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The vicar stood in his pulpit and surveyed his flock.  Here on Christmas Eve he was pleased, very pleased that the church was standing room only.  It would be even busier tomorrow; no family would sit down for their meal of roast goose without first attending Church.  In the front pews were the good and powerful of the town, the further back he looked the poorer the people became.  He smiled at his congregation, especially to the attractive sisters in the front row.

The church was ancient, it had stood in its location at the center of the village for almost 800 years, it was recorded in the Doomsday book, though it had no doubt been rebuilt since.  The ceiling was high, it was usually cold but the presence of so many people made it warm today.  The pews were equally ancient, made from hard unforgiving wood.

“And now,” he said, half shouting to ensure he could be heard, “my final thoughts before you can all return home and make merry.” He smiled, a light chuckle spread through the gathering – he was in no doubt that on this of all days people wanted to return home, their own home, be it large or small, quiet or full and await the birthday of the savior and Lord Jesus Christ.  He continued,

“Before our last hymn please think about those in other parts of the Empire, fighting for Queen and Country.  Lord Bellingham should be here of course, but he cannot as he is leading soldiers of the Queen in India – although the rebellion may have been put down and forever crushed, he continues to lead the army.”  A second mumbling of thanks went through the crowd, as he knew it would.  The Vicar took the opportunity to look at Lord Bellingham’s daughters, sitting in the front row.  They smiled pleasantly up at him.  Aged 18 and 20, one had long dark hair and the other fiery red. 

The red headed Matilda, or Tilda to her family, caught his eye in particular.  She was wearing a long wine red dress that complemented her hair, the top was low cut, fashionable in 1857, pushing her ample breasts inwards and upwards.  Her waist was impossibly small, no doubt crushed by a corset. Her skin was absolutely white, she’d never felt the summer sun on her, as was the fashion for the upper class.  White skin showed that she had never worked in her life, certainly not in the fields.

Over the dress she wore a floor length green shawl, the color matched the girl’s eyes.  It was offset by white lace at the neck and cuffs of the sleeve.  She’d known him since birth, he baptized her those 18 years ago.  He swallowed, realizing how long he’d been staring at the girl, she however just continued to smile back at him.  Ah, the innocence of youth, he thought, come the ball season in the summer she’ll have a pick of hands for her marriage.

He looked back at the congregation, “Let us sing,” he said, “Hymn 708, Silent Night.”  The organist started to play, and the assembled masses started to sing.  The vicar took the opportunity to study the Lord Bellingham’s other daughter, Eleanor or Ellie, a couple of years older than the red head but every inch as good looking, as with her sister her waist was incredibly narrow, she wore a one-piece blue dress that exposed her chest, like her sister’s it was offset with white lace on the wrists, neck and hem.  On her neck was a three-inch-thick choker.

Between the two girls sat their mother, herself a good looking woman of about 40 years of age.  Large breasts run in that family he thought, how fortunate am I that their social status means they have to sit at the front?  Her dress was more modest, black, less of her chest on display but it was still full length.  On her head was a bonnet, he wished she’d take it off in church but she never did while her husband was away and he was too timid to criticize her as she was effectively acting head of the village

As he sang with his flock he reminded himself that he was 54, a model member of society, he had daughters older than these girls, they’d long since been married and he barely saw them. Still, looking doesn’t hurt, does it? he told himself by way of an apology.  He smiled at Lady Bellingham and she returned his smile, with thin lips.  Had she seen him gazing at her daughters?

As the hymn ended and the people of Great Chesterton stood he made his way down the center aisle and stood by the door, the village was only 30 or so miles from the center of London, but it had barely changed in 500 years.  Farming kept the village alive, farming and the 20 or so servants employed at Bellingham Manor, the ancestral home of the Bellingham’s since time immemorial.

The church emptied from the back, the poorest leaving first while the middle and upper class families put on their long winter robes.  The Bellingham family donned matching black cloaks that fell almost to the floor.  Then the girls placed their bonnets on their heads, put on their gloves and tied the cloaks at the neck.  The finishing touches were the soft cozy muffs into which they sank their hands, made from the finest sable furs that probably cost more than the average serf in the village made in a year.

At the door he in turn greeted and bid the people good bye as they walked out into the snow.  There was a light snow shower falling but the ground was already covered and had been for a week.  The skies were black, no stars were visible so it looked like the snow would continue to fall into Christmas Day.  He looked up the snow sitting on the tree branches, illuminated by light escaping from the church windows.  He enjoyed the crisp air, a change from the stuffy interior, and watched as people walked home, there were three carriages waiting, the horses standing patiently, steam coming from their hot bodies.

“Excellent Sermon,” said Lady Bellingham to the Vicar, he took her hand and bowed a little.  If her husband had been present he would have groveled, fawning to try to win favor with the family.  Even the wife of a Lord deserved respect from him.

“Thank you your Ladyship,” he replied, always pleased to be talking to the Lord’s wife – and to be seen talking to her, “I am honored to have you and your daughters in my church.”  Lady Bellingham smiled, she was in no mood to talk, her head ached.  Her daughters were too young and innocent to have understood the lecherous look on his face, but she could read it as easily as the words in the Book of Common Prayer.

“I look forward to seeing you again tomorrow for morning worship.”  Lady Bellingham nodded, she hoped she’d be well enough.

“Come now girls,” she said, “time to be going.”  She spoke as their carriage, the last one pulled by four black horses pulled up to the church door.  The driver stayed in his seat as the two footmen climbed down from the back and opened the door, lowering the steps and helping the three women into the inside.  As soon as they were in they closed the door, trapping as much heat as they could inside the carriage, before they took their place on the footplate of the carriage. 

The groom lashed the horses with his whip and they started to walk on away from the church towards Bellingham Manor, the grand 50 roomed house a small rise that meant it towered over the village.  The manor was only 15 minutes away from the church by horse and the family rode in silence for the short journey home, Lady Bellingham silently cursing every bump in the road.
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As the horse drew up to the mansion Tilda studied it, to her it was normal but as she’d got older she’d become aware of how big it was compared to anything else she’d ever seen.  The house was in a giant “U” shape, the entrance in the center with the wings flanking it.  It was spread over at least five floors, the servants stayed on the top floor, the basement given over to them in their labors.  To the side were stables and some more private accommodation for the senior staff such as the Butler and cook.  The house was grand and opulent by anyone’s standards, save perhaps the Queen’s herself.

At the house the groom expertly stopped the horses at the front door and the staff of the house sprang into action.  The grand door, almost 20 feet high made of solid oak opened and Johnson, the butler, came out.  He was an old man, nearer 60 years of age than 50 and he’d worked for the Bellingham family since he was 14 years old.  He was smiling, genuinely pleased to see the family he served return home safe and sound.  Lord Bellingham trusted the man implicitly, as well he should.  As Butler he was head of the servants in the house.

