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FOUND OBJECTS


Olivia London


It was her aunt’s fault, Mademoiselle Charlotte Daney would reason later on while arranging objects in the comfort and safety of her room. Like many females of her day and breeding, Charlotte was educated at a local convent in Olgart, a fashionable but fading town fifty miles south of Paris. Charlotte’s parents expected their lovely flaxen-haired daughter to remain sequestered until a suitable marriage match could be made. There was, however, another daughter to consider and this was proving to be an obstacle to poor Charlotte’s happiness. For a mate must be fettered to Isabelle, now five-and-twenty and a headstrong little bead before the younger daughter could be presented to society.


If it were not for her good Aunt Louisa Tournelle, Charlotte feared she would go mad. At night, the petite blonde pleasured herself with nimble fingers but by day she craved a real man’s member roiling inside her. Louisa recalled what it was like to be young; twice a week she brought her carriage round to the convent and within hours she and her niece were commandeering the magnificent, albeit sometimes brutal, streets of Paris. While ostensibly finding a need to run an errand or visit an old friend, Aunt Louisa turned her muslin-clad back while Charlotte was making off with some dashing garçon or other.


And now there was to be a bal masqué at the Comte Cherel estate and Aunt Louisa had to work all manner of charms to wangle an invite for her favored niece. Oh, Louisa liked Isabelle well enough but thought the girl selfish in her steadfast refusal to marry. “And why should she marry?” was an unsolicited question she once posited at a holiday gathering. “Isabelle has it too good at home. Dismiss her maids, brother, and I guarantee you’ll find your daughter chomping the bit to find a husband soon enough.” Isabelle had refused to speak to her aunt for the rest of the evening.


But why should poor Charlotte suffer? Here was a buxom, healthy girl four-and-twenty years of age, ripe as a fig mid-air falling from a tree. Her loins were wanting to part for a lover . . . or two. The golden crest of her locks should be crowned with laurel, the dewy petals of her lips were meant to be kissed morning, noon and night!


No, Louisa would not brook her brother and sister-in-law’s old-fashioned ways. She would not stand by while Charlotte’s youth was lost for the sake of convention.


When Aunt Louisa presented her niece with a mask for the party, Charlotte cried, “Oh, Aunt, darling. It’s perfect!” And it was, tiered in black velvet with satin furbelows on either side, Mlle Charlotte Daney was sure to garner at least one admirer. Louisa chuckled to herself as she pictured Charlotte wrestling a swain to the nearest daybed like a lepidopterist expertly using a butterfly pin. Louisa, a retired schoolteacher, always contended there was nothing weak about her sex.


Heads turned when Charlotte made her entrance at the ball but, not knowing a soul, she was quickly ignored. She just as quickly grew bored until she sighted a man whose laser-cut subterfuge made him look dangerous. The mask didn’t hide the strength of his jawline or the sensual loop of his lips. What would it be like to have that mouth pressed to her quim? She shook the image away and sidled to the buffet table where she hoped to find a mountain of cream pies. Charlotte was about to bite into a morsel of sweet when she felt a man’s breath envelop her, like a pocket of summer air.


“Eat too many of those and I’ll be happy to help you loosen your stays,” the voice said.


“Pray, what other diversions are there?”


“An arch answer. You must be a married woman on the prowl.”


Charlotte noted the man licked his full lips and an erection was trumpeting in his trousers. He’d make a fine bedfellow indeed, the hungry girl thought, but before she could respond a woman in a boat of bombazine approached the two and whisked away Charlotte’s quarry.


“Come, Edwin. There’s someone I want you to meet.”


Edwin took the lady’s arm while casting a rueful glance in Charlotte’s direction. Once again, Charlotte was alone. The poor convent girl didn’t even have her aunt for company; Louisa had dropped her niece off with the intention of returning in an hour or two.
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