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All characters portrayed in this novel are entirely fictitious. This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales are entirely coincidental.
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Lady Baldwin was lying face down on the bed, a white sheet barely concealing her modesty but not her figure. Despite being in her middle forties, she was still sought after by enough men to keep her happy. She still had her looks, her small waist, her large breasts helped by some minor operations and her long slim legs. Although her shoulder length blonde hair was extremely disheveled and her lipstick smudged, she didn’t particularly care at this moment. She’d just had sex and wanted some more. She raised herself up onto her right elbow and rearranged the sheet around her to the best effect, highlighting the length of her legs and the roundness of her bottom. Today, she knew she was irresistible..

Her blue eyes quickly took in the surroundings; a tiny bedroom with limited furniture, the biggest of which was this queen size bed which she herself had bought, just a couple of nightstands on either side in natural pine, a dressing table and chair in the same pine, and a small wardrobe. The walls were plain white and curtains stood out in a dreadful chocolate. They were closed at present, thankfully keeping much of the daylight out. After all, it was still only 3pm. Her clothes were scattered all about the beige fitted carpet and she smiled as she recalled how hurriedly they’d been discarded.

Lady Baldwin heard him flush the toilet and turn the faucet on to wash his hands from the bathroom next door; then the faint sound of his bare feet padding away toward the kitchen. She knew he loved her, worshipped her really, but she didn’t love him back. He was just a lover.

In the tiny kitchen he busied himself getting a couple of glasses and a bottle of champagne out of the fridge. Champagne was her usual beverage, she’d even sent a crate to this apartment purely for her frequent visits, along with other personal supplies. She’d probably have the whole place redecorated and refurnished soon but he didn’t mind, just as long as she visited.

Simon had worked for her once as her butler. He wasn’t very good as a butler though so her husband, Lord Baldwin, had let him go. Little did he know that it was her decision. She liked him working for her but felt claustrophobic with him around all the time and was certain her husband was suspicious. Besides, Simon wasn’t her only lover.

Simon had returned back here to London. He’d resumed his old job of looking after a single American man who was very rarely in Britain and therefore needed very little in the way of service. Simon was very good at paperwork and organizing but was poor with valeting and serving meals so working full time for Lord Baldwin, who expected his suits pressed and shoes shined on a daily basis, was a disaster. Thankfully, he’d managed to get his old job back. As Lady Baldwin didn’t like to visit him at his new residence, she’d found this tiny apartment for them and whenever she was in town she’d call and they’d meet . It wasn’t the most perfect arrangement for him. He’d prefer a more permanent situation but he understood it was better than nothing and she was very generous. If only he could get her husband out of the picture..

Simon was almost twenty years younger than Her Ladyship, nearly six foot tall, handsome with short black curly hair, and blue eyes, slim and muscular, very well spoken, good mannered, and always well groomed. He was an ideal young gentleman with an eye for the older ladies. Scatter- brained young women were not for him. His ideal was Lady Baldwin or C as he called her now, a scheming devious woman who knew exactly what she wanted which at the moment was he..

“Simon, where are you with the champagne?” She called from the bedroom. At times like this her voice was very soft and sexy without accent, a classic English lady. Yet at other times she was able to cut people to the bone with it, a completely different person.

“Be right there, C,” he replied as he popped the cork, holding the bottle in one hand and the two glasses by the stems in his other. He made his way back naked, apart from the striped boxers he’d slipped on when using the bathroom. It was going to be a long afternoon.
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Approximately one hundred and sixty miles away in a small terraced one-bedroom house, a telephone conversation was just starting.

“Good afternoon,” said the deep baritone voice on the other end of the line from another suburb of London.

“Hello Ken. What’s all the racket in the background?” replied Phillip in his amused northern accent.

“Hang on a minute, you moron. I’ll just turn it down.”

There followed the sound of the receiver being put down and shortly after the volume of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony being drastically reduced. Ken loved Beethoven. Before the phone rang he was probably sitting in his armchair conducting the orchestra with his baton. He had actually conducted an orchestra once, only a rehearsal, but he’d done it and was pretty good at it. Of course, Phillip would never tell him that. They were too good friends to start complimenting each other; instead they traded insults and jokes which made them both laugh.