He was a product of his time, his spotless shirt brilliant white, winged collar, with a black bow tie.  His waistcoat was full, starting only eight inches below his collar – gentleman of the time’s waistcoats were generally only three inches wide where the buttons were.  Over this he had a long black morning jacket, black starched trousers and black shoes.  He’d worn the same outfit for since he became butler, to wear anything else would have felt strange to him.

His back was bent, what little of his hair that remained was as white as the snow that was still falling outside.  On his face he sported long side whiskers and moustache, but his chin was clean shaven.  He stood to one side of the door, allowing his juniors to walk outside and help the family home.  Ellie looked up at the building, she’d lived there since her birth and to this day she was certain she’d not been in even a half of the rooms.  The house was mostly dark, with so few people living in it the vast majority was closed off for the winter, the only rooms with light were the main reception room and some of the bedrooms. The top floor was reserved for the staff, half the windows had some illumination.  Further up she could see smoke rising from a dozen or so stacks, the rest were still and silent.

As the family walked up the stairs Johnson spoke to Lady Bellingham.  “Welcome home your Ladyship,” he said, genuinely pleased to see her.  She smiled at him, she’d known him since she married her husband, he was first footman in those days of course.  He’d worked at the house for nearly 30 years before he’d made it to butler.

The entrance hall was grand and opulent.  Ahead of the family was a giant central stair case, wide enough for four people to walk abreast.  The walls were made of oak paneling with giant oil paintings of the family going back 200 years hanging on the walls.  On one side an enormous fireplace had a fire burning, the yule log had been going for several days now.  The place smelled of a wood fire.  Tilda liked that especially, coal might have been more practical but it lacked the aroma of a real log fire.

And the tree!  The tree this year was magnificent – it always was.  It stood in the entrance hall, almost 20 feet tall.  The girls remembered Christmases without one, they’d only had one for the last five years. When they first got one it, following the new royal tradition, it had seemed so strange, but now it would be hard to think of a Christmas without one.  It was covered in candles, there must have been a hundred on there.  The girls, naturally, gave no thought to how the candles appeared or got lit.  The upper classes rarely thought of anything practical like that.

As the girls walked past they eyed the masses of boxes underneath the tree, all wrapped in brightly colored paper, the unknown treasures contained within were a source of fascination for Ellie in particular.  She remembered last year when she’d been given a pineapple, she’d never seen one before or since and was hoping to get one again. 

As she came in her Ladyship took her hands from her muff and handed it to her lady’s maid .  Next she undid her cloak, she paused then lowered her arms, it started to slide and her maid was there, appearing as if by magic to take the garment.  Once it was off she just started to walk, aiming for the parlor. Behind her, her daughters did as she did, not speaking.  Ellie’s eyes met one of the footman’s, Quinn, about 10 years her senior.  Tall, handsome she lusted after him, and he after her, but the social class of the day made romance out of the question.  At least as far as anyone knew.

Tilda was more reserved than her sister and mother, she undid her cloak, handed it to a maid and thanked her, there was no need for her to speak to her of course but she did out of politeness.  Once disrobed the sisters followed their mother into the parlor.

The room was painted a dark red color, a coal fire was burning and dozens of candles were lit providing a well-lit room to relax in.  The two girls didn’t sit down, they wouldn’t until their mother did.  As soon as she did they sat on the long sofa opposite her and there was a little simple conversation until Johnson arrived and poured each woman a sherry.  They drank in silence, dinner would soon be served.  Lady Bellingham closed her eyes to try to shift her headache.


Maid, Bellingham Manor

[image: ]


3

After dinner Lady Bellingham announced that she was going to retire, she feared a brain fever.  The master suite was in the West wing on the first floor, she was feeling much worse and privately she knew she’d be unable to make church tomorrow.  She would have to make an appearance at the Christmas Dinner, in the absence of her husband only death would be an acceptable excuse for non-attendance.

After their mother had retired the girls attended their duties, Tilda sat at the piano in the music room which was adjacent to the formal dining room where they and the local dignitaries would be eating tomorrow.  The grand doors between the rooms were opened so that the music could enter the room, Tilda would be playing and Ellie would sing to entertain their guests, entertain and be on display to the local gentry, at 20 Ellie was of prime marrying age.

The girls practiced until it was late, a pair of servants stood respectfully by, within earshot but out of sight.  The mantra of a good servant, be available but unseen.  When the large grandfather clock in the entrance hall struck 10 the two girls looked at each other.

“I think it is time to retire,” said Ellie.  As the elder, and in the absence of their mother, responsibility fell to her.”

“Indeed,” replied Tilda, “I am quite fatigued.”  The servants listening knew what to do, quietly they slipped away to the staff rooms and prepared a bed warmer pan for each girl, the pans were made of brass, into each went some hot coals and the servants climbed the stairs quickly, a couple of footmen took their place to lock the house down for the night.

When they got to their bedrooms in the East wing, away from their parents, the two girls bid each other goodnight and entered their respective rooms. Tilda loved her room, it wasn’t the largest in the house, it was still 20 feet wide and 30 long, with imposing windows overlooking the formal garden at the front of the house.  The curtains were closed, shutting out the light and keeping in the heat.  The fire in her room had been burning for several hours and the room was warm, overheated and stuffy. 

As she walked in Tilda ignored the girl in her room warming the bed, instead she made for her dressing room and she sat down, waiting on her servant.  Once the bed was warm Baxter, the servant, removed the bed warmer and put it on the hearth, then entered the dressing area.  Her next job was to assist her mistress in getting ready for bed.

Tilda watched Baxter in the mirror as she came into the room, she didn’t move or speak for a few moments.  She studied Baxter, as she did most nights.  The girl was thin, much thinner than she was with small, almost tiny breasts.  Her hair was up – all her father’s servant girls wore their hair up – plaited with a headband holding it in place.  Her face was pale, but not bone white like Tilda’s, even months after the sun had gone the girl retained some color to her face.

Her dress was identical to all the other girls, whereas herself and her sister liked to wear bright colors, the servants were dressed in black with white lace on the cuffs.  The girls waist was squeezed by a corset, the top of her chest exposed, but she showed far less flesh that Tilda or Ellie did.  On her neck was a lace collar with a gold plated – not solid gold – necklace hanging down.  The necklace was for Lord Bellingham to display his wealth to the world.  I’m so rich, it said, I can decorate my servants with gold.

“Can I ‘elp you out Mistress?” the girl asked, her accent was common, the letter H always an optional extra with her.  The question had to be asked, even though it was her only reason for being there.

“Thank you,” replied Tilda, standing up to face Baxter.  Baxter started with the green over dress, she slowly but surely undid button after tiny button, when it was no longer fastened she eased it over Tilda’s shoulders and carried it away to hang.  When she came back she repeated the process on the underdress, leaving Tilda in her bloomers, petticoat and corset, he long red hair cascading down her back. 

When the coreset came off Tilda felt like she could breathe for the first time since getting up that morning, she was now almost naked, but she didn’t mind, it was Baxter’s job to help her.  She might have died of shame to be naked in front of anyone else.  Tilda looked at herself in the mirror, then she spoke.

