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Autumn had rushed in, and all the colours had changed. The trees under the Hawker Hooligan’s wings all seemed to burn in multiple shades of red and gold. Low afternoon sun lit their crowns so brightly that the pale belly of the aeroplane picked up the russet tints.

The sky was crisp and clear, perfect weather for flying, with excellent visibility. The graceful little passenger plane danced above the trees, its slipstream dragging a few already dead leaves from the branches. The line of yellow foliage on the edge of the wood was abrupt. They crossed it, and were above a thin field dipping down a long incline toward a country house.

A wide path of darker, hard packed ground showed the line of the landing strip. It didn’t point directly at the house, but flattened onto what had been a lawn, heading toward the gardens and ornamental lake. They would do a wide loop of the water and rose beds, to come around and land uphill.

Part way down the slope was a large wood and corrugated tin building, with the nose of a small biplane poking out of its doors. The rounded tail sticking out of the other end couldn’t possible belong to the same plane. “What an interesting set up.” Ally commented as she spotted the two planes in their purpose built hangar.

“Oh yes, Toby’s father did enjoy flying. He trained for the Air Corps in the Great War. Afterwards, he created this strip and used to fly from it all over the place. I think Toby wants to get the planes working again and restart his pleasure flights.” their passenger said. He was crouching behind and between the pilot’s and co-pilot’s seats, looking out of the windows.

“Well, we always bring Ginge along with us. And he can’t keep his hands off any broken down old crate he finds. I’m sure he will help out.” Jiggles said. “Now, go back into the passenger cabin and belt yourself in next to him.”

Godfrey Hardwicke did as he was told, heading back into the passenger cabin. They had reached the bottom of the slope, and Jiggles pulled back on the stick. The Hooligan rose abruptly, dropping Godfrey into the seat beside Jiggleswick Air’s resident mechanic. Ally looked across at Jiggles, with a smirk.

When she had been much younger, Veronica Jiggleswick had nursed a heavy crush on her older brother’s friend. Godfrey had known all about it, and been decent enough not to embarrass her over it. So, when she had been old enough, and had gained a fair amount of the relevant experience, Jiggles had acted upon the crush, bedding Godfrey one hot Summer night.

That had all been before Jiggleswick Major had disappeared whilst flying across the Mediterranean. Recently, Jiggles had discovered that her brother had been working for the British intelligence services at the time, as a favour to Godfrey. She wasn’t yet sure how she felt about that revelation, but, when the opportunity to do a weekend’s charter flying for her old crush had popped up, she had jumped at it, nonetheless.

Jiggles dropped the wings of the Hooligan, to make a low pass over the ornamental lake. Her recent experience piloting flying boats meant she could estimate the height easily, and knew the plane was raising an arrow of ripples across the water.

There were more trees, and a low rise, on the opposite bank of the lake. Jiggles pulled the plane up again, easily clearing them, then banked steeply for a return run over the water. She wiggled the wings just a little to align with the landing strip. The wheels, on their fixed struts under the Hooligan’s wings, touched grass gently, raising little trails of dust behind them.

Jiggles eased off the throttle, and the tail came down. The little wheel at the rear of the aeroplane bounced more readily than the larger main undercarriage, spoiling the clean landing a touch. A little less throttle, and it sat more firmly. The passenger plane rolled onto the uphill section of the strip, and slowed gently. With a dab on the brakes and a twist of the rudder, it turned toward the hangar, and came to a neat stop right in front of it.

Ginge had jumped up from his seat as soon as the aeroplane had hit the upwards section, and was ready by the side door. As the Hooligan stopped, he opened the door and picked up the chocks, which were stowed right beside it. He quickly had them wedged under the wheels, holding the plane firmly in place until it was decided where it would be berthed over night.

The engines coughed as Jiggles throttled them right back, then they stopped. They ticked, hot metal cooling after the strains of flight. With the chocks in place, Ginge stepped up to the starboard nacelle and listened to it. His ear was dangerously close to the metal cowling around the engine. He reached up to it, testing its temperature. It was warm, but not painful to touch, so he stroked it lovingly.

Jiggles had beaten Godfrey to the cabin door, as he assembled his briefcase, jacket, and hat. As he bent to get through the short portal, she turned to him and offered her hand, mimicking the gentlemanly gesture he would have made if the positions were reversed. Godfrey wasn’t the sort to be offended by such joshing, and he accepted the offered hand daintily as he stepped down.

The Hooligan had lined up perfectly to point into the hangar. This close, it was revealed that what they had thought were training aeroplanes were far more interesting. Ally and Jiggles walked around the end of the starboard wing and headed over for a closer look. Godfrey laid down his luggage, and followed. Ginge had finished communing with Bendy- as they called their aeroplane- and spotted what was so interesting to them. He speed walked after them to catch up.