Ken was much older than Phillip, 81 years to Phillip’s 37. Ken was a retired butler, had taught Phillip several years before. They’d immediately hit it off despite being total opposites. Ken was outgoing, rotund, enjoyed the arts and cooking, loathed sports. He was also a real ladies man. They did however share the same sense of humor, honesty and belief in staying true.

“You know,” said Ken as he picked the receiver up again, “I’ll never understand why a person of your intellect can listen to that brain numbing noise that you call music rather than Beethoven, who was the greatest musician ever to live.”

Phillip laughed. They argued about music all the time and whenever they visited each other they played their own sounds just to bait each other. He generally subjected Ken to some Rolling Stones.

“So how are you doing, buddy. Is the wicked witch of the north still driving you crazy?” continued Ken, referring to one of Phillip’s employers, Lady Baldwin.

“No more than usual. But then I’ve been here before. I must be a glutton for punishment.”

“Well, I keep telling you what her problem is. You should introduce me to her and I’ll charm her into bed, give her what she needs.”

“Get out of here, Ken. You’re 80 years old. If you got her into bed, she’d be waiting a month for the erection..” Phillip’s sarcasm dripped from his words.

“Well I think you should introduce me or else do the dastardly deed yourself. She’s not unattractive, is she?”

“No, but no thanks. She needs someone old, decrepit, and without morals.” Phillip paused and teasingly added, “Perhaps I should introduce you?”

“Okay, insult taken; but I’ll be glad to service her.”

“Sure, Ken. I’ll keep you in mind for when she gets really bad..”

“So you old bean, is this just a social call or do you require my expensive professional expertise?”

“Actually, I was wondering if you fancied coming to the World Cup this year.”

“The World Cup?”

“I know you’re ignorant of all things sport but surely you’ve heard of the World Cup?”

“Nope.”

“It’s a football competition, or soccer as the Americans like to call it, between all the countries of the world”

“You mean that silly game where grown men chase a little white ball around a field?”

“Yes, but it’s not silly.”

“It is to me. Why on earth would I want to go?”

“Because it’s being played in the USA.”

Ken just loved the USA. He and Phillip had previously been on vacation there together.

“Now why didn’t you say that to begin with rather than all that World Cup stuff?”

“You want to go?”

“Of course I do. Just tell me when and how much. I’ll leave the details to you. I didn’t think you’d be going back there after buying that stupid car.”

Phillip had recently purchased a Toyota MR2 in a color he liked to describe as ‘the color of the sky on a cloudless day’. The car was brand new, his first ever sports car, and he loved opening his garage door to take it out, even if it was just to go to the local store. Mind you, the payments were exorbitant, but as he was single and earning good money, ‘then what the hell.’

“My car isn’t stupid.”

“It’s only got two seats.”

“I only need one.”

“That’s selfish. What if you go on a date?”

“Then there’s a seat for both of us.”

“Where would I sit?”

“If I was on a date you’d be sitting at home.”

“That’s selfish.”

This was a normal chat between Phillip and Ken, nothing was ever intended or taken as an insult.

“Whatever. So will you want to see any of the games in America?”

“I don’t know. If it’s going to be expensive, I won’t.”

“I’ll find that out. I want to go for a month. Is that okay with you?”

“Sure, but how on earth did you get a month off? The wicked witch doesn’t like you taking holidays.”

“When I came back here, I told them that if I didn’t get decent holiday time I’d leave again. His Lordship keeps asking me when I’m going on ‘walkabout’ as he puts it so I told him July, all of July. She’ll have a fit about it but she can lump it.”

“Do you think he’s told her yet?”

“Not a chance. I’d have heard about it if he had.”

“Has he any balls?”

“She had them cut off a few months ago. He came home one day walking like a cowboy who’d spent a month in the saddle so I asked him what was wrong. He’d just had a vasectomy.”

“God almighty. I thought they were too old to have more children.”