“Am I pretty Baxter?” she asked.  Baxter blushed, it was not her place to discuss her Mistresses’ look.  But she’d been asked a direct question.  Baxter looked at Tilda, her waist was naturally thin, she’d been wearing corsets 16 hours a day for 8 years and it had an effect.  Her breasts were full and firm, even in the warmth of the room her nipples hard and erect. 

Baxter picked up a hair brush and started to brush the richer girl’s hair, Tilda aware that she was being studied.  But she’d asked the question and wanted to be judged, just as long as the outcome was the one she wanted.  Baxter pulled the brush through Tilda’s long red hair, starting at the top, over and over she worked it before finally replying.

“’Tis not my place to discuss you like that Mistress,” she said, then looked around before adding, “But with your hair Mistress and your birthright, when the ball season starts in April you’ll be the belle of the ball.” 

Tilda looked at herself, “Do you really mean that?” she asked, she’d always hated her hair, it made her stand out, she was shy and wanted to fade into the background.

“I’d love to have your hair Mistress,” was the reply, “Your hair and your body, I’m nothing but skin and bones.”  What I’d really love would be your position in society, Baxter thought.

Tilda looked at Baxter in the mirror, the put her hands over her ample bosom, suddenly aware she was almost naked.  She moved quickly, pushing down the layers of petticoats that gave her dress volume.  Baxter looked down, picked up the corset and went for Tilda’s night gown.  She helped Tilda into it, then helped her into bed, before closing the drapes round the four poster bed.

“Will you be needing me again this evening Mistress?” she asked.

“No thank you,” replied Tilda.  Baxter curtsied, picked up the bed warming pan, extinguished most of the candles and picked up the remaining candle holder.

“Goodnight Mistress,” said Baxter.  Tilda didn’t reply, she just waited for the door to close and to be alone, the glow from the fire just visible around the edges of the drapes.
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Tilda awoke with a start, she stretched and her feet moved into a cold part of the huge bed, the cold waking her some more.  She sat up and opened the bed drapes, the fire had gone out and it was dark, very dark in her room.  What had woken her up?

She was about to lie back down when she heard it again, the floorboard outside her door had squeaked, something, someone was moving carefully down the corridor.  It was late, very late, who could be moving at that time of night?

Tilda had chosen the room for herself, it was at the far end of the East wing of the house, external walls on two sides, her sister in the room across the corridor.  Tilda knew she should have gone back to sleep but she was awake now and knew that she needed to use the bathroom.  She smiled at the thought, over the summer the house had had indoor plumbing fitted, as far as she knew the only one, certainly in the village.  She shuddered at the memory of using the chamber pot.  Never again, she told herself.

After she’d used the bathroom off her bedroom she thought about getting back into bed, but the sound had intrigued her.  She had to investigate.  Tilda crept to her door and opened it, the hallway was black, the only light coming from the moon through the windows at the end.  She walked to the window, being careful to avoid the loose floorboard and looked out, snow wasn’t falling but the ground was white, it looked beautiful.  She paused at the stairwell, this wasn’t a grand one made of solid oak, it was narrow and only went up to the servant’s quarters.  She’d never been up before, well, not since she was a little girl.

Nervously she put a foot onto the bottom step, she expected it to creak and groan and 100 people appear to chastise her.  She conjured images of the police, her mother and father politely informing her of their displeasure.  Like most of the upper class they were permanently polite, when they were really annoyed they became positively verbose.  Then she told herself she was just being foolish, it was her house.  But she was still nervous as she climbed the stairs.

The top floor of the house was reserved for the staff.  She’d never seen anyone use these stairs, she’d seen the staff going up the stairwell on the other side and assumed that they all stayed over the West Wing and that the rooms above were empty.  Again the sound, Tilda shook her head, she was clearly wrong.

At the top she hesitated again, one of the doors was ajar and flickering candle light crept round the edge.  Quite rightly Tilda felt guilty as she crept up, the timbers of the bare floor unmoving.  Tilda shivered, and not just from the chill air.  She felt alive, creeping round her own home, spying on the unknown occupants of the room ahead.

Tilda tiptoed to the doorway, she could make out the voices now, a low, deep masculine voice was speaking.

“Have you been a bad girl again?” he said, his voice was stern but not harsh.

“Yes Sir,” came the reply.  Tilda jumped backwards and clasped a hand to her mouth, stifling a cry, the female voice was her sister Ellie.  Ellie?  Calling a man Sir?  Her face flushed, she felt guilty but she couldn’t move away.  She wanted to burst in and accuse the man, to see who it was, to report him to Johnson and her mother.  But she didn’t, she felt strange and her curiosity got the better of her.  She looked down the corridor, but she was alone.  The man spoke again.

“How bad have you been Ellie?”

“I’ve been a very bad girl Sir,” she said again.  Tilda panicked, what if they saw her?  Then she calmed down, the only light came from inside the room, standing at the door she couldn’t be seen.  She took a deep breath, convincing herself that this would make her invisible and stepped up to the door and peered inside.

The man was about six feet tall with short dark hair, standing with his back to her.  He was wearing a clean white shirt and black trousers, it could be any one of half a dozen men in their employment.  But her sister . . . she’d never seen any woman look anything like it.  Tilda was a country girl, she’d led a very sheltered existence. 

Her sister was on the floor, kneeling in front of the man.  She was holding one of his hands, eyes to the floor, looking guilty.  She was wearing a deep blue corset – Ellie usually wore blue or green – it had straps over her shoulders and was made of silk, or covered in in silk, the candle light reflected in it.  The corset was so low cut and tight, her ample bosom was being forced upwards and together.  Her face was made up, she wasn’t white but had a very slight tanned look with deep red lipstick. 

She was wearing matching blue knickers, sheer black stockings and a suspender belt.  Tilda’s mouth opened, she felt strange, she had a vague idea about sex but she had never had any formal tuition or practical experience.  She knew that watching was forbidden, but she couldn’t tear herself away from the scene in front of her eyes.

“My Lord,” her sister said, “In church today, the Vicar was inspecting me.  He was looking at my chest and my sister’s chest.  I liked the sensation My Lord, he wanted us both and I liked the feeling.  Sir, it is not right for a woman of my stature to like being looked at like that and I beg My Lord’s forgiveness and punishment, whatever that might be.”

The man let go of Ellie’s hand and it fell to the floor.  He reached out to Ellie’s head and stroked her hair.  They were clearly play acting.  What happened next shocked Tilda.  Shocked and excited her in a way nothing ever had before.
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“Take my belt off,” the man said. 

Ellie smiled up and him, “Yes My Lord,” she said breathlessly, her voice higher than usual.  She was clearly excited for what was to come.  What was to come? thought Tilda.  Her eyes opened wider and wider as she watched her sister reach up and touch the man, her hands were clearly working on his belt and when it came off she folded the black leather into three and put it in her hands, then raised them up to offer it to him.  He stroked her head again, then slowly walked round her.  Tilda put her face against the slit in the door, she was going to see who it was.

