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Are you a Jane Austen fan? If so, I
hope you will like my erotic romance version of her novel "Sense
and Sensibility." I took her story, changed the time to the
present, the location to California, and made it focus on the
sexual awakenings of two American sisters, Marianne and Elinor.
Find out what happens when they attend a masquerade party at the
home of a movie star famous for his role as Mr. Darcy in Pride and
Prejudice. With Marianne dressed as Scarlett O'Hara and Elinor as
Cat Woman, what will happen when they lose their inhibitions? For
Adults Only.


Chapter One

 


 


Marianne Dashwood, a
beautiful teenager who resembled the pre-Raphaelite painting
of The Lady of Shallot and was in love with that movement in British Literature, sat
at her pianoforte while she played Wishing
You Were Somehow Here Again from
The Phantom of the Opera—the song that Christine in the musical sang when she visited
her father’s grave. Marianne recently lost her father, and the song
touched her on a very deep level.

A knock on the door interrupted her
playing and she wiped away her tears, stood, and looked into a
mirror on the wall. Satisfied that she looked presentable, she
opened the door and saw Edward, her stepmother’s brother. His
visits had become more frequent since he formed an attachment with
Elinor, her older sister.

Not traditionally handsome, he had a
pleasant face and a certain boyish charm that belied his 21 years.
He acted as awkward and shy as a young teenager, especially when he
was around her sister.

When Marianne answered the door, he
seemed slightly disappointed and uncomfortably asked, “Is Elinor
here?”

“No, she went to the store.”

“May I come inside and
wait?”

“Certainly,” she told him. “Come on in.
Make yourself at home.”

He walked over to a wingback chair and
settled in, trying hard not to act so nervous.

Marianne wondered what in the world her
sister saw in him: he was too dull and shy for her taste. Why
Elinor put up with him she had no idea, but her older sister had
always been the prudent one with the steadier judgment. The one
upon whom their mother depended. Elinor thought he had an open and
affectionate nature; whereas she thought he was a cold fish. On
more than one occasion, Elinor had reminded her, “You have to get
to know him. He’s just not a flashy sort of person.”

Trying his best to be agreeable while
he waited for Elinor to come back, he said to Marianne, “I heard
you playing the piano. It sounded nice.”

“Thank you. Would you like to hear me
play more songs?”

“Certainly. If you don’t
mind.”

“Not at all. I like to play. Do you
have any favorites?”

Caught off-guard, he answered, “I can’t
remember a favorite song. There are so many to choose from...Why
don’t you just continue with the one you were playing.”

“Okay.”

As she played,
Wishing You Were Somehow Here Again,
Marianne thought more about his faults: he had no
taste, in her opinion, because he did not share her love for the
arts. As an example, just last week, she and Elinor had invited him
to open mic night at the local coffeehouse.

She had been especially upset about how
he’d sat “stone-faced” while one of her favorites from her creative
writing class recited his version of “Ode on a Grecian Vase.” Later
that evening, she had complained about it to her sister.

“It really got on my nerves to see him
sit there stone-faced. He was no better than a caveman listening to
lines that swept me away. He just sat there, so indifferent. He has
such little sensibility.”

Elinor had answered, “Maybe he doesn’t
enjoy open mic night the way we do.”

Sitting at her pianoforte
with only him in the room, Marianne shook off the memory as she
concentrated on the beauty of Andrew Lloyd Weber’s music. She lost
track of time and ended up playing every song from the
Phantom of the Opera while Edward patiently waited. And still no Elinor.

After an hour, Edward stood, cleared
his throat, and said, “I’m sorry, but I must go. I have an
appointment.”

She saw him to the door and told him,
“Okay. I’ll let my sister know that you came by.”

 


***

 


A half-hour later, Elinor came home and
walked into the house carrying a bag of groceries.

Not quite as beautiful as her younger
sister, she was still very much admired for her looks. She saw
Marianne sitting in a wing-back chair by a cozy fire and reading
“Wuthering Heights.”

Marianne looked up and told her, “Your
boyfriend was by.”

Elinor stopped in her tracks and
answered, “If you are referring to Edward, he is not my boyfriend.
I wish you’d stop saying that.”

Her sister answered, “Good. I’m glad to
hear it. Frankly, I don’t understand what you see in him. He has no
taste. Music does not interest him at all.”

Setting down the bag of groceries,
Elinor looked at her sister and answered, “Maybe your music doesn’t
appeal to him. Maybe he likes something livelier. More modern,
perhaps?”

Marianne protested,
“Everyone likes songs from The
Phantom. He seemed so indifferent when he
listened to me play. I played him every song from the musical and
he barely shed a tear.”

“He was here long enough to hear every
song?” her sister asked, impressed that Edward had stayed so
long.

“Yes, he was. He really wanted to see
you. He likes you a lot, in his own awkward way. He just needs more
encouragement from you.”

“Do you think so?”

“Yes, I do. How do you feel about
him?”

“Well,” Elinor chose her words very
carefully. “I think very highly of him. I greatly esteem
him.”