“Is that an SE5?” Jiggles asked.

“It certainly looks like one.” Ginge said. “But I think it has been modified a wee bit. I don’t see a gun on it.”

They had been mistaken by their first glance of the aeroplane. It wasn’t a trainer or hobby flyer, as they had thought, but a Royal Aircraft Factory SE5 fighter from the Great War. Now that they were close, the flat, upright rectangle of the nose was recognisable, as were the slightly staggered wings. It didn’t sport a roundel, but was painted in similar shades to those it would have carried in service.

“Papa bought it after the war. It is rather marvellous, isn’t it?” said a man from somewhere in the darkness of the hangar.

With the aeroplane sat back on its rear wheel, the nose was angled upwards, blocking their view of the cockpit. So it was a surprise when they spotted a figure clambering out of it. In the shadowed interior of the hangar, it was hard to tell who had just alighted from the SE5. As the figure took steps forwards and around the wing, it became obvious that they were a short and slim young woman. Her deep brown hair was cut in a conservative bob, at odds with the daringly short culottes and short sleeved blouse. A becoming little streak of oil marked her right cheek where she had wiped her hand on it, or poked her head into some mechanical alcove.

The pretty young woman was obviously not the person who had spoken. She giggled as she came around the wing, then gave a little curtsy, and ran down the slope toward the house. They watched her go, appreciating shapely legs and a pair of lovely, rounded buttocks, which the culottes clung to.

“She is lovely, isn’t she?” the voice said again. When they looked around, there was another person climbing out of the vintage fighter. He was tall enough to be a little awkward as he unfolded himself. They thought he meant the young lady who had just sprinted off, but then he patted the side of the aeroplane. “Papa bought it at one of the auctions after the war, rather than let them scrap it. After I learnt to fly, we would have dogfights over the lake. He flew this, and I would be in that.”

The foppish young man who had climbed from the aeroplane gestured behind it, to the hangar’s other occupant. Only now did they notice its distinct form, with a rounded nose and three tier wing.

“Is that a Fokker?” Ginge squeaked. It was painted a famous shade of red, and he was imagining it flying high above a battlefield.

“Ah, if only. It is a rather good replica, though, I’m sure you’ll agree when you see it in the light. Ah, Godfrey old chap, so good to see you. These would be the folks from Jiggleswick Air who you were telling me all about. Good day, ladies, gentleman.”

Godfrey walked around the wing to take the man’s hand. Jiggles, Ally and Ginge followed, and there were hands shaken all around. “Toby, old boy, I would like you to meet Veronica Jiggleswick. She's every bit as keen a flyer as yourself. But you know that, as I have told you some of her adventures. And this is Ally, her co-pilot and business partner, and Ginge, the Jiggleswick Air master mechanic. I am told that he can fix anything, given enough oil and a hammer. I thought you would like to learn more about the joys and perils of commercial aviation, and slip Ginge a few guineas to get these old crates back in the air. Veronica, Ally, Ginge, allow me to introduce the honourable Lord Tobias Montgomery Carstairs.”

“Oh yes, absolutely. Eileen- you may have just seen her leaving- is very talented with her hands when it comes to rooting out the problems. But she admits that she hasn't the background, yet, to be my mechanic. Perhaps she can learn from Mister, er, Ginge. If he does not mind her staring over his shoulder as he works.”

“Not at all. The country need more air mechanics, I always say. And, please, just call me Ginge. Everyone has for so long, that I think I've forgotten my real name.” Ginge offered.

“Thank you, Ginge. You are too kind. It will be wonderful to get these birds back in the sky. It will be my limited tribute to Papa.”

Godfrey appeared uncomfortable for a moment. Pulling himself together, he said, “Very sorry to hear about your father. I would have made it to the funeral, but I was in Paris for work. I couldn’t get back in time.”

“But you are here now. And you have brought Miss Jiggleswick and her crew. If they are as good with mysteries as you say, then I am sure we can solve the riddle of the ghost that killed Papa.”
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“You don’t truly believe that your old house is haunted, do you?” Godfrey insisted, as Toby led them down the slope toward the grand old building. Four storeys tall, it presented a flat, cream facade to the grand drive that ran between the garden and the lake.

“Of course not. But my stepmother insists there must have been a ghost that scared him to death. She has held seances and had exorcists around, and now she is convinced that the ghost is here to stay, and wants to sell the house and move to the city. I don't know that I can stop her, unless you help me solve the mystery and put an end to the so-called haunting. I know the old place makes some awfully strange noises. But they are not ghosts, I am certain of that much. I have to hope that you can help me find out what they are, and what it was that killed Papa.”