The man kept a hand on Ellie’s head as he started to circle the girl, walking the wrong way round, away from her.  Tilda pulled back, she thought with her face against the door maybe they’d be able to see her.  The man walked slowly, his eyes fixed on Ellie, Ellie’s eyes fixed on the floor, her upstretched arms holding the belt for her Lord.  Tilda looked at her sister’s chest, her breasts were rising and falling quickly as she took quick, deep breaths

The man walked slowly, very slowly, Tilda wanted to scream at him to speed up, eventually he was far enough round that he was facing the door.  It was Quinn, the 3rd footman.  Tall, dark and handsome.  About 30 she thought, looking at him in a new light.  Tilda was sure she could be seen, if the man had looked directly at the slit in the door, but his eyes were fixated on Ellie’s motionless head.  The only sound in the house was the man’s footsteps.  He walked three times round Ellie before he picked the offered belt from her hands, then crossed the room and sat in a chair.

“Do you deserve punishment for your wanton ways?” he asked.

“My Lord, I deserve whatever punishment you deem necessary to cure me of my lustful thoughts,” she replied.

“Come here and receive your punishment.”

Ellie moved from kneeling, she put her hands onto the floor and crawled towards her Lord.  He sat, watching her move.  When she got to him she stood up, then bent over his knees, her stomach touching him, her breasts hanging down.  He touched her head and she twisted her neck, lifting it to look at him, then she folded her arms behind her back.

“Punish me for my whorish ways My Lord,” she said very quietly.  Quinn took the belt into his left hand and held it to the side of Ellie’s face, they were looking deep into each other’s eyes, a look of total trust passed between them, Tilda had been wondering if her sister was being forced or blackmailed, but she could see now that she consented.

Quinn put his right hand onto Ellie’s ass then pulled the deep blue knickers down, exposing her flesh.  He ran his hand over it, caressing it, rubbing gently before he raised his hand up and spanked her hard.  Ellie groaned, but from her vantage point Tilda could see her sister smile.  She was enjoying this.

Tilda felt strange, she didn’t understand what was going on, but she was excited, she wanted to know more.  Her legs felt weak, she put one hand onto the door frame to support herself and she slid the other down inside her knickers and touched herself.  She almost fell over as she did, she’d never felt anything like this before, she started to slide her fingers along her pussy.  She felt guilty & ashamed to be watching her sister like this, at the same time she didn’t want to stop.

Quinn raised his hand a second time and spanked Ellie, this time she hardly made a sound as the slap noise reverberated round the small bedroom.  Then a third slap followed.

“Are you ready girl?” he asked.

“I’m always ready for you My Lord,” Ellie replied.  He took his hand from her head and put his belt into his right hand before he took a couple of swings in the air.  Outside the room Tilda held her breath.  Three pairs of eyes were focused on the thick black leather belt as it was raised into the air, Quinn held it there for a full 10 seconds before be brought it down hard onto Ellie’s ass. 

Ellie screamed, she started to buck and twist on Quinn’s knee, he continued to hold her face.  Tilda expected her sister to beg for forgiveness, to ask him to stop, but she just slowed down in her twisting and looked up at her social inferior.

“Thank you My Lord,” she said.  Quinn stroked her hair, he didn’t speak but he was clearly asking for permission to strike her again.  Ellie looked into his dark eyes and nodded, he raised the belt and brought it down onto her ass again and she screamed, this time for longer and she thrashed more.  Outside Tilda wanted to leave, to pretend she’d never seen this but she couldn’t bear to move, she had to know how this ended.

12 times Quinn raised the belt, 12 times he struck Ellie on the ass, each time leaving her screaming in pain, 12 broad red marks covered her ass and the girl was crying.  After the 12th strike Quinn threw the belt to one side, he picked Ellie up and carried her to the bed and threw her face down on it, then grabbed her knickers and yanked them, the blue silk garment ripped in his hands.  He put his hands onto his trousers and pulled them down, without the belt they moved easily and his erect cock was on display.

Tilda watched, rubbing her own pussy hard as Quinn opened a draw and pulled something out – Tilda didn’t know what it was but it was a condom, he slid it over his erect cock then climbed on top of her sister and started to fuck the still crying Ellie.  Ellie hands crunched the bedsheets as Quinn pounded her.

Outside Tilda no longer cared if she was seen, all she could concentrate on was rubbing her own soaking wet pussy, she’d found her clit and was rubbing it, every time she touched it she got more excited, when her fingers moved away she wanted to put them back.  So Tilda remained outside, watching her sister being brutally fucked, loving it and wishing it was her on the bed.  She wasn’t certain what was going on, but she wanted this.

Quinn took a handful of Ellie’s hair and yanked it, forcing her neck back and lifted Ellie’s head, luckily the pair were facing away from the door.  She was still crying, Quinn was grunting as he used Ellie, pounding his cock in and out of the young woman, she was forcing herself back against him.  Outside Tilda felt some start to rise inside her, her fingers went into overdrive and for the first time in her life she came, her knees gave way and she sagged against the door, unsure of what had happened, but knowing she wanted to experience the sensation again.

Inside the room, Ellie was oblivious to anything other than Quinn, she reached under herself and started to rub her clit, within seconds she was cumming, Quinn yelled out as he came and collapsed on top of Ellie, he lay there crushing her before rolling over and out, then they kissed and started to laugh and make small talk.  Tilda took the opportunity to sneak away, back to her room to think about what she’d seen.
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When Tilda awoke she sat up and thought about last night, about what she’d witnessed, about what she’d done to herself.  The room was warm, one of the maids must have entered and made up the fire while she slept.  Tilda opened the drapes around her bed, letting the warmer air inside the four poster.  She lay back in bed for a moment, processing.  Maybe she’d imagined last night? 

Tilda slid a hand between her legs and started to masturbate, she felt guilty, instinctively knowing that what she was doing wasn’t right.  She was slick and it didn’t take her long to climax, this time she tried playing with breasts and nipples and was pleased with the sensations it roused in her.  After she’d cum, she lay still for a few minutes.

Tilda got out of bed and pulled the cord to summon a maid who appeared in minutes.  The maid waited as Tilda washed and dried, then she summoned the maid into the dressing area.  Tilda panicked as she came in, what if Baxter knew what she’d been up to that previous night, or indeed that morning?  She decided to speak, to release the tension.

“What o’clock is it?” asked Tilda.

“It’s nearly seven Mistress,” Baxter replied.  Baxter would have at been at work since six, the staff weren’t going to get this most important of days off.  The family would eat their breakfast, nothing special, the staff downstairs would be working on the feast for later that day.  As the most important family in the village they would be hosting the senior members of their community, the doctor, the vicar, a retired General and his family, the burgeoning middle classes who’d taken advantage of the train line from London to Great Chesterton to escape the fog and pollution of the great city.  As her mother had told her, there would be half a dozen eligible bachelors at the feast, it would be a chance to be seen before the ball season started in the late spring.

