly feel like. But then he moved, and Elizabeth gasped in surprise at the sharpness of the pain as he broke through her maidenhead. 

      “Elizabeth…” it was a question more than just her name, and she closed her eyes briefly as the sudden pain ebbed away to be replaced only with pleasure and the exquisite sensation
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