“I think she just wants to prevent him from meeting someone else and having kids. That’s how she snared him in the first place. It’s not like she’s stopped taking the pill.”

“How do you know that?”

“Ken, we’re butlers. Remember, we know everything..”

“Forgive me, Phillip. Retirement dulls the senses.”

“I’ll remember you said that, Ken. I thought you were getting senile..”

“You’ll pay for that one.” Turning serious again, Ken asks, “So you think the wicked witch is playing around?”

“Of course she is. She doesn’t bring them here but I hear her on the phone sometimes talking to a couple of them. I think His Lordship suspects. He doesn’t seem to like it when they call and she leaves the room to talk to them but he never says anything.”

“Amazing. I can’t believe he never says anything.”

“Beats me why he doesn’t. With his money, he could easily find someone else.”

“Right, it’s not like he’s as ugly or as poor as you.”

“Very true. Anyway, enough of that. So you’re coming to America?”

“Try keeping me away. Fran will be thrilled when I tell her tonight.”

Fran was Ken’s closest friend, as she had been to his deceased wife who’d died after a long illness. Were it not for Fran, Ken would have taken his own life as he was lost after her death , Fran had gotten him back on track and enjoying life again. She also had the ability to see people for what they were whereas Ken trusted everyone and could be easily conned. Phillip liked Fran. She always spoke her mind no matter what.

“She’ll be thrilled to get rid of you for a while.”

“I don’t know why she likes you so much. All you ever do is insult me..”

“That’s why she likes me.”

“She’s coming over tonight so I’ll tell her then. Are you working tonight?”

“Not tonight, he’s going down to the Cotswold’s, to their other house, so I’ve got the night off. Although it means I have to spend it with the dogs.”

“You still have to spend the night in their house when no one is home?”

“Yes, it’s a real pain and pointless but that’s what they want so I have to do it.”

“You do what you have to. I won’t waste anymore of your time then Phillip. I’m so happy we’re going to America again. Tell me when you need some money for my fare and keep me up to date with your plans. I can hardly wait to go.”

“We’ll have a ball, Ken. Give my love to Fran and I’ll call you soon.”

“Have a good night, Phillip, and thank you.”

“You too, Ken. Speak to you soon. Bye.”

“That’s that then,” thought Phillip as he hung up the phone wondering now how he was going to raise the money and find the tickets for the soccer games he wanted to see. He knew he probably wouldn’t be able to see as many as he’d like but he was single, he didn’t have a mortgage or utility bills so he could always use credit.

Despite thinking of himself as ugly, Phillip wasn’t that bad looking and many folk thought he was quite handsome He was slim, 5’ 10”, wore a warm smile with mischievous hazel / green eyes, a roman nose, and a mustache. At twenty, his hair had grayed and he’d lost most of it apart from a little on top and around the sides. He’d recently stopped worrying about his hair so he was more relaxed these days which probably explained why he came back to work here.

This was his second stint here. He still wondered why he’d come back, especially as it was only a few months ago that he’d gotten away. When he left, he made it clear that it was because of Lady Baldwin’s behavior toward him. Her mood swings, anger, and the constant switching from the routine that she said she wanted was unbearable. He told them both why he was leaving, knowing His Lordship would be furious with her. Phillip had been the only person they’d found who could not only do his job, but everyone else’s as well. He was well-liked by everyone and could press suits and polish shoes promptly just as Lord Baldwin liked. If Her Ladyship had actually asked him personally to stay, rather than give him a message through the nanny, then he may actually have stayed. But he was quite miffed with her attitude so he had left.

When Phillip returned to his mother’s apartment, they’d already been calling her asking for him to reply but he ignored the messages. He went back to his previous job of working for the High Court and its judges. It was only itinerant work but despite its low wage, it paid the few bills he had and was fairly easy. He didn’t spend much of this period actually at his mother’s home but she continued getting calls so he caved in and spoke to them before going down to see them. By this time, Lady Baldwin had more or less moved to their new house in the Cotswolds in Gloucestershire, and his Lordship went there for some weekends . They’d found a butler for that house but still wanted someone for Crompton Hall in Derbyshire. As Lord Baldwin would still spend time there and the shooting parties would continue as before, a butler was needed. Given the new scenario, he agreed to see them down at their new house.