“I think I’ll wear the green dress for today,” said Tilda to Baxter who nodded without replying.  Tilda dressed in reverse order from the previous night, she stood almost naked as Baxter wrapped the corset round her waist, Tilda held it in place as Baxter pulled the strings in the back tight, then tighter and tighter.  Tilda sucked her already thin stomach in as Baxter pulled hard, she even raised a knee into the small of Tilda’s back to force the corset holes to touch.  In all it took nearly 20 minutes to get it on tight. 

Next Tilda put on a dozen petticoats before stepping into the green dress.  It was stunning, she’d picked it out on a visit to London some months ago and held in reserve for Christmas.  The dress was full length, obviously, fastened up the back.  It covered her arms but was low cut, exposing her ample chest.  It was embellished with gold lace, forming an intricate pattern on the bodice, highlighting her chest even more.  The corset did its job, the dress went on relatively easily.

Tilda studied herself in the mirror, she didn’t think she looked good but it didn’t matter, she was rich, and that was what counted.  Baxter helped her to apply makeup to her naturally white face, and finished her red lips.  Baxter brushed her hair straight with a center parting, Tilda wanted it loose, at least to start with.

“Are you aware if my Mother or Sister have broken their fast yet?”

“I don’t know Mistress, they weren’t about when I entered your chamber,” replied Baxter.

“Very well, I shall descend to the dining room.”

“Yes Mistress.”

******

The clock in the hall showed that it was not yet eight AM, the lazy sun was just over the horizon.  The church service wasn’t for another three hours, there was no rush.  Some days Tilda wished she didn’t have to dress so formally, all the time.  She’d look at the servants on their day off and wish that she could dress as simply as them.  But if the choice was simple clothes and poverty, or constantly being dressed up and rich, she’d take dressed and rich any day.

Johnson was waiting in the dining room, he greeted Tilda, smiling at her.  He had a real soft spot for the young woman, she was funny.  She didn’t have the responsibilities that fell to the eldest daughter, in the absence of a son.

“I trust you slept well Miss Matilda?”  Tilda blushed.

“Very well thank you Johnson.”  She looked round the vast room, “I am the first to rise I presume?”

“You are indeed Miss Matilda.  I fear your mother will not be joining you, her headache is even worse and it may be some days before she joins you again.”

“I am sorry to hear that,” replied Tilda, “Please could you pass on my sympathy to my mother when next she is well enough to receive a visitor.”

“It will be my pleasure Miss Matilda.  Please, sit down and I will have your breakfast served.”

“Thank you Johnson,” she said as she took a seat.  In an instant a footman appeared carrying a pot of tea and he poured Tilda some into the fine bone China bowl through a strainer, then put the pot to rest on a stand.  He added one sugar and a little milk, then stirred it and stepped back.  Tilda picked it up and sipped it, that first hit of tea was always most welcome.

Minutes later Ellie appeared, she made the same polite conversation to Johnson before joining her sister, tea was also poured for her.  As she sat down Tilda studied her sister’s face, Tilda half smirked and turned it into a cough as Ellie’s rump hit the chair and she winced, then moved to adjust her position.

“Oh, I hope you are not discomforted sister?” asked Tilda, smiling, knowing the reason for her elder sister’s discomfort.

“I do not thin so, I just slept badly last night I’m sorry to say.”

“I am sorry to hear that.”  The sisters were close, but their speech was formal and stilted as society demanded.  If they were alone conversation would be easier, but there were several servants and Johnson in the room, so a degree of formality had to be maintained at all times.  They ate in silence, talking about the weather after the food had been removed.  When they’d eaten their fill the girls retired to the parlor.

The life of an upper class child was, by almost any standards, dull and boring.  There was no balance in Victorian society.  The lower class children had to work from a young age, children as young as eight, even younger for boys employed as sweeps.  Eleanor and Matilda had the opposite problem, literally nothing to do, no friends of equivalent social status to interact with and all day, every day to fill in.  In the parlor Ellie opted to read and Tilda did some sewing.  As Ellie sat down she hesitated, her backside an inch from the chair.  Tilda watched from the doorway, her sister’s face filled with anticipation before she took the plunge and sat, once again she winced and Tilda was sure a tear entered her sister’s eye.  Luckily for Tilda, Ellie didn’t notice, she was concentrating too hard on not making a sound. 

Tilda left the parlor and crossed the hall the huge library, the room was 60 feet long, double height with a minstrel gallery halfway up.  From floor to ceiling there were books, more books and nothing but books, apart from the grand fireplace which dominated one wall.  Tilda loved this room, she could always find a book, usually she’d read something recommended to her by her parents or governess, but today she had something specific in mind.  Today she wanted to learn about sex.  She scanned the tomes, eventually settling for an encyclopedia.  She knew it would be dull, but she had to start somewhere.

The girls sat, read and sewed until 30 minutes before Christmas day worship.  When they donned their bonnets and coats and stepped outside the door to the carriage was being held open by Quinn, he was wearing the uniform of the house and he held the door for Ellie first.  Tilda looked, she couldn’t see any conspiratorial look pass between them.  Of course there couldn’t be, Quinn would lose his position instantly, he would be lucky not to spend 20 years in jail.

At the church Tilda followed Ellie, she could almost see the look of fear on her sister’s face when she looked at the hard wooded pews.  With prayers she’d be up and down a dozen times.  Tilda smiled to herself, thinking of the discomfort that her sister would have to endure.  Still, I wonder what it must feel like, Tilda thought . . . She couldn’t get the idea from her mind.  Ellie was clearly enjoying what happened . . . .

Tilda met the vicar’s eye and smiled, he was clearly looking at her chest.  Tilda cast her mind back, he’d looked at her like that for a year or so, thinking about it he’d been looking at Ellie like that for a few years before.  Tilda smiled, she was suddenly aware that she was attractive, even though the Vicar was old, probably older than her father, he found her attractive.  Tilda hugged herself, she was attractive.
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Christmas luncheon was a huge affair at the manor house, the kitchen staff had been up since . . . well, Tilda had no idea, but she could guess that they’d been up since long before the sun rose.  As the most important house in the village they hosted the local dignitaries every year, the doctor and his wife, the up and coming middle classes who’d escaped from London to the countryside, a Civil Servant who worked in the Ministry of War, the local factory owner.  Those who were up and coming.  In total there would be about 40 people, plus the Bellinghams.

After church their guests waited at the back of the church, in a change from the previous day the girls would leave first, to ensure they would be at home first to receive their guests.  Normally their father and mother would undertake this task, but in their absence it fell to the them.  They knew all of the guests, save the last two people to arrive. 

As the last coach drew up Tilda took a dislike to it, the coach was bigger than theirs and pulled by two white horses.  The horses almost merged into the snow, giving the appearance that the coach just glided into position.  Johnson was stood behind the girls, he was well versed in the comings and goings and could read the girls’ body language, they clearly didn’t know who was arriving.