“We are aviators, not ghost chasers.” Jiggles protested.

“You are adventurers, my dear.” Godfrey said. “And you have a history of dealing with the strange and arcane. After all, you did uncover a whole new, previously unknown, civilisation when you were in Africa. And you created a brand new river. A British country house ghost should be no challenge at all for you.”

“We didn’t really create a new river, you know? The Fiona had flowed that way centuries before. We just unblocked the dam that had redirected it.” Ginge pointed out. “I don’t know why everyone always says that we created a new river.”

“Because it makes a better story. Professor Quince, and Fiona herself, knew a lot about the history of the local culture before we turned up, so we didn't really discover that, either.” Ally said. “But it is a rattling good yarn. And if it gets us more work, who are we to complain.”

“I suppose not.”

They crunched across the gravel court in front of the house. The grand double doors opened as they approached, and a gentleman’s gentleman straight out of a novel stepped out to greet them.

“Ah, Lynes, would you mind having some of the chaps collect the rest of the baggage from the Jiggleswick Air kite? If they can move it uphill of the hangar and line it up for take off, that would be rather good of them as well.” Toby said to the butler as they approached.

“Of course, sir. I have already taken the liberty of ordering a bowser of aero fuel to be delivered, and the old one taken away. I fear it has been sitting for so long that it may have become.... stale.” Lynes stepped aside as the young lord of the manor and his guests mounted the broad steps and entered the house.

“What would I ever do without you, Lynes. You are a treasure.” They were in a wide and deep hallway, with a grand staircase at the far end. Either side of this entrance space were the social rooms- the dining room and parlours, where guests could be wined and dined. A narrower hallway continued past the stairs, on to a terrace at the rear of the building and, no doubt, hidden doorways to the servants quarters, kitchen and larder.

The Jiggleswick Air crew had visited enough stately homes- and operated from the grounds of one- to be able to guess the layout of the rest of the building. On the first floor, there would be more intimate social rooms. A smaller dining room, for when it was just the family and a small number of guests eating. There might be a library, or what had been a room full of books, converted to the lord's obsession. They had seen small armouries, galleries of paintings of the Raj and beyond, and more on their travels. Most likely, the library in this house would have an aeronautical flavour to it.

Also on the first floor would be the master bedroom, and one or two smaller ones for the children of the family. Guest rooms would be on the second and third floors, but some of those may have been converted to studies for the indulgence of secondary or tertiary hobbies. At the top of the house, in the dusty, cobwebbed space under the roof, would be storage, and, no doubt, more than one secret room that had once been used for arcane rituals or lusty encounters.

As they stood in the middle of the grand hall, taking in the portraits of Toby's forebears, a couple of young women arrived from somewhere down the rear hall. Demurely dressed, in nearly ankle length black skirts, long sleeved, formless blouses, and flat, sensible shoes, they stood at the foot of the stairs, hands behind their backs. They didn't quite stare at the floor, but they weren't poker upright and brazenly looking back at the guests.

“Eileen and Maude will show the guests to their rooms. If sir doesn't mind coming with me to sign the purchase order for the aero fuel and to attend to some other paperwork.” Lynes announced. He led Toby down the back hallway, and they disappeared through some hidden doorway.

Ally found herself face to face with one of the maids who had just appeared. She did a double take when she realised that this Eileen was the very same sexy young nymph who had run away from the hangar just after their arrival. It was the smear of oil on her cheek that made it absolutely clear. The girl looked up, meeting her gaze, and gave a little grin.

Returning the grin, Ally reached into her flying jacket and pulled out a neatly folded, crisply ironed handkerchief. She offered it to the girl, whose expression turned to confusion. So Ally mimed wiping her cheek with it. Realisation dawned, and Eileen briefly appeared nervous of being found out. She took the rectangle of cotton, and wiped her cheek with it. Checking it, and seeing the smear of transferred oil, she turned it in her hand, to find a clean section, and swiped it across her cheek again.

The handkerchief was clean this time, and Eileen gave a relieved little curtsy of thanks to Ally. “I shall see that it's cleaned for you, ma'am.” she said, pocketing the cotton.

Maude, the other maid, had been looking sideways at this exchange, expression suspicious and dark. The taller of the two servants, she was attractive in a blonder, bigger breasted way than Eileen. Ally suspected that Maude was used to being the one who got all the attention, even from other women, and wasn't handling this innocent exchange between a guest and her fellow servant at all well.