The new house, Stonebridge Manor, was at least twice the size of Crompton . Unlike Crompton, it sat right in the middle of its own property so it wasn’t easy to find. He eventually found and drove through the tiny village that no doubt belonged to the estate. It’s one road brought him directly to the open gated entrance to the main house itself. They were obviously expecting him or perhaps just left the gate open during the day, . The gravel driveway crunched under his tires as he wound his way toward the house, a drive of about half a mile. He passed three other houses which belonged to the estate and no doubt were occupied by various staff. He knew a few of the staff here, had worked with them at Crompton, but there were still a few he wouldn’t know and he wondered how long they’d last.

He caught a few glimpses of the house as he made his way. A big three storey Georgian stone manor with the full basement making the rear of the house four storey tall. This was much bigger than Crompton. As was customary for a servant, he figured out which was the ‘service’ entrance, parked, and stepped out of his car. He wasn’t in uniform, which for him was a traditional morning suit; but he did wear a dark gray lounge suit, white shirt and conservative striped tie. Though he wasn’t here to impress anyone. He didn’t care if they offered him his old job back; he was more interested in what Lady Baldwin was going to say.

“Hey Phil, I thought you’d escaped us all..”

Phillip turned around, putting one arm into his jacket. He knew who the friendly greeting was coming from, it was Cathy the maid but made sure before making a smart and sarcastic reply.

“I did, but I keep getting calls saying my freedom was actually only parole and that I needed to finish my sentence.”

They both laughed and gave each other a hug.

“Good to see you again, Phil. We’ve missed you.”

“Thanks, Cathy; but I do wonder why I’m actually here. Good to see you as well.”

“Kay will be here in a second. She’s missed you as well.”

“There’s no one to make fun of you both anymore; that’s why you miss me.”

“Even Lady B has missed you.” Cathy commented, quite seriously.

“Now I know you’re joking” he laughed.

“Phillip!”

“Kay, how are you?”

“Give me a hug. Welcome home.”

Cathy and Kay were the two closest servants to Lady Baldwin, who was always referred to as Lady B when she was out of earshot. Cathy worked as her maid and Kay was her children’s nanny and general confidant and organizer. These two were the go betweens for everyone; they’d tell Lady B stuff that she had no right knowing, but could also tell you things about Lady B if they so wished. It was a game really, but a game that Phillip could play.

Both women were of the same height, 5’4”, both blonde, but that’s where the similarity ended. Cathy was very slim, her hair longer, brown eyed, a mother and wife, very emotional. She wasn’t unattractive, but apart from fixing the curls on her hair she didn’t do much with her face or perhaps she’d been told not to by her ladyship.

Kay’s hair was short and straight, struggled with her size and figure, single, better educated, frightened most people with her manner, and not prone to being tearful. Like Cathy, she wasn’t at all ugly and she made better use of her make up. Her skin was good and despite how she liked to come across, she was prone to blushing.

Both of them should have left years ago, in Phillip’s opinion, but they were very well rewarded and didn’t have many other options.

Phillip had arrived early so they gave him a quick tour of the place before finishing up in the kitchen where his old pal Rene, the chef, was busily preparing lunch.

“Rene, it’s bad enough I am here but I thought you’d opened a restaurant in Paris.” said Phillip smilingly and offering his outstretched hand to be shook.

Rene was tall, over six feet, very slim, a mop of black hair but no facial hair. He had the uncanny ability to always appear unkempt, no matter what the situation, yet his wife, also French, was the epitome of elegance.

Rene took his hand and smiled back. “Someone fuckin gazzumped me at the last minute,” he replied in his strong French accent, “I swear I’ll kill them if I ever find out who did it. But no matter, here I am again.” He paused, “and of course it’s nice to see you .”

(Gazzumped is a British term for settling on a price for something and then at the very last moment, another bidder comes in and offers more.)

“Your family is well?”

“Yes, very well. Maybe you’ll have chance to go see them before you go home, eh?”

