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"Here I am once more in this scene of dissipation and vice, and I begin already to find my morals corrupted."
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Jane Austen, letter of August 1796
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With a swift glance all around to ensure she was not being observed, the young woman opened the concealed door in the wooden panelling, and slipped through the opening. She paused long enough to turn the key, straining her ears as she did so, anxious not to hear her name called by either well-meaning friend or relation.

All seemed well and, exhaling with relief, she lifted her dress above her ankles, and scampered up the dimly lit narrow staircase into a small rectangular space. The only illumination was provided by the light emitting from three small wax candles squeezed into brass wall scones.

‘Well done, my dear,’ Charlotte greeted her with an impish smile. ‘I am pleased to see you even if you are only tolerable. I have an excellent view of your admirer from here, should you feel the need to examine him with impunity. He is as handsome as he is rich.’

‘He is as impudent as he is tall!’ Elizabeth retorted with a scowl. ‘How can you make light of it so, Lottie, when you perceive how cross the gentleman in question has rendered me?’

‘Me thinks the lady doth protest too much,’ Charlotte advanced upon her friend with a smile, her hands outstretched. ‘He is both rich and handsome. Despite your current vexation, I can tell you are drawn to him.’

Before Elizabeth had a chance to protest that she was no such thing, and had little interest in Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy, Charlotte had caught hold of her hands and pulled her closer to the wood panelling. When Elizabeth placed her face against the oval sized hole which had been carefully hewn from the panel in question, she understood what the other woman meant about the view. 

‘Lottie!’ she gasped. ‘Only a devious wench such as yourself could have discovered a room such as this.’

‘Father mentioned it,’ Charlotte spoke the words against the skin on the back of her friend’s neck, causing her to shiver with anticipation. ‘Once I knew of its existence, I made it my business to discover its location. Have you noticed how easy it is to obtain information from certain men simply by smiling? I am resolved to marry a stupid man. I am convinced that sharing a home with a clever spouse would be exhausting.’

‘After this evening, I begin to doubt I shall ever marry,’ Elizabeth sighed despondently. ‘Do not forget I am tolerable enough without being temptingly handsome.’

‘You shall certainly marry, my love,’ Charlotte slipped her arms around her friend’s waist and raised them as far as her breasts. She gently kneaded the spheres of flesh, causing Elizabeth to moan, and catch her bottom lip between neat white teeth. 

‘You are beautiful and clever, Eliza,’ Charlotte ran her tongue along the back of the other woman’s neck. ‘Nonetheless, you do not always appreciate what is in your best interests. Worry not about the future for I am here to guide you.’

Elizabeth made as if to draw back from the spyhole, but Charlotte restrained her saying, ‘Stay as you are, my love. Watch Mr. Darcy while I help you relax. You secured the door?’

‘Naturally I did,’ her friend murmured. ‘I fear we shall shortly be missed.’

‘All eyes are fixed upon your sister and Mr. Bingley,’ Charlotte replied, bending down and grasping hold of her friend’s gown. She lifted the dress and petticoat gently so as not to add to the creases.

‘Hold this,’ she whispered, and Elizabeth obligingly took a handful of fabric in each hand, making sure none could escape and hamper the other woman’s attentions.

‘So beautiful,’ Charlotte dropped to her knees and reverently kissed the naked bottom conveniently situated at eye level. ‘It seems a shame to waste you on a man, yet we cannot go on like this forever, my love. It is fair to say that neither of us is getting any younger. I, especially am positively galloping towards dreaded spinsterhood. Spread your legs, but keep watching Mr. Darcy. I persuaded one of the servants to secret a cushion here earlier. It helps to have such an extensive acquaintance.’

Elizabeth paid little heed to her friend’s mention of cushions or acquaintances. With her eyes firmly fixed on the tall man in the room below, she parted her legs, making sure the gap was as wide as she could make it. Her heightened senses felt the other woman slipping her slim body through the aperture, and making herself comfortable on the cushion before leaning back against the panelling.

‘Always the perfect height with a cushion,’ Charlotte whispered smugly. She cupped the shapely knees at the back, and pulled the other woman’s body closer to her own mouth. Elizabeth whimpered as her friend’s tongue explored the inside of each finely-honed thigh just above stocking level. She had worn her silk pair in honour of the occasion, held up by simple cream garters as befitting a young lady of modesty. Charlotte’s tongue teased the skin just inside the top of the stocking for a moment, but soon began to make its way upwards.