“If you will come with me.” Maude said, leading the way up the stairs.
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The layout of the house was very much as they had guessed when they entered. What they hadn’t considered were the two wings running from either end of the building, making it a big C. Godfrey had a room on the first floor that was not occupied by a family member, whilst Jiggles, Ally and Ginge were each assigned smaller ones on the third floor. By the time Maude had shown them all around, their cases had been brought in by two strapping young men who looked like they had been drafted from gardening duty. The gardeners stood beside the cases at the top of the stairs, waiting to be told which rooms to take them to.

Maude flirted with the older of the two men, reasserting her role as sexy servant after feeling that Eileen had taken it away. It was unsubtle behaviour, which was mostly ignored. The younger of the men was the only person who was visibly flustered by Maude's behaviour, and he quickly made his excuses and rushed off to whatever outdoor duties he had been pulled away from.

“Cook says she will be serving food in an hour. She seems to think that flying would have made you hungry.” Maude announced when she realised she wasn’t getting the reaction she hoped for from her audience. “There are two bathrooms on this corridor, if you want to clean. Eileen, we are needed downstairs, I’m sure.”

“I was told to help the guests to unpack, if they need the assistance.” Eileen replied. She cast a hopeful look to Jiggles and Ally.

“That would be very helpful, thank you.” Ally said.

Maude’s pout was a sight to see. Her foot tapped an angry rhythm on the wood of the corridor floor. The remaining gardener looked her up and down, then took a slow step sideways, turned on his heel, and crept down the stairs. Maude caught the movement from the corner of her eye, and knew she had lost the argument she had yet to start.

“You stay and help the guests to unpack, Eileen. I will make sure that Mister Lynes knows you are making yourself useful.” Maude said, after taking a slow breath. Without further ado, she turned around and followed the gardener down the stairs.

When Maude was on the landing below, Eileen asked, “How may I help you unpack?” The question was loud and clear, as much for the other maid as the guests.

“Ally always packs the most clothes.” Jiggles joked. “Why don’t you help her unpack first. If Ginge or I still require any aid when you’re done, we will call.”

Eileen picked up Ally’s case, which was larger than seemed appropriate for a long weekend. It was heavy, but she didn’t appear bothered by that. Ally gave a shake of her head at Jiggles for the joshing, then followed the maid into her room.

Ally liked to wear nice clothes. With family in the fashion business, she could easily find them, or, if the need arose, was able to cut and stitch them into shape. She particularly enjoyed having sexy underwear for those special occasions. It was a large selection of these flimsies that greeted Eileen when she hefted the case onto the bed and opened it.

“Oh my, these are lovely. Are they French?” Eileen couldn’t help but pick a teddy top from the pile, and hold it against her own chest to get an impression of how it might look.

“Mostly French. But I do know a talented seamstress in Soho who can knock up anything I give her the sketches for. She makes some stuff for my uncle to sell, based upon my designs.” Ally bragged.

“That’s incredible. You’re a fashion designer? I thought you were a pilot?” Eileen laid the lingerie on the bed, then moved to the chest of drawers and cupboard against the wall. She opened the top drawer, and nodded satisfaction that it would be suitable.

“Oh, I am a pilot. That is what I do to make a living, helping Jiggles out. But my family is in the rag trade. I suppose appreciating the best clothes comes naturally. Toby says you are the mechanic for his aeroplanes?” Ally sat on the arm of the over stuffed chair by the window and watched the sexy young woman unpack the case and transfer its contents to the drawers.

Eileen was short and pretty, not the willowy English Rose type that Ally normally went for. She perked up at the mention of Toby’s name, and Ally knew the young Lord had an admirer.

“Master Toby lets me look at the planes. I know a little about engines. Father taught me how to take them apart and rebuild them and fix lots of problems. But he didn’t know a lot about flying machines, so I’m having to teach myself. And Toby.... Lord Toby has promised to teach me how to fly.”

“Was he giving you a lesson when we arrived?” Ally asked, fighting back a grin.

Eileen’s cheeks were a lovable shade of red. “He was. I was sitting on his lap, and he was showing me the controls.”

“How are the lessons going?”

“Oh, well, as they don’t fly at the moment, all I can do is play with the stick a bit.” Ally couldn’t help but snort a laugh at Eileen’s answer, making the maid go even redder.

“Well, Toby has asked Ginge to give you some lessons whilst he works on the aeroplanes, if you’re interested. So you will know all about them by the end of the weekend, I’m sure.” Ally said, changing the subject out of pity for the girl.

“Oh, that will be wonderful. I want to learn so much. There, everything is packed away for you. I should see if Miss Jiggleswick or Mister.... Ginge, need any help.”

Ally followed Eileen out onto the landing. Jiggles and Ginge were waiting for them. “Everything unpacked?” Jiggles asked.