Marianne protested, “Listen to you! He
is your potential husband: someone with whom you’ll spend the rest
of your life. Someone who’ll be the father of your unborn
children.”

Elinor interrupted, “Marianne! You go
too far.”

Marianne protested, “You’re
cold-hearted. He wants to propose and all you can think to say is
that I greatly esteem him.
Say those words again and I will leave the
room!”

Her sister laughed and said, “Honestly,
Marianne. Don’t get carried away. He’s not my potential husband.
We’re taking it slow.”

“But you must be the first to marry.
And then it will be my turn.”

“Oh? And who said that?”

“Well, it’s common
knowledge.”

Elinor sighed and told her sister, “I
really wouldn’t mind if you were married first, Marianne,” and
walked into the kitchen to unpack the groceries.

Marianne followed her in and said, “You
must marry first. Then it clears the way for me. Besides, I’d love
to be a bridesmaid. We can go to the bridal shop and pick out
dresses together. Then decide on the flowers. I could help you pick
out invitations. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Elinor laughed and said, “You are in
love with the idea of being in love.”

“I’m romantic. There’s nothing wrong
with that.”

Elinor stopped unpacking the groceries
and told her, “Marianne, your sorrows and joys know no
moderation.”

Marianne continued, “You’re being
unfair. I think love should be an exciting roller coaster ride;
while you want to sit it out on the sidelines safe and secure,
taking it all in.”

Elinor was about to respond when their
conversation was interrupted by their younger sister Margaret, who
had just come home from school. She was thirteen, good-humored, and
very much like Marianne. She told her sisters, “Looks like it’s
going to rain.”

“We can certainly use some,” Elinor
answered. “My hollyhocks are dying of thirst.”

“It won’t rain,” Marianne
said. “It’s like that song, It Never Rains
in Southern California.”

Elinor told her sisters, “Would you two
get the rest of the groceries out of the car?”

Margaret protested, “But I just came
home from school. I need to do my homework.”

“Come on,” Marianne told her younger
sister. “Stop your bellyaching.”

After they finished putting away the
groceries, Marianne told Elinor, “I’m going for a walk. I need some
fresh air.”

“At least take an umbrella,” Elinor
reminded her.

“I’ll be fine. I just need a change of
scenery.”

“Okay; I hope you won’t be sorry,”
Elinor cautioned.

 


***

 


Marianne loved to go on long walks. She
especially liked to walk by the stables that were several blocks
from her house. How she wished she had her own stallion! She
imagined calling it “White Star.” In her fantasy, the white fur on
the horse’s forehead was shaped like a star and stood in sharp
contrast against the blue-black color of the rest of its
magnificent body. She saw herself aback this mighty steed as it
took her on a romantic adventure.

As she walked further and further from
home, it started raining; lightly at first, but then became a
downpour. Soon, she was soaking wet and her blouse looked like she
could win a prize at a cheesy bar’s “wet t-shirt
contest.”

Not wanting anyone to see that she
forgot to wear a bra, she started running back to her house. In her
hurry, she failed to notice a large branch on the ground that had
fallen from a pine tree infested with bark beetles. She tripped
over it and landed flat on her face. She couldn’t move without
pain.

When she tried to stand, her
left leg did not hold her up and she collapsed on the ground. She
started to panic and told herself, I can’t
just sit here forever in this pile of mud. What am I going to
do? Maybe they’ll come looking for me. How
long will I have to wait? Maybe they won’t be able to find me!
Maybe I’ll die of exposure!

Suddenly, she heard the
thunder of horse hoofs approach and told herself,
Thank goodness! Help is on the way!

“Help! Help!” she cried out.

A young man who resembled
Colin Firth’s version of Mr. Darcy sat atop a black stallion. At
first, she couldn’t believe her eyes. She thought,
if this is a dream, I don’t ever want to wake
up.

He quickly jumped off his horse and
tried to help her stand, but it was impossible: she couldn’t bear
any pressure on her leg.

He swooped her into his arms and helped
her mount his horse. Once she was safely on the horse, he asked,
“Have you ever ridden before?”

A few times.”

“Would it be alright if I jump up there
and sit in front of you while I guide my horse? You can put your
arms around my waist.”

Her face lit up. “Oh…of course it would
be alright.”

“Are you sure? Or would you be more
comfortable if I just walked the horse to your house while you
ride?”

“Please, come up and sit with me,” she
boldly told him.

In a quick move, he hopped onto the
horse and sat in front of her. The horse had no saddle, only reins,
so this maneuver was very easy to do. She wasn’t the first girl
with whom he’d ridden bareback.

As they rode, she told him, “Thank you
for saving me. I was afraid that I’d be sitting there all
day.”

“I’m glad I came this way,
too.”

“What’s your address?” he
asked.

“I live at 250 Santiago Canyon
Road.”

“Okay. Hang on. I’ll get you there as
quickly as possible.”

She put her arms around his
waist as the horse picked up speed. She told herself,
if only it could stay like this forever,
and rested her head against his back and closed
her eyes.

