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ABOUT DESIRED DISCIPLINE
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“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  

But what happens once he’s got one? What if his new wife is a little more than he bargained for? 
Begin the adventure in part 2 of 4 in this off-canon of our favorite newlyweds: Lizzie and Darcy! This is a slow-burn that heats up with each installment. Mind that cliff. 

Reading order: Vexed Affections, Desired Discipline, Lively Defiance, Ardently Improper. 
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BLURB
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Newly married, Elizabeth Bennet is now Mrs. Fitzwilliam Darcy, and though she might have found the very deepest love in his arms, there is still room for the old vexations of the past to rear their heads.

The early days of any marriage are spent in discovery, and Elizabeth and Darcy are no different. Though she might be married, nothing can tame Elizabeth’s sharp tongue and sense of humor. Her husband is a stoic figure who craves order, control, and, to Elizabeth’s surprise, submission.

Will Elizabeth be able to resist challenging her husband’s commands, and what punishment might she suffer at his hands...
Vexed Affections is a sensual and steamy Pride and Prejudice variation that is best enjoyed by readers over 18 years of age.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The trials of the day combined with the steady sway of the horse and the warmth emanating from Darcy’s broad chest against her back lulled Lizzie into a more relaxed state than she thought possible given the circumstances. Even her aching head and the ominous threats of so-called discipline from her new husband couldn’t prevent her eyes from fluttering closed as they rode towards the mysterious inn. 

The spicy scent of tobacco and leather filled her nose as she inhaled the distinct scent of Darcy - her husband. The events of the evening were all quite perplexing. Conflicting emotions warred in her psyche. 

Annoyance at Darcy’s insistence in being heavy-handed and outrageous claims of disciplining her fought with the warmth of affection that lived in her heart for him.  The silence that lay between them as they rode was almost stifling. 

It wasn’t her fault that the wind had taken her errant hat and forced her to chase after it like a bounding hound, she reasoned. Any sensible person would have scampered after their lost property in such a situation. Some wives would have insisted on a new hat to replace the one lost, but Lizzie saw no reason to make an additional extravagant purchase when the hat in question was clearly able to be retrieved. That she got lost and was unable to return to the carriage on her own was merely an accident. 

Darcy was, above all, a man who valued reason and logic. Lizzie felt confident that once they were housed and fed at the inn, she would be able to reason with Darcy and put an end to this tete-a-tete once and for all.

Once they had resolved this silly disagreement, they might be able to move towards more intriguing activities. Activities that she had only just sampled in the carriage. 

Lizzie’s cheeks burned red at the memory. The way his lips had descended to meet hers, devouring her with such exquisite softness. He had held her so carefully as he promised pleasures that awaited them both and the freedom to explore them all. 

More than anything, Lizzie wanted to move past this minor argument and get back to exploring those forbidden pleasures. 

Small dots of light lit up the horizon and Lizzie’s eyes snapped open as Darcy spoke softly to Rawden. The driver cantered ahead of them down the road and Lizzie shifted slightly against Darcy’s chest. 

The Inn must be up ahead. 

Lizzie wished to say something sensibly but the words evaded her. 

Darcy clicked softly to the horse and they broke out into a brisk trot, the cadence jostling her against him quite harshly. 

Her stomach growled loudly and Darcy chuckled. The rumble of his chest vibrated against Lizzie’s back and made her squirm. 

“I do not hunger for my own amusement, husband,” Lizzie said crossly. “Do not be so cruel as to laugh or admonish me for wishing to eat dinner after such a day as this.” 

“I would never be so cruel, dear wife,” Darcy whispered to her, still chuckling. “You may rest easy in the knowledge that your husband will provide you with more than adequate dinner and perhaps even a bath in our rooms for your comfort.” 

A bath sounded heavenly to Lizzie and she was mollified. More than anything, she wanted to be done traveling for the day. A wedding, carriage accident, frightful chase of a hat, and rescue from the woods was more than enough excitement for one day.

“Very well,” she managed hoarsely. “Mayhap I will take my evening meal in my rooms while you and Rawden make your arrangements. I am both famished and quite fatigued.” 

“I think you mean our rooms, Lizzie.” Darcy replied quietly. “Afterall, we are happily married just this day, or have you forgotten?”

Lizzie swallowed hard. Sharing a room with Darcy was both exciting and dreadfully frightening. 

“Of course, I have not forgotten we were wed,” she snapped, her anxiety making her sound more cross than she wished. “I only meant that you would also be fatigued after such a long day and you might require your own bath and rest.” 

Darcy leaned forward, his hot breath blowing against her ear. 

“We have much to discuss yet tonight, dear one. Or do you believe I have forgotten that promise as well?” 

Lizzie grimaced to herself before remembering her plan to make Darcy see reason. Darcy was a sensible, good-spirited gentleman. Surely he would not demand such blind obedience of his wife. 

She was a grown woman, after all - not a hound. 

As they arrived in the busy yard of the inn, Lizzie smiled in relief. 

Rawden met them, taking the reins of the horse before offering his hand to help her down. The moment her tired feet hit the ground made Lizzie groan in happiness. Darcy landed lightly behind her and tucked her hand into the crook of his elbow. 

“Come, wife,” he said cheerfully, “Our evening awaits.” 

Together they stepped into the lively tavern and were greeted by the portly innkeeper and his harrid wife. 

Darcy relinquished his hold on her and brought her hand up to his lips. The warmth of his kiss on her knuckles sent a flush through her. 

“Mrs. Delwyn will see you to our rooms, my dear, and draw you a bath. I shall be up before too long.” 

As Lizzie followed Mrs. Delwyn up the rickety steps to the private rooms, a sense of foreboding overtook her. Nervously, she glanced down over the railing to look at her husband as he spoke with Rawden and the innkeeper. 

“Come along then, dearie - I’ll get ye settled right and proper.” Mrs. Delwyn’s cheerful encouragement drew Lizzie’s attention away from Darcy and she allowed herself to be led into the small suite of rooms. 

Lizzie wondered what Mrs. Delwyn would say if she knew that tonight was her wedding night and the idea
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