“Everything.” Ally said. “And you?”

“We’re all unpacked. But then, we always carry far fewer clothes.” Jiggles told her.

“Ginge, when will you be working on the aeroplanes?” Ally asked.

“Oh, I don’t know. That’s up to Toby, I suppose. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure to have Eileen help me out.” Ginge smiled and nodded at the maid.

“Oh, thank you so much. I can’t wait to learn all about them. But I must get back downstairs, to see how much trouble Maude has got me into.” Eileen set off down the corridor, away from the stairs. Near the corner into the next wing, she stopped and poked at the wall. Nothing happened, and she looked embarrassed. Then, she had a revelation, and poked at a different section of the dark wood panelling. It opened, revealing itself to be a secret door. “I’ll take the Shaft down to the staff quarters. I shall see you all again soon, I’m sure.” With that, she disappeared into the dark opening, and pulled the panel closed behind her.

“She is certainly an interesting young lady.” Ally said. “There is a lot going on with her.”

“With Toby?” Jiggles asked.

“Possibly. He has been letting her play with the stick in the SE5.” Ally smirked.

“How long did they say it would be until food was served?” Ginge asked, getting his priorities sorted out.

“Perhaps another half hour.” Jiggles estimated.

“Well, I’m going to spend some of that time finding out more about that door that Eileen just disappeared through.” Ginge said.

“It is a little mysterious. And we are supposed to be here to investigate mysteries, after all. Apres vous.” Jiggles gestured toward the section of wall that Eileen had opened.

They walked to the corner, and looked down the corridor of the wing. Ginge cupped his chin between thumb and forefinger of his right hand, and thoughtfully tapped his lips. “The way this corridor goes, I think this corner could be storage. It would be a dark room, with no windows” he opined.

“You know, we could stop theorising about what’s behind that wall, and actually find the door the lovely young thing went through. Then we will know just what is in there.” Ally suggested. She was already back around the corner, checking out the panelling.

“I suppose so.” Ginge agreed. But he stayed back and watched as Ally and Jiggles tested the panelling.

The dark, smooth, shiny wood was very well put together, with tight seams. “So, she pressed somewhere around here.” Jiggles mimicked Eileen’s actions.

“And, if you look closely, there is a seam, just here. So, if I press it on this side....” When Ally pushed against her chosen section of wall, it moved inwards, and there was a light click. She released it, and the door popped open. “Open sesame.”

Just inside the door was a small landing, and narrow wooden steps led up and down from it. “This would be the Shaft.” Jiggles said, looking as far up and down as the tight turn of the stairs would allow.

“A secret tunnel? How very old country house.” Ginge said.

“Is it a secret tunnel? Or just a way for the servants to get around without being seen?” Ally wondered.

“Maybe it’s both. Maybe we should explore it. Later.” Jiggles pushed the door closed, until it clicked again, and became a panel once more. “Let’s change, then we can go and eat.”
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The family dining room may have been smaller than the grand entertaining room on the ground floor, but it was still large. The long, heavy, oak table could easily seat fourteen, with six along each side, and one at each end. Right now, it was set for eleven.

Jiggles did some quick maths. She presumed that Toby’s stepmother might be joining them, but couldn’t think who the other five would be. It would be revealed soon enough, she was sure. And there was already an array of cold cuts laid out on the sideboard. Cook was correct in her assumption. A good flight, even a relatively short one such as the one that had brought them here, could make her very hungry and thirsty. She took a plate, and started picking out slices of ham and beef.

Ginge and Ally had arrived with Jiggles, but had been distracted by the view from the tall windows. They could look down the long drive, to where it disappeared into trees beyond the ornamental lake. The lower end of the runway was also visible, looking rough and out of place next to the manicured lawns and neat borders of the garden.

But, mostly, they weren't looking at the scenery. They had spotted a horse rider trotting her mount up the long driveway. Even from this distance, her bearing was striking. Her long legs clasped the flanks of her steed as she urged it into a final gallop, and the cream of her blouse blended with the pale skin of her arms and face, to make it seem she was riding topless. As her horse picked up speed, long, dark blonde hair streamed behind her. She soon disappeared from view, going around the side of the house to the stables, and their attention shifted to the buffet.

There were two doors into the dining room. The larger one was for family and guests, whilst, tucked into a corner, the smaller one was for staff to enter and exit through as they ferried food and crockery to and from the room. The hidden staircase that Eileen had called the Shaft would have an opening somewhere close to it. No doubt staff bustled up and down those narrow steps bearing trays all the time.