When they approached her house, her
sisters and her mother were waiting for her at the window and all
three came outside to greet her.

Mrs. Dashwood looked frantic and
exclaimed, “Marianne! We were worried sick! I’m glad you’re
okay.”

The young man helped Marianne dismount
the horse and she answered, “I’m okay, Mamma. Just soaking wet. I
think I sprained my ankle.”

“My poor child,” her mother told her
and gave her a hug.

“Where should I put her?” the young man
asked.

“On the sofa,” her mother told him and
led him into the house.

“The poor girl is covered in mud,” he
told everyone.

“It’s okay. I’ll clean it later,” Mrs.
Dashwood said.

Margaret was besotted by his looks. She
couldn’t help but ask, “Has anybody ever told you that you look
like Mr. Darcy?”

He smiled and answered, “Yeah. I get
that a lot.”

Elinor and Mrs. Dashwood chuckled under
their breaths.

He continued looking at Marianne and
said, “I’m so glad I came along when I did.”

Mrs. Dashwood answered, “And so are we.
What’s your name?”

“Willoughby. John
Willoughby.”

Elinor told him, “Thank you for helping
my sister.”

“It was my pleasure. I’ll leave you
now, so you can take off her wet clothes.”

At those words, Elinor noticed that her
sister wasn’t wearing a bra and gave her the evil eye. Defensively,
Marianne folded her arms across her breasts.

Elinor shook her head and then looked
back at John Willoughby.

She told him, “We appreciate all you’ve
done.”

“May I call on her tomorrow to see how
she’s doing?” he asked Mrs. Dashwood.

“Yes!” Marianne said before anyone
could answer.

“Okay, then,” he told her, “Until
tomorrow.”

She put out her hand and he kissed it
like a true gentleman and left the house.

After he was gone, Margaret said, “Wow!
Is he ever sexy!”

Mrs. Dashwood scolded her. “You’re only
13. What do you know about sexy?”

“Plenty. We have HBO, after
all.”

Her mother asked, “How can you watch
it? I set up parental controls to block HBO. You have to use a
password.”

Margaret told her mother, “I guessed
the password right away. ‘One-two-three-four-five’—how easy is that
to figure out, Mom? Duh?!”

Her mother threw her hands up in the
air and looked to the heavens saying, “Kids today are just too
smart.”

 



Chapter Two

 


 


Marianne spent the next morning lying
on the sofa with an ice bag cooling off her sprained ankle. She got
tired of lying down and stood up to look out the window, hoping to
see Willoughby come by on his horse.

Her mother walked into the room and
said, “You seem to be getting around a lot better today,
honey.”

“I am a little better, but I’m still
not 100% myself.”

“Would you like me to make you some
tea?”

“Yes. That would be wonderful. Thank
you, Mamma.”

Her mother went off to the kitchen to
put the kettle on and Marianne heard a car approach. She saw
Willoughby getting out of a Maserati convertible and yelled out to
her mother, “Mamma! Willoughby’s here!”

Mrs. Dashwood came out of the kitchen
and hurried over to the window. Seeing Willoughby, she told her
daughter, “He’s all dressed up today.”

“Quick, Mamma,” Marianne answered.
“Help me back on the sofa and arrange my ice bag for
me.”

Her mother did this as rapidly as
possible as if fearing that Willoughby might go away if she wasn’t
fast enough.

After her daughter was tucked in, she
asked Marianne, “Well…Are you ready?”

The doorbell rang, and Marianne took a
deep breath, pinched her cheeks so they would look rosy, and told
her mother, “Okay. Go ahead and open the door.”

Willoughby looked even more dashing
than he had the day before. He was wearing a well-tailored Italian
suit, a white shirt, and a skinny black tie that was adorned with a
diamond-studded tie clasp. In his hand, he held a bouquet of
flowers.

Marianne told him, “John, it’s so nice
to see you. You look like Prince Charming all dressed up like
that.”

“I wanted to look my best for
you.”

“Well, you certainly look
great.”

“And so do you, Marianne.”

Mrs. Dashwood cleared her throat and
asked, “Would you like some tea, Mr. Willoughby?”

“That would be wonderful,” he told her
and walked over to Marianne, knelt, and took her hand.

Before leaving for the kitchen, Mrs.
Dashwood said, “I’ll put those flowers in a vase,” and hurried
off.

Marianne pointed to a chair opposite
the couch and told him, “Have a seat.”

He sat, and she said, “Thank you so
much for the flowers, John.”

“You’re welcome. How are you feeling
today?”

“A little better.”

“Is there anything I can do for
you?”

“No. It’s just so wonderful to see
you.”

He stood back up and moved a chair
close to where she was lying.

They were silent for a few moments,
gazing into one another’s eyes until she finally said, “I have an
unusual request, John. If you wouldn’t mind.”

“Anything. Just ask.”

“I was in the middle of
reading Leaves of Grass
by Walt Whitman when you came up.”

“Really?! I love Walt Whitman. He is my
favorite American poet.”

“Mine, too. My favorite British poet is
Wordsworth.”
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