‘Oh, my goodness,’ Eliza gasped with anticipation.

‘Keep watching Mr. Darcy,’ Charlotte mumbled against the fair skin of a toned thigh. ‘He would make a fine husband.’

‘But not mine,’ Elizabeth retorted, obediently searching for the visitor with the rather intimidating demeanour. He was not difficult to locate even in the crush of the Meryton Assemblies, being one of the tallest men in the room.

‘I have got him,’ she announced. ‘He is watching the dancing with a rather supercilious expression.’

‘Excellent,’ Lottie whispered, as she gently parted the luxuriant mass of pubic hair and placed her tongue on the pink clitoris. Even as she kept both eyes fixed upon her target, Elizabeth kept a firm grip on the fabric of her gown. She would rather have used her hands to support her body against the wooden panelling, yet daren’t distract her friend by dropping the gown.

She moaned softly as Charlotte’s tongue began to caress the sensitive nub of womanly flesh. Warm wet juice pooled in her private cavity, and she briefly closed her eyes and savoured the sensation. Then, mindful of her instructions, she opened them again and watched Mr. Darcy’s face and form. He certainly had an excellent figure, even if he chose not to show it off by indulging in an activity as bourgeois as dancing.

Charlotte’s hands gently kneaded the firm white bottom, while she used the flat of her hot wet tongue to caress the clitoral area. The tiny nub began to fill and expand. Elizabeth squeaked, and fought the urge to rub her body urgently against her friend’s mouth.

This behaviour would be deemed acceptable in the privacy of Longbourn or Lucas Lodge, where Charlotte could easily wash the bodily juices off her face before encountering others. Such facilities were limited at the assemblies, and she would have to make do with a dampened handkerchief to clean her face, and a sprig of mint to chew on afterwards.

Without pausing in her oral ministrations, Charlotte lowered her hand from Elizabeth’s right buttock and gently inserted her smallest finger into the most restricted area. It came out coated in musky juice. As Eliza moaned and her body quivered with unfulfilled release, Charlotte sought the anal cavity. This time, she was less cautious about inserting the finger. Elizabeth would never have to explain an unexpected absence of virginity in this region to a bemused husband.

With her eyes still fixed upon her target and her gown in a white knuckled grip, Elizabeth bit her lip, and willed her body not to buckle or otherwise betray her. Charlotte’s finger probed the most forbidden orifice while her tongue continued its ministrations.

The paroxysm began somewhere inside her dancing slippers and quickly spread to her knees, turning them to jelly. With little means of support at her disposal, Elizabeth rested her forehead against the wood panelling, and leaned into it, even as her entire body spasmed from the inside out.

Charlotte withdrew her tongue from the throbbing clitoris, but continued to probe the rear cavity with relentless industry until her friend had nothing left to release. Satisfied her work was complete, she gently eased her body through Eliza’s quivering legs and scrambled to her feet in a rather unladylike fashion.

The reticule she favoured for the assemblies was draped over one of the candle holders attached to the wall. It had been a choice between using it as a hanger, or abandoning the precious item to the somewhat dusty wooden floor, something Charlotte was not prepared to risk.

Inside her usual handkerchief was a second one she had dampened with rosewater in the room set aside for ladies’ ablutions. She quickly wiped her fingers and face with the damp square of fabric then towelled everything with the dry one. In the meantime, Elizabeth gathered her scattered wits and fixed her gown and hair as best she could.

‘Feeling better, my love?’ Charlotte enquired with a wry smile.

‘Immeasurably so,’ Elizabeth replied vehemently. ‘Considerably superior to tolerable.’

‘You are charmingly flushed, my love. Let us hasten to join the others before we are missed. I am keen to know how your sister fares with Mr. Bingley. She has already danced with him twice!’

Charlotte extinguished the first candle as she spoke. After performing the same office on the second, she gently eased the remaining wax pillar from its sconce. Holding it aloft, she used it to guide the duo down the wooden stairs and back to the gaiety of the ball. Unseen by anybody except a passing waiter who had little interest in them, they exited the spy room as discreetly as they had entered. 
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