“I hope so, but what exactly happened to the restaurant?”

“Oh, we went back to Paris thinking all the contracts had been settled. I was buying equipment for it and we’d actually moved in. Then the agent told us we had to leave as someone had paid more money at the last moment. I don’t know who but it’s since been resold, I believe,” Rene shook his head, “so here I am again.”

“I’m sorry, Rene. I know how much you were looking forward to having your own place, but it’s very nice to see you again.”

They’d worked together previously at Crompton and Rene had often spoken of his desire to open his own restaurant. He had found one just outside Paris and when Phillip had left he was working out his notice, full of excitement about returning home.

Rene was a great chef. He was the best Phillip had ever worked with and he’d worked with quite a few. He often wondered how Rene put up with Lady B’s penchant for being late for meals, as he very often had to re-cook. Behind her back he would cuss and complain about his food being ruined by her lateness, ‘fookin beech’ he would grumble in his French accent. But when she put her head into the kitchen to say she was sorry for being late, he would always turn around and say “that’s okay milady; it’s no problem.” Phillip always chided him for this, jokingly, as Phillip, when he had to cook would not re-cook if she was late. He’d just keep it warm and if she didn’t like it, then tough. He would always ask her when she wanted dinner and would have it ready by then. If she then decided to wait another hour and not inform him, then so be it, she could have it burnt.

Normally in private homes there are set times for meals and if they’re missed, a good excuse is needed. Even then a snack is all that is offered. In this house, that was not the case. Very often, breakfast would still be required at lunchtime and dinner could be anytime from 6 to 9pm. Dinner parties could be even later which caused much consternation amongst the staff, especially the chef.

“So Phillip, are you coming to work here with Tom?”

Phillip had heard of the household’s butler Tom, by all accounts a very good one. His wife worked here as well doing maid duties but Tom had picked up the pieces here after the first two men had walked out. He had gotten the place back in order.

“Not that I’ve heard of. They just want me back at Crompton looking after his Lordship and doing the shoots. Have you any idea who’ll be doing the cooking?”

“I think you will. The only time I’ll be going back there is when they have parties.”

“I see. I can cope with him. If she comes up, I’ll do what I usually do when she’s late. I’ll cremate it.”

Cathy, who’d remained in the kitchen standing with her back against the aga cooking range listening to these two , spotted Tom as he passed by the kitchen and called him over.

“Tom, come and meet Phillip.”

“Hello Phillip. Very nice to meet you. Your reputation precedes you.”

“Hello Tom. Nice to meet you, but don’t believe what you hear unless you’re being told just how bad I am.”

Tom was a little younger than Phillip. A little larger, neat short black hair with a parting down the left side. No facial hair, but probably had to shave twice a day as he already had a shadow around his chin. A nondescpript but pleasant man, he very much preferred to stay in the background. He was wearing an apron over his jacketless uniform and looked like he was busy.

“I don’t mean to be rude, Phillip, but I just need to go and make a call. We’ll chat after your meeting if that’s okay?”

“That’s okay, Tom, I understand. I’ll see you later.”

With that, Tom hurried away, passing by Kay as she entered the kitchen.

“They’re ready for you, Phil. Shall I show you the way?”

“You’d better. I’d get lost in this place.”

Although he’d had a quick tour, this was a big house. It was a mansion really, approximately 40,000 sq. ft. and quite daunting. He’d actually seen the house just after they purchased it but it was a lot different then. It had since been remodeled, redecorated, refurnished. It had been very unique, a mixture of modern décor with old fashioned furniture. Now it was like a classic design magazine, open any page and you’d find some part of this house in it. They came to the library. Mahogany floor, large stone fireplace, frilly plain curtains, sash windows looking out over the lake and its stone bridge, books from floor to ceiling and mainly unread, a big desk, lamps and occasional tables, a huge Persian rug, and in two of the overstuffed armchairs sat Lord and Lady Baldwin. They rose in unison as Kay showed Phillip into the room.

“Good morning Milord, Milady.”