“This is Sir Arthur Digby,” whispered Johnson as the coach door opened, “and his daughter Ada.  Sir Arthur is a name at Lloyds, his investments are in the far East.”  Tilda watched as Quinn stepped forward and opened the carriage.  Tilda studied Sir Arthur as he descended, about the same age as her father but clean shaven.  He paused once out and held out his hand to help his daughter down.  Ellie shuffled as the girl got out, by her reaction Tilda could tell that Ellie had taken an instant dislike to the her.  But why, she thought.  Tilda looked at her.

The girl was about the same age as Ellie, give or take a year or two.  Her skin was pale, she had long straw colored hair.  She was wearing a long black coat, fur lined at the neck and cuffs.  Her neck was slightly exposed, she had a red choker on, presumably one that matched her dress. 

When Sir Arthur entered the hallway he took Ellie’s hand gracefully, he knew that Lord Bellingham was in India and stated how sorry he was that he could not be there at Christmas. 

“And I for my part am sad that my mother is unwell,” said Ellie, “But I hope that I will be able to take her place as hostess.”

“Indeed,” replied Sir Arthur.  He turned to his daughter, “May I introduce Ada to you both, she has been at school in Kent until this week and she doesn’t have friends in the area.”  Ellie took her hand and the two girls curtsied to each other.  When she stood up Ada undid her coat and slid it off, handing it to a maid.  Tilda studied her, her dress was bright red silk, very low cut at the front exposing her huge breasts.  The girls curtsied to each other, then smiled.  Tilda was learning quickly, Ada was very attractive, she could see why Ellie, used to being the center of attraction didn’t like her, she felt threatened by the new girl.

******

The Christmas feast was huge, the table loaded with no less than six geese, the wine flowed.  Ellie and Tilda played and sang for their guests as the staff set the table.  When they moved through to the dining room Tilda sat at the foot of the table and Ellie at the head.  The girls were adept at conversation, it was one of the things that their governess schooled them in.  Tilda watched her sister occasionally looking at the new girl Ada, she really wasn’t good at hiding her dislike for Ada but she doubted anyone else would spot it.

After the meal and the servants had cleared away Ellie invited Sir Arthur to lead the toast to the Queen, then it was time for the younger people to leave while the adults started to discuss the issues of the day.  More than one family there hoped that their son would attract the attentions of Lord Bellingham’s daughters, marrying into the family would be another rung climbed on the social ladder.

The youngsters went to the parlor and the doors between it and the dining room were closed.  There were six girls present and 12 young men.

“Shall we play a game?” asked one of the young men.  What was his name.  Mr. Hay? Tilda was sure.  She looked at him, about 25 years old, sandy colored hair with a center parting, he wore his hair long.  He had some facial hair and a moustache, it made him look a little sinister.  He was wearing a white shirt with white bow tie, a dark waistcoat and long purple jacket.

“What do you suggest Mr. Hay?” asked Ellie. 

Mr. Hay looked around, “Call me Tipper, Miss. Bellingham, everyone I like calls me Tipper.”  Was it her imagination or did his voice get deeper when he spoke to her sister?  Ellie eyed him as he looked round the room.

“Well, Mr. Tipper,” she replied, making a small joke and causing a ripple of smiles round the room, “What do you suggest?”

Tipper looked round his audience, his eyes moving from Ellie to Ada, down to her chest, across to Tilda, he at least looked her in the eye.  He looked back at Ellie.  “Blind Man’s Bluff,” he said, “Let’s play Blind Man’s Bluff.”  He smiled.

“And will you go first Mr. Tipper?” asked Ada.  Tilda looked at her, she’d lowered her voice, reciprocating his tone.  Tilda almost gasped out loud, she was indicating that she liked him and she’d picked up on the signal.  Two days ago Tilda knew that this would have sailed straight over her head.

“I most certainly will Miss. Ada,” he replied, his voice even lower as he said the girl’s name.  Was that a hint of a smile on his face as he spoke to Ada – certainly the daughter of Sir Arthur would be an excellent match for him, as the son of the doctor he was a lower social class, but not too low.  Tilda was captivated by the scene that was playing out in front of her here.

“Ben, your handkerchief please,” said Tipper looking at one of the other men.  Theatrically Ben produced a handkerchief, far too large to be used in any practical capacity.  He folded it in half diagonally as Tipper walked over to him and turned round, facing Ada.  He winked at her and she smiled, then Ben wrapped the ‘kerchief round his face, over his forehead and tied it tight.  To test Ben waved his hand in front of Tipper who didn’t react.

The game itself was simple, Tipper would have to catch a person in the room, once he had them he’d have to identify who he’d caught, if he guessed correctly the person he’d caught would perform a small forfeit and become ‘it’, i.e. the next chaser.  If he guessed wrong, he’d perform the forfeit and remain ‘it’.

Ben took Tipper in his arms and spun him round three times, when he let go Tipper stumbled a little, unsure of which way he was facing.  That was the aim.

“Let the game commence,” said Ellie, backing away from Tipper who extended his arms and took an overly confident step forward, banging his knee on a hard wooden chair. 

“Ow,” he said as the group of young people backed away from him, he turned and stepped forward, he was listening as people moved around him and called out to tempt him.  Tilda moved to her side, narrowly escaping his arms.  She laughed, as did several others as Tipper moved around the room, the crowd easily avoiding his clumsy movements.  More than once he swiped at air, missing someone by moments.  As Tilda watched and moved she was observing Ada, pretty little Ada didn’t seem to be trying too hard to get away from Tipper.

Eventually the inevitable happened, three people moved behind a table and couldn’t escape as Tipper closed in on them and his outstretched arm caught Ada’s wrist.  She struggled a little, but nothing too hard.  Tipper pulled her into the center of the room as the group formed a circle around the pair.  Both were beathing hard, too hard thought Tilda.

“Well, well, well,” he said, “Who have I caught here?”  He was still holding Ada by her wrists.  He ran his hand up her forearm, touching the fur lined cuffs of her dress.  He smiled, he obviously knew who he’d caught.

“Very delicate,” he said as he ran his hands up her sleeves, “So that rules Ben out.”  Much laughter, most of it from Ada.  He hands continued to explore her body, he touched her shoulders, then up to her face, gently caressing it.  Tipper touched her nose, “Pretty nose,” then ran his hands down her neck and lightly, very lightly touched her breasts. 

“Mr. Tipper!” gasped Ada.  He recoiled slightly, the room was silent apart from Ada’s breathing.  She didn’t pull away, rather she put her hands on his and put them back onto her huge breasts.  She looked around the room, smiling.

“It’s . . . it has to be Miss. Ada,” he said, once again using a curious tone of voice.  There was a smattering of applause and Tipper pulled the makeshift blindfold off his face.  Ada and Tipper stared into each other’s eyes and flushed, then Tipper looked up, they were standing under the mistletoe.

“Are you ready for you forfeit Miss. Ada?”