Jiggles sat with her back to the windows, and started ladling relishes onto her plate of meat and cold potatoes. Ginge and Ally worked their way along the offerings, picking out their choices. When they sat beside her, Ginge asked, “Are we acting properly on protocol? Should our hosts be here before we start eating?”

“I have always believed that if the covers are off the food, then it is perfectly okay to dig in, hosts or no hosts.” Jiggles assured him.

The issue was resolved almost immediately, as the larger door opened, and Toby and Godfrey entered. They were in the middle of a conversation that seemed to have been going for some time. “....to a war economy would be easier in some industries than others, of course. I have studied the issue somewhat. But you know this, Godfrey, or you wouldn't have got me started on the subject.” Toby's hands were spread wide, as if illustrating a point he had started making somewhere further down the long corridor. “Ah, ladies, Ginge. Good to see you again. Godfrey was baiting me with questions of economics and gloomy talk of war. I hope you can help me steer the conversation to more interesting matters. Goodness, what a spread. Cook has outdone herself. Where has she been storing all this, I wonder?” He immediately steered for the food and started to fill a plate.

Godfrey followed suit, but felt the need to defend himself against accusations of being a bore. “Toby may look like a good old lord of the manor, with a healthy interest in flying machines. But he actually possesses one of the finest logistical minds in the country. No, the world. If only he could be dragged away from his biplanes, he could do wonders for the economy.”

Toby held a thick slice of roast beef in a pair of serving tongs. He waved it about as he dismissed Godfrey's compliment. “Oh, tosh. You know full well that I run father's businesses. All of them. I keep my little part of the economy ticking over just fine. I am allowed my indulgences on the weekend.” The beef tore, and a large section dropped to the floor. “Oh, bother.”

It was just as Toby was throwing food around in an embarrassing manner, that Eileen arrived through the smaller door. She was carrying a large tureen of soup, steam escaping from under its silvered lid. “Oh dear, Lord Toby. Let me just put this down, and I will tidy that up for you.”

Toby dropped the remaining beef onto his plate, and looked around for somewhere to put it down. “Oh no, Eileen, no. Don't bother yourself with that. It's my mess, and I should clear it up.”

Before Toby could place his plate anywhere, Eileen had the soup in its place on the sideboard, and was already bent over to pick up the scraps of meat on the floor. Her skirt may have been long and modest, but there was no way it could keep from pulling tight around the fine globes of her buttocks when she was in this position. Toby looked down at the lovely, rounded sight with a little smile. Not so long ago, those fine cheeks had been sitting on his lap. He seemed to be recalling the sensation.

Eileen straightened up, and turned to face Toby. “I will take this downstairs with me, and see that the dog gets it” she told him.

“Yes, of course, very good. Thank you Eileen.” Toby's gaze was still aimed lower than her face. Buttons on her blouse had popped open as she bent over, and he was staring into the gap, rewarded by the sight of the swell of her small, firm breasts. His nervous expression suggested that he was working out just how far he would have to move to get a look at a nipple.

Snapping out of his naughty reverie, Toby brought his eyes up to Eileen's face. “Very good, Eileen. Thank you. I apologise for being so clumsy.”

“Not at all, Lord Toby.” If Eileen realised the buttons had come undone, she didn't show it. She gave a little curtsy-like bob, bending forwards ever so slightly. Toby's eyes were dragged down again. The colour in his face suggested that he had seen a nipple this time.

“I.... ah.... I was wondering if you would be able to join us again later in the hangar. If Ginge doesn't mind working on the crates, of course. And giving you some lessons in engineering, of course.”

“Of course.” said Ginge. He never passed up the chance to work on an interesting aeroplane. Or to help with what looked like a clumsy courtship.

“I think I will be able to join you. Cook is very understanding about the.... other work I do for you. Mister Lynes may not be so happy, though....” Eileen said, eagerly.

“Oh, I shall have a word with Lynes. Don't worry yourself about that.”

“Then I shall help you in the hangar in any way you want me to. But now, I must get back to my duties.” Eileen did her little curtsy thing again, and it seemed obvious this time that she knew she was flashing her employer. She didn't look around to check the reactions in the room as she headed for the little door, pausing only long enough to remove the lid from the tureen.

Toby stared at the door after it had closed. “She is an interesting young lady.” Godfrey said, to help him come back to the room.

“Spirited. And very talented and intelligent. She is wasted in service. You know, her father is an engineer. I believe he taught her all manner of useful skills. His father supplied Grandpapa with some of the equipment for his factories. But the family business fell on hard times. I don't know the full story, but Papa couldn't turn her down when she applied to work below stairs here to help them out.” Toby started loading his plate with cold meat again, concentrating on piling up the food to distract himself from whatever thoughts Eileen's nipple had stirred in him.