“Good morning to you too, Phillip. Nice to see you and thank you for coming down,” responded Lord Baldwin, smiling and shaking his hand. His Lordship was dressed as he usually was when he was at home, corduroy pants, check shirt unbuttoned at the neck, slippers. Slightly overweight at about 5’10”, his ruddy cheeks clean shaven and his mousy hair short and parted down his left side.

“Good Morning, Phillip,” said the not as happy Lady Baldwin, although she did offer a smile of sorts.

Her ladyship wore a white blouse, the obligatory white pearls around her still elegant neck, a flowery skirt, stockings and high heels. She looked like she was ready to go out for lunch somewhere. Phillip guessed she was, but first she had to do this ‘interview’.

“Come and sit down, Phillip,” beamed Lord B motioning him to the couch alongside the two armchairs they were occupying, “Would you like a coffee or anything?”

“No, I’m fine thank you.” Phillip took his seat after they did, with Lady B in the middle. Kay left the room with a little wave.

“So Phillip, now that you’ve had a break, you’re here to ask for your old job back?” continued Lord B, conveniently forgetting that Phillip’s presence was requested.

“No milord, I came here because I was asked to. I was told you wanted me back at Crompton and that the situation had changed somewhat,” he responded calmly but annoyed they were trying to put the onus on him.

Lady B shifted a little uncomfortably on her chair, re-crossed her long legs and threw her husband a withering look, telling him wordlessly not to capsize.

“I’m sorry you got that impression, Phillip. We just wondered if you’d like to re-apply for your old position, that’s all,” he replied, catching the glimpse of approval from her.

“In that case, perhaps you can tell me then how the situation has changed, what the salary will be, what my duties will be, what benefits there’ll be, the accommodation, how many days vacation and what responsibilities I’d have?” Phillip intoned, still smiling.

Despite Phillip annoying Lady B, she did like how he worked and she admired him standing up for himself, even against her. She didn’t like weakness. Probably the biggest thing that annoyed her was that Phillip wouldn’t look at her like a desirable woman. It was always eye to eye instead of his eye on her body. How could she manipulate when he wouldn’t look?

“Well Phillip,” she said taking over from her inept husband, “we have missed you and we would like you back but we also have to consider the other applicants. The position as you knew it has changed in that I’m rarely in that part of the world anymore. This is our home now but his lordship still has his business up there. He has to stay there sometimes and we still have the shooting parties there.”

She was speaking very softly, a hint of a smile in her eyes as she remembered previous challenges that Phillip had made. “The accommodation for the butler is still the same, the salary is still the same, and the vacation time is still the same. There’ll be private medical coverage and the duties are the same except that there’ll be some cooking. Whoever takes the position will also cover for Tom here during his vacation time. The butler there will obviously be responsible for the house; he’ll get petty cash from my secretary for his lordship’s groceries and will supervise all the cleaning and the tradesmen. As you see, not very different from when you left except that I’m hardly there anymore. Would you be interested?”

“I’ll be interested if there’s an increase in the salary and an increase in the vacation time.”

“But it’s less work than it used to be,” she said a little haughtily.

“Maybe so, but I hadn’t had an increase for over two years and cooking and shopping are extras from what I used to do.”

“Yes, but it’s not as if you’ll have to do any fancy meals,” Lady B stated, implying that Lord B had simple tastes.

“Maybe not milady, but I would require a larger salary and longer vacation time.”

“How much longer?”

“Five or six weeks, like your other employees at the company.”

“But you wouldn’t work for the company,” Lady B countered.

“No, but if it’s still the same set up, then that’s who I’ll get paid by.”

“Well, we’ll have to think about it then, Phillip,” she snapped back, standing up to signal this meeting “interview” was over.

With that, she breezed out of the room leaving the two men standing, shaking hands goodbye with a little small talk about the period he’d been away.

Phillip then made his own way back toward the kitchen leaving Lord B in the library, who picked up his paper and sat down again to await his lunch.

“Well, are you back?” said Kay excitedly as he stepped into the kitchen.

“I don’t know, it’s really up to them.”

