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      It was the second day of the distressing storm that had descended upon Hertfordshire and each member of the Bennet household found that they were becoming anxious in a different way. Lydia and Kitty had done nothing but speak of their desire to go to town, for fear they might miss some grand opportunity to meet a soldier of their very own. Jane worried for the safety of her new friends at Netherfield, though it was likely they were safer than the Bennets, given the grand estate’s position on a hill. Mary had run out of paper days before and was anxious to work on her sheet music once more, while Mr. and Mrs. Bennet simply wished their daughters to be out of their hair for a moment.

      But Elizabeth… Elizabeth had been plagued by terror since the day before, as Mr. Darcy had been residing with them the entire time. Their experience in his bedroom had filled her with both excitement and shame, the bulk of which she seemed to feel whenever she was in the presence of her family. If Mr. Darcy happened to pass through the sitting room, or joined them for tea, her face grew warm with embarrassment, as well as the memory of his touch. The only way she was able to distract herself was by listening to her mother worry about the distress the storm might cause Longbourn.

      “I can already see the herbs in the garden have just washed away!” Mrs. Bennet cried to her husband. The Bennets sat around the fire, where they had remained for much of the last day and watched out the window while the trees shook, and the leaves scattered into the wind. “At this rate, the entire house will just blow away, Mr. Bennet! And then where will we live? With your mad cousin in London who lives over a pie shop?”

      Elizabeth’s father just continued reading his book with little regard for his wife’s theatrics. But Lizzy could not help but echo some of her mother’s concerns.

      “Papa, have you looked out into the yard since this morning? It has begun to look quite dreadful, especially at the farthest most edge of the estate.”

      Mr. Bennet stood from his chair and crossed to the window, where he examined what little he could through the rain. It had grown near impossible to see more than a few meters away, but it was still possible to tell that the yard had washed away, and pieces of the roof had been lifted away by the wind.

      “Well, you certainly were not wrong, Elizabeth. We will have to keep an eye on that.”

      The family returned to their generally quiet reflection when the sudden appearance of Mr. Darcy in the sitting room incites a surprising amount of confusion.

      “Mr. Darcy!” Mrs. Bennet shouted. “We have seen so little of you today, I quite nearly forgot you were here. Have you been in the library since breakfast?”

      Darcy sat in the empty chair nearest Mr. Bennet and accepted the tea that was offered to him by Jane.

      Indeed, I have, Mrs. Bennet, and I thank you for your hospitality. I only hope I need not intrude upon it much longer. It is unlikely a storm of this power can last another day and then I expect my carriage should return for me.”

      Mr. Bennet did not seem to agree.

      “Even if the storm should end, Mr. Darcy, the roads will remain inaccessible for days, I am afraid. Until the mud dries, there would be no way for carriage wheels to travel between here and Netherfield. You have not yet experienced Hertfordshire mud, sir, and it is not to be trifled with.”

      Elizabeth almost jumped from her chair with worry; the only thing that kept her seated was the knowledge that her parents would demand to know what was wrong if she behaved in such a manner. Instead, she looked over at Darcy to see how he would answer to the news that he would not be able to leave Longbourn. But he did not show a single sign of his concern.

      Rather, he smiled at his host and hostess and took another sip of his tea.

      “If it must be that I remain her longer, then I only hope I can return your great kindness one day,” Darcy said with a cordial nod. Lizzy could scarcely contain her desire to exclaim in terror, but found she was at once distracted by the sudden sound of a crash from outside.

      “Papa, did you hear that?” Jane asked, quite nervous.

      “Indeed,” Mr. Bennet said. “It sounded as if it came from the stables.”

      The entire household, except for Mrs. Bennet who refused to get wet, ran to the front door and tossed it open. It took a moment for them to see through rain, but once they were able, it became clear that the wind had caused a section of the stable roof to break. It appeared as if the horses were trapped behind the fallen wood and the sound of their panic was distressing Lizzy beyond measure.

      “Where did that stable hand go?” Mr. Bennet exclaimed. “This is precisely the reason I hired him! And now when there is danger, he is nowhere to be found?”

      Elizabeth could not bear the pain of hearing the horse cry for help any longer. Without a moment’s hesitation, she threw the door open and ran out into the storm, hoping against hope that she might find her way to the stable, even though she could not see.

      “Lizzy! Come back here! Have you gone mad?” Jane cried out after her sister. It was the last voice she heard before she got too far from the house to even be aware of it in the storm. She pushed through the driving rain until at last, she discovered the stable, and it was just as they had feared; the roof had fallen and the horses, including her beloved favorite, were all trapped behind the stone.