“Of course I am, Mr. Tipper.”

He glanced upwards again, “It must be a kiss,” he said, “A kiss from your beautiful red lips.”

Ada put a hand onto her chest and looked up.  She was nervous.  She looked at the faces in the room who’d started chanting, “A kiss, a kiss, a kiss.”

Tipper put his hands onto Ada’s face and pulled her gently towards him, then tilted her head and leaned in and down, as their lips touched the watching group cheered and they kissed, more passionately than could reasonably have been expected.  When they broke the kiss off there was another round of cheers.  Tipper spun Ada round and put the blindfold over her eyes.  As he slipped it on his mouth was close to her ear, Tilda watched, he was whispering to her. 

Once the blindfold was on he spun her round to face him, she nodded then he spun her three times and stepped back.  The game was resumed.
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Tilda was an adept player of the game, in the dozen rounds that were played she wasn’t caught once.  After they bored of this game they moved onto Charades.  She wasn’t as keen on this, the men had very different experiences than the girls and as such neither was good at guessing the other gender’s words.  Tilda grew bored and she looked around the room. 

Someone else suggested dancing, Tilda offered to play the piano and she lead the room, watching as people danced up and down.  After a while her fingers were tired and a man she didn’t know offered to take over and she gracefully accepted his offer, she had a couple of dances then opted to rest for a while.

People were constantly coming and going from the group, either going to use the bathroom or to get something more to eat from the still groaning table next door, the adults having moved to the reading room or smoking room, depending on gender.  Tilda looked again, Tipper and Ada were not there.  She thought for a while, it was a long time since she remembered either of them being present.  She wanted to know more.

Tilda stood up and left the room, making for the indoor bathroom.  When she got to the foot of the stairs in the hallway she paused to think.  Where could they be?  Not in the basement, cook and her staff would still be hard at work.  She looked outside, then at the coat stand.  Ada’s coat was still hanging there.  No, not outside.

“Can I help you Miss Tilda?”  Tilda spun round, there was Quinn.  She looked at him, he really was quite attractive.  Too far beneath her social status, but very attractive never the less. 

“Have you seen Miss Ada?” she asked, then added, “The blonde girl in the red silk dress.”

“Yes, Miss Ada, I saw her about 10 minutes ago, she ascended the stairs to look at your father’s art collection.”  The art gallery was on the first floor and occupied almost all of the East wing of the house. 

“Thank you Quinn,” she replied and looked at the stairs.  She suspected she shouldn’t go, but having enquired about Ada’s status it would look odd if she didn’t go to look for her.  Quinn would assume she was looking for her new friends.  Tilda turned and climbed the stairs, ascending slowly, listening intently.

The gallery was split into several rooms, the first was dedicated to her family, some of the paintings were almost as old as the house.  Tilda crossed the gallery slowly, pausing at each doorway to listen.  She couldn’t find Ada anywhere.  Maybe she was in the other wing?  Tilda hardly set foot on the first floor, West wing.  She walked slowly down the corridor, listening.  She didn’t even know what was behind most of these doors.  Some of them were locked and as far as she knew always had been.

At the end of the wing was the billiards room.  The room was huge, her father liked to play and entertain his friends in there.  Tilda had played the game, but she found it boring.  She put her ear to the door, the door was closed and she listened intently.  Inside she could hear people.  There was a light laugh, she recognized Ada.

Tilda put a hand on the door, then shook her head and let go.  The door, like most of the doors in the house, was vast and she knew it creaked.  Then she had an idea – the room, like most formal rooms in the house also had a servants entrance, a small discrete door that allowed the servants to come and go.  As a child she’d explored the house, she knew how to access the servants passages.

Five minutes later she was in the narrow passageway with a lantern, at the door she hesitated, the light would give her away.  Instead she walked back to an intersection and turned the light down, put it on the floor and returned to the door in the dark.  She listened there for a moment, then pushed open the semisecret door, she almost had to crawl to get into the room, difficult with her voluminous dress.  She knew it opened behind a bar area so as long as the door was well oiled they wouldn’t see her coming into the room.  Nervously she pushed on the door and it swung open in silence.  The room was half dark, the large windows letting what little daylight that remained into the room.  There was some light coming from candles.

Tilda looked round the edge of the bar, it took all her self-control to not gasp,  if anything she was even more shocked than she had been the previous evening.  Tipper was sideways on to her, he was leaning against the billiards table, his trousers were down and his massive erect cock sticking straight out.  He was stroking it.  Across the room from him was Ada, the gorgeous,  huge breasted Ada.  She was naked, on her hands and knees, the handkerchief over her eyes.

“Forward,” said Tipper, his voice straining due to his breathlessness.  Ada started to crawl, her nipples almost touching the floor as she moved.  “Close in on my voice,” he told her.  Ada adjusted slightly and crawled again.  She was completely under his control.  As Ada crawled Tilda put her hand over her mouth to stifle a gasp, Tipper was removing his belt. 

“Come closer,” he commanded, Ada moved, she was slowing down as she got nearer and nearer to Tipper, until she was just at his feet, her head touched his shoes and she kissed them, then straightened up and knelt before him.  Tipper pushed a foot between her knees and forced the young woman’s legs apart.  As she opened her legs for him she tipped her head backwards, looking up, unseeing due to the blindfold.

“You were dancing very closely with James, weren’t you?”

“I’m, I’m sorry Mr. Tipper,” replied Ada, her voice quiet.

“Did I give you permission to dance with him?”

“No Sir,” she replied and swallowed, “You did not give this silly young woman permission to dance with anyone but you.”  She paused for a moment, as if thinking, “Please punish me Sir.”  Tipper ran the belt over Ada’s huge breasts, Tilda expected her to recoil, instead she pushed herself upwards towards him, she put her hands onto her breasts, pushing them together.  She was begging him to hit her, thought Tilda.

But Tipper resisted, instead he looped his belt round her neck and pulled upwards, choking Ada, still the girl didn’t complain.  Tilda watched, eyes wide open as Ada’s face started to turn red, she wasn’t, she couldn’t, breathe.  And she wasn’t resisting his touch.  He held her like that for almost a minute before he released his grasp, Ada instantly sank down and started to hyperventilate, drinking in the air.  Tipper didn’t give her much respite, he put a hand on her head and guided his cock inside her mouth.  Tilda couldn’t tear her eyes away, she even regretted the need to blink.  She was having that strange sensation between her legs again.

Tilda put a hand onto her dress, then cursed it, the huge dress made it almost impossible to access her most private parts, instead she knew she’d have to wait.  She just watched as Ada’s mouth moved up and down Tipper’s cock, taking him in and out.  Tilda wanted, needed, to experience this.

Tipper helped Ada to her feet and then lifted the naked girl onto the billiards table and spun her round, her head hanging off the edge of the table.  Ada opened her mouth wide and Tipper slid his cock inside her warm, wet mouth and started to move his hips.  Ada opened her legs wide and put a hand between them, touching herself, just as Tilda had done the previous night.