The family door opened once more, and a couple entered, just as Toby reached the end of the sideboard closest to it. He looked them up and down, and his expression briefly went dark. He turned away quickly, before either of them noticed. “Ah, Melissa, Donald. Have you met my weekend guests.” he said, forcing jollity into his tone. Perhaps he was thinking about the breasts of a pretty girl to cheer himself up. “This is Veronica, Ally, and Ginge, of Jiggleswick Air. They are going to help me with the aeroplanes. And you know Godfrey, of course.”

“Of course I remember Godfrey. But I haven’t seen you, young man, since you were at University with my stepson. Where have you been keeping yourself?” Melissa was in her late thirties, short and attractive, with a pretty face made pale by the curls of jet black hair framing it. There was a hint of dark rings around her icy blue eyes, from worry or lack of sleep. She still managed a sly smile as she teased her stepson’s friend, though.

“Oh, I have been working for the civil service. I’m just a boring man in a suit in an office. You are looking as lovely as ever, Lady Carstairs. And, Donald, was it? I don’t believe we have met.”

Godfrey extended a hand to the tall, aloof gentleman standing beside Melissa Carstairs. Donald looked at the hand for a drawn out moment before accepting it. He was expensively dressed, his pinstriped suit cut to the latest fashion, and his pocket watch chain, and monocle frame, were highly polished gold. His angular face was handsome enough, but spoilt by a narrow moustache over his thin lips. As he shook Godfrey’s hand, his attention wandered, and he looked around the room, studying its other occupants. “Charmed, I’m sure.” he said, unconvincingly.

“Well, I am sure you are all hungry. I can see that you are, in fact, looking at your plates. Let’s put the introductions aside, and eat. The Reverend and the others shall be joining us shortly, I believe” Melissa said, starting to drift towards the plates at the end of the sideboard. Donald followed her, everyone else in the room forgotten.

There were still four settings unaccounted for. Jiggles, Ally and Ginge sat across the table from them, whilst Godfrey and Toby sat beside them. Godfrey looked eager for the seats to be filled. He couldn’t be waiting for the Reverend that Melissa had mentioned, but was interested in at least one of the people still to arrive. They all tucked into the soup they had ladled out into gold rimmed bowls, before starting on the meat stacked on their plates.

Donald and Melissa sat at either end of the table. Toby stared into his soup, face darkening again. He was the Lord, and should have been at the head of the table, facing his stepmother. He had chosen to sit with his friends, not thinking how he would feel when usurped.

The family door opened again, and the person Godfrey was waiting for arrived. Ginge and Ally recognised her as the rider they had seen earlier. Still wearing her wonderfully tight jodhpurs, thigh high boots, and cream blouse, she glowed from the ride. Her dark blonde locks bounced as she strode in, and sharp, intelligent eyes scanned the room.

“Ah, hello Godfrey. And this will be the crew of Jiggleswick Air. Veronica, Alexandra, and.... Ginger? I have heard about you.” The gorgeous newcomer said. Her accent was American, but none of the crew knew enough about the country to place which part of it she hailed from.

“Your reputation precedes you.” Godfrey joked.

“I didn’t know we had a reputation.” Jiggles said, feigning innocence. They had several reputations, depending upon who was asked. But it was still a surprise when a complete stranger had heard of them.

“A stunningly beautiful pair of lady pilots- and their handsome mechanic- who run their own air charter service? But of course I have heard of you. I keep a look out for all the women out there blazing a trail and doing incredible things. I am Erin, by the way, as it seems that Toby has failed to do his job and provide introductions.” Erin stood behind the chair beside Godfrey, and smiled at the Jiggleswick Air crew.

“Erin is here from the United States to learn all about Britain and Europe. And no doubt to steal all our manufacturing secrets and apply them to her father's business.” Toby joked.

“Tobias, darlin', we all ain't such backward colonials no more, y'hear. We know exactly hows to build the things we need now.” Erin laid the drawl on thick, and reached over Godfrey to run fingers through Toby's hair and ruffle it up. They obviously teased each other this way often. “My dear cousin almost has a point, however. There is a fine amount that our countries can learn from each other. Anyway, I am starving.” She turned quickly and went to join her step aunt and Donald at the buffet.

Godfrey's expression as he watched the American go was similar to the one Toby had graced Eileen with. For some reason, Jiggles felt a pang of jealousy seeing it. Then she looked at Erin, and saw the firm hemispheres of her buttocks, emphasised by her tight jodhpurs, and felt something else entirely.