      She had no idea what she might do now that she had made it to the horses, but she had to at least try. In an attempt to get to the fallen portion of the roof, she entered from the still secure doorway. Once she reached the horses, she grasped for the first fallen beam she could, but as soon as she tried to lift it, she found it was much too heavy.

      “Curse you!” Elizabeth cried out without thinking, the heavy wood almost pulling her to the ground.

      “Might I help?” a voice asked from beside her, surprising her with its appearance. Elizabeth turned and discovered that Mr. Darcy had followed her from the house and now stood beside her, as wet as her from the rain but somehow more handsome than she had ever seen him. And yet, she a sudden surge of frustration at the sight of him.

      “Mr. Darcy, please return to the house. My mother will never forgive me if you should die out here saving our horses.”

      Darcy looked around at the mess caused by the collapse and the rain as it poured in. He looked in at the horses, calmed slightly by the presence of those who appeared to be helping them but still quite suspicious of the storm that had put them in danger in the first place. Darcy laughed with a surprising warmth. “And I should never forgive myself, Miss Bennet, if I allowed your beautiful horses to suffer injury without my so much as lifting a finger. Nor should a lady attempt to accomplish such a feat herself.”

      Lizzy ceased her attempts at moving the wood and approached Darcy with her hands placed firmly on her hips. “I beg your pardon, sir, but I am more than capable of accomplishing any feat by myself. I find it quite insulting that you should think otherwise.”

      Darcy lifted the fallen piece of wood as if it were little more than a feather and tossed it out into the yard.

      “There is time later to be insulted. Now, I fear if we do not aid these horses in their escape from the stable, we might well find ourselves lost in here with them.”

      Under different circumstances, Elizabeth might have argued with the gentleman, but the storm only seemed to be getting worse, and she could not turn him away for the sake of her beloved horses. So, side-by-side, they removed each piece of the roof and placed it outside of the stable. It felt as if it took hours and with every heavy piece of stone and beam they managed to dislodge, it appeared another revealed itself.

      And yet, in spite of the terrible conditions, Lizzy could not help but notice the way his strong arms flexed with every movement and the way his wet hair fell across his forehead. Her only distraction was the importance of their goal, so together they press on, until at last, the exit was clear. As soon as they saw their chance at freedom, the horses ran to the barn, still untouched by the storm, leaving Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy exhausted and wet, but pleased at their success.

      “Thank you so much, Mr. Darcy. Without your help, we surely would have lost all of our horses to this terrible storm.”

      “Your thanks are unnecessary but appreciated. And I did it to ensure your safety as well, Miss Bennet. It is most treacherous out here and you might have hurt yourself as well. You are a very brave woman.”

      The wind blew harder against the stable, the ferocity of it instilling Elizabeth with fear at the thought of returning to the house. Darcy appeared to sense her concern.

      “It would be best if we remain here for a while. If there is a chance that the rain and wind might slow, then I would rather you be safe.”

      Elizabeth’s heart seemed to beat faster at the thought he was concerned for her safety. And when she considered all he had done to save the horses, she felt as if all of the disdain she had experienced in his presence before had been misplaced. Every memory from the night before washed over her. She found herself overcome by the desire to kiss him. And as if he felt it too, he approached her, his hand outstretched, with a slight smile on his face.

      When he touched her, she trembled, and while she wished him to take her in his arms with every inch of her being, she knew what had happened in his bed chambers could not happen again.

      “Mr. Darcy, while I am grateful for your help, more than you could know, we cannot…”

      But he did not allow her to finish speaking; he simply pulled her against his chest and kissed her, slow and deep, sending a wave of desire all the way down to her toes. She did not wish him to stop, so when he pulled away, she felt an emptiness she did not expect, and it caused her pain. A pain he could see.

      “Did I hurt you?” he asked as he brushed a strand hair away from Elizabeth’s face and kissed her forehead.

      “The only pain I feel, Mr. Darcy,” she said, “is the pain of not being with you. You could never hurt me, dear sir. I want you, truly. I hope you do not think me forward for saying it.”

      Darcy sighed with contentment as his strong hands traveled the length of Elizabeth’s back, grasping away at the strings of her dress and sliding it from her shoulders. He began with a gentle touch but as he swept her up from the ground and set her down in the hay, she knew that his gentleness would not last. Memories of their time together the day before only increased her desire, so she welcomed his all-consuming

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
    

  

OEBPS/images/b5d583542b2a9b4b4550b98172466ac6.jpg





OEBPS/images/screen-shot-2018-09-07-at-70729-pm.jpg
AL \4‘4 ‘4\/._4 \._‘._‘-

T\ Dl





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