Tipper used his cock to control Ada’s breathing, he pushed it in her mouth until she gagged, then he’d whip her breasts lightly with his belt as her hand moved between her legs, he’d pull back and allow her a couple of breaths, then push back, denying her air.  Each time the belt landed on one of her breasts the leather would sink slightly in and her tender flesh would quiver and vibrate, the watching Tilda put a hand on her breast, slipping it inside the dress.  She wanted to experience this, all of this.

Ada’s hips lifted on the billiards table, she was bouncing as she came, Tilda didn’t know what the words were, but she knew that Ada had just experienced something pleasurable.  Ada’s reaction took over Tipper, Tilda could see him smile, he was pleased.  He put the belt between Ada’s breasts and put his hands on her head, then started to force his cock in and out of her mouth, he was grunting.  Ada reached over her head and put her hands onto his ass, pulling him in and out.  It didn’t take him long before he cried out and started to pant, clearly he was cumming as well, cumming inside Ada’s mouth. 

When he pulled out Tipper dropped to his knees and they kissed, then they started to laugh.

“See,” said Tipper, “I told you we were safe, this house is huge and I doubt anyone ever comes into this room when Lord Bellingham is away.”

“I came,” replied Ada and they both laughed again.

“Come now my dear,” replied Tipper, “Let’s get you dressed and back to the party.”  They both looked glum at the suggestion but Tilda knew Tipper was correct.  She had to get back as well.  Silently she reentered the passageway and closed the door behind her, she collected her lantern and started to walk back to the main exit.  She paused, she could hear someone coming towards her.  Tilda panicked, there was nowhere to hide.  Ah well. 

Tilda rounded the corner and came face to face with Quinn, this was his domain after all.  He paused, clearly wondering why a member of the family was in the servants corridor.  He broke the silence first.

“Mistress Matilida, can I help you?” he asked, clearly confused,

“No thank you Quinn,” she said and continued to walk, the corridor was very narrow and he turned to place his back to the wall.  Tilda did the same and squeezed past him, when she was level with him she paused and he looked down, at the face, then at her chest.  Their bodies were touching through their clothes, Tilda looked into his face, when his gaze finally came back up he looked into her eyes and blushed, he’d been caught and he knew it.  Tilda smiled at him but didn’t speak, instead she started to move again.  She didn’t look back, if she had she’d have seen him watching her walk . . .
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After the guests had departed Tilda and Ellie retired to the library to read while the servants cleaned and tidied.  Just before midnight the two girls retired, Baxter was on hand to prepare Tilda for bed, when she was ready Baxter asked if Tilda would be needing her again.

“No thank you,” said Tilda.  Baxter nodded, then Tilda had another thought, “Actually, please could you make up the fire before you leave?”

“Certainly Mistress,” she replied.  Baxter was surprised, the room was already warm but her role was to carry out Tilda’s wishes.  Tilda watched as Baxter made up the fire, she’d been around this since she was young, but had never paid attention.  She watched as Baxter opened the scuttle and used the tongs to place a dozen pieces of coal on the fire, instantly the flames started to lick around the new fuel.

“Will that be all Mistress?” asked Baxter for a second time.  Tilda nodded and made for her bed, Baxter opened the door, stepped through and closed it behind her.  Tilda listened intently, the floor board outside her door creaked as Baxter stood on it.  Tilda counted to 30 slowly, then got out of bed.  She pulled a chair across to her door and sat down to wait.

She didn’t have to wait for long, she heard her sister’s door open and close, then a little creak.  Tilda smiled, that was Ellie away.  She listened intently, about 10 minutes later she heard footsteps, much heavier than Ellie’s or Baxter’s.  She sprang into action and opened her door.  There was Quinn, he stopped instantly and looked at Tilda in her night gown.

“Going somewhere are you Quinn?” she asked.  Quinn was lost for words, he looked at Ellie’s door, then up the corridor to the large window, he was stalling, thinking before he spoke, his voice without his usual confidence as 3rd footman.

“Mistress Matilda,” he said, clearly surprised, “’Tis not appropriate for me to see you like this, you should be in bed, sleeping.”  He was trying to recover the situation.

“As should you, should you not Mr. Quinn?”

“I am doing my rounds before retiring for the night Miss Matilda.”

Tilda nodded.  Maybe it was the drink she’d had, but she felt confident.

“Not slipping upstairs to ravish my sister then?”

Even in the pale light of the moon and his lantern Tilda could see the color drain from Quinn’s face.  He started to shake, he was clearly terrified about what she was about to say.  Images of jail, deportation, even death came into his mind.  What had he been thinking, messing with the Lord’s daughter like he had.

“Please,” he managed to stammer.

“Oh don’t worry so,” replied Tilda, “I  . . . I want you to come inside my room, now.”  Quinn nodded, what choice did he have?  He stepped inside, looking at the stairs, inviting him to another evening of fun. 

Once inside Tilda closed the door, then locked it.  She pointed at a chair and invited Quinn to sit.  He was terrified.

“What do you think is going to happen Mr. Quinn?” asked Tilda.

“I . . . .” words failed the poor Quinn.

“Last night I had an awakening,” said Tilda, “Last night I watched people having sex.  Yes, you and my sister.  Then today I watched Mr. Tipper and the blonde girl Ada, yes, you know the one.  And I found myself wondering, what is it like?  Then I realized, I need to know.  But my crimes Mr. Quinn, watching other people having sex,” she paused and knelt before him, looking into his eyes, “I’ve been a bad girl, haven’t I?”  Quinn nodded, some of his confidence returning.

“Miss Tilda,” he said, “I  . . . I can’t do this.”

Tilda took his hand and pulled it to her mouth, she parted her lips and licked his finger, “Why not Sir?” she asked.

“I could be dismissed or much worse if your mother or father found out.”

“They won’t find out from me Sir.”

“Your sister, she’s expecting me.”

“Tell her you couldn’t get away Sir.”

Quinn swallowed and looked around.  Tilda continued, “If you don’t punish me Sir I will have to inform someone of what I’ve seen.”  Quinn pulled his hand back and put his hands onto his belt and started to unbuckle it.  If he was going to be dismissed or worse, might as well be for what he’d done.  Fun though Ellie was, Tilda with her mane of bright red hair had always been his favorite.  He unbuckled the belt and slid it through the loops on his trousers, folded it and held it under Tilda’s chin.

“So, just how naughty have you been?”

Tilda smiled, she put her hands onto the top of her night dress and pulled it down, exposing her breasts.

“I’ve been a very bad girl Sir,” she said, quietly, “A very bad girl.  And I need to be punished.”  Quin smiled and raised his belt up high.


Afterword

Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.   




If you did enjoy it please leave a review or star rating on Amazon (even an anonymous rating would be wonderful), or do please get in touch, I love hearing from people who read my books.




Paige

xx




https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond




paige.bond.author@gmail.com




 

(or search for -paigebond- )




https://twitter.com/paigebondauthor
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