“Oh, I’m sure you will be. We’ve all really missed you. I’ve got to run. Lady B has just called down for me but I wanted to see you before you left and just give you another hug,” she replied, doing just that before hurrying away.

“She az zey ots for you,” smiled Rene as she left.

“Don’t be daft. A woman has only to look your way and you think they’re after your body. It was just a hug is all.”

“It’s true, us French are very desirable.”

“Only in your dreams, Rene. So Tom”, Phillip continued, moving the conversation to the only other person in the kitchen, “how are things with you?”

“Okay. Busy, I suppose.”

“Busy?” Rene interposed, “he works like a crazy man.”

“It’s just a big house and a lot of work, but I’ll appreciate your help sometimes if you come back,” responded Tom as he began to prepare a lunch tray for Lord B in between doing some dishes.

“This place is friggin huge, it beats me how you know where anybody is?

“Half the time I have to guess or walk round in circles. Sometimes they’ll ask for something in one room and when I get back, they’ve gone to a different one.”

“God, that’s helpful,” Phillip concurred. “So what happened to my replacement?”

“Who? Simon? He couldn’t deal with his lordship’s clothing. Apparently, he used to hide his shoes in the closets and his suits were just left on hangars. He had no idea how to polish or press so he just didn’t bother. He was okay serving, but he had this annoying habit of clicking his heels whenever he entered a room. Lady B liked him though. He was always telling her how wonderful she looked.”

“Oh blimey,” replied Phillip, “she never got that from me. I sometimes thought about telling her to put her tits away, but that was about it.”

“You mean when she puts on those low cut dresses?” laughed Tom.

“That’s right, it’s almost like they’re laying on a shelf.”

“Well, I’d better leave you guys to do lunch so I’ll say so long.”

“I can make you some lunch before you go,” Rene said.

“No, that’s okay.”

“Then go and say hi to my family. The wife will be upset if you don’t.”

“Okay Rene, I will. Where is your house?”

“Just go to the top of the drive and turn right. Go past the stables on your left and my house is the first one on the right.”

“Got it. Great seeing you again, Rene. And a pleasure meeting you, Tom,” Phillip replied, going to each in turn and shaking their hands.

”Nice meeting you, Phillip. Are you sure you won’t have some lunch? I’d love to chat with you more. Maybe when you come back?”

“We’ll see.”

Phillip did call in and see Rene’s wife and little girl before he left, and as he drove away he took in the sheer size of the property, and how pretty it was in that particular part of England.

It turned out that there were no other applicants, there was more money, but they didn’t like giving five or six weeks’ vacation, so he settled on four, They kept him waiting before officially asking him back so in return he delayed his answer. But he had a good visit at Stonebridge with his old friends and a couple of new ones, and he did like Lord Baldwin.

Although he didn’t need to just yet, he went and got his overnight bag ready, put on his shoes and coat, and carrying his bag, he left his tiny house to make the short walk down the lane to Crompton Hall. Lord Baldwin wasn’t coming here tonight, it would just be Phillip and the three Yorkshire terriers that’d been brought back by Cathy whose home was still in this neighborhood. So the four of them would sit together on the couch in the family room and watch television, listening to the floorboards creak above them in this old sixteenth century house.

Almost everyone thought the house was haunted, even Phillip did, but if it was it was a friendly presence. Phillip had never been scared in this house. He would quite happily wander around at night turning no lights on. Yet the Baldwin’s daughter would not walk alone down the corridor that connected the house to the old chapel which was now the library as it was always freezing. This was true, despite the heating radiators. Even as Phillip and the dogs looked up and followed the footsteps that made the floorboards creak, he had to admit that he could find no reason why that corridor was always cold, nor why it always felt as if someone was always watching you there.

Although the house had been added to over the years, it still had a cobbled courtyard and stable doors that now hid cars instead of horses. It’s stone exterior was mostly covered with climbing ivy and boasted a huge front door with a bold brass knocker. All in all, the 16,000 sq. ft. home was quite large for the family and also included a wine cellar, eight bedrooms, and two dining rooms . A creepy house in some respects but also warm and inviting, it overlooked pastures of green fields with cattle grazing and horses playing, or a helicopter