“Uncle Charles went off to the States to seek out new markets and found himself a wife as well. Erin is the oldest of my cousins. She really is here to look for new business opportunities. Whatever you do, do not play cards against her, she's a card sharp.” Toby said, leaning across the table to deliver the information in a low voice.

“I heard that, Toby.” Erin said, from the buffet. “Are you implying I cheat?”

“I would never dare to do that, dear cousin.” Leaning even further over the table, Toby added, in a stage whisper, “I believe she cheats, and has done since we were children.”

“You're asking for a whupping, cuz.” Erin said, wielding slices of ham as if they were a weapon, then chortling.

When Erin returned to the table with a plate laden with food and a bowl of soup, Godfrey stood to pull the chair out for her. Jiggles felt that jealousy again. “Why, thank you, kind sir.” Erin teased Godfrey, the put on Southern drawl less pronounced than earlier. She laid down her crockery, then sat directly across from Jiggles.

The jealousy evaporated as quickly as before, as the gorgeous American studied Jiggles, and said, “I wish I had learnt how to fly. To be up in the air like that, there must be so much freedom.” She sipped at her soup.

“There certainly is. It does feel wonderful to be up in the clouds. Above them sometimes. Just you, and the crate, enjoying it. Of course, we are a commercial operation, so most of the time we are actually carrying passengers.” Jiggles couldn't help but like the blonde bombshell across the table, and be attracted to her. She was rediscovering forgotten feelings for Godfrey, exacerbated somewhat by his obvious desire for the American. But that wasn't Erin's fault. It was an issue for Jiggles, that harked back to her teenage crush on her brother's friend.

The conversation was interrupted, as the large door opened again, and three new people walked in. The group was led by a short, wide man, dressed all in black. The dark clothes were highlighted by the white of his dog collar and sparse hair, and the pink of his chubby face. This must be the Reverend that Melissa had mentioned. Behind him were a man and a woman.

The woman wore a dress that seemed to have been stitched together from curtain off-cuts. There was a ring on every one of her fingers, a clatter of bangles around her wrists, and several loops of paste and fake pearl necklaces around her neck. A tiny, red bowler hat balanced atop the messily bunched grey and brown curls of her hair. The man’s head was clean shaven, and he wore a yellow robe that looked like a drunk’s interpretation of a toga.

“This is the Reverend Dobby, Madame Gogo, and Swami Sumi.” Melissa announced. “They are helping me exorcise the house of the ghost that killed my dear husband. These are Toby’s guests for the weekend.” She didn’t bother with reciprocal individual introductions.

The Reverend barely acknowledged the newcomers at the table, turning straight to the buffet. Madame Gogo produced pince nez from some secret fold, and placed them over the bridge of her nose so that she could study Jiggles, Ally and Ginge. She made a light tutting sound, then nodded at them, and hid the glasses again. The Swami clasped his hands together and gave a little bow. They both followed the Reverend to the food.

Jiggles, Ginge and Ally stared at the strange trio, nonplussed. “So, where is the most interesting place that you have flown to?” Erin asked, drawing their attention away and unlocking the opportunity for a series of anecdotes as the meal went on.
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Chapter 5
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“What is your true intention here?” Jiggles asked Godfrey. She had managed to get him alone for a moment, walking up the landing strip to check its surface for ruts higher up.

They turned, and looked down the shallow slope to the ramp at the bottom of the strip. “I'm sorry, old girl? Whatever do you mean?”

“I know that you work for the Secret Intelligence Service. That is how we were reintroduced to each other, after all. And I was sure that we were here for some nefarious reason. But now, it seems, you have just brought us out to this country house so you can make eyes at your friend's American cousin.”

Godfrey had the decency to colour at this suggestion. “I, ah, I admit that I would have rather done this without the distraction of Erin's presence. I met her when we were all much younger, when she came over from the States to visit with the British arm of the family. And I must say, I have something of a crush on the dear girl. Rather like you on me.” Hearing Jiggles' dismissive grunt, Godfrey rushed on. “But, yes, we do have a SIS reason to be here. Toby is a genius, as I told you. He can look at almost any manufacturing business, and, within a day, tell you a dozen ways to make it more efficient. There are dark clouds gathering. You have seen evidence of the enemy we may soon face, first hand- I've read the reports- so you understand better than most how important it could become to have a strong manufacturing base. The country needs people like Toby, as much as it will need all the young men who will be called upon to fight.”

“I still don't know why we are here, though. Oh, you don't think that Toby might have Nazi sympathies, do you?”

“Goodness, no. I am simply here to start the ball rolling on recruiting him into the war effort, should the need ever arise. I am showing my face, being the jovial old friend, introducing him to some lovely ladies who share his passion for flying, all of that. I am reminding him why he should serve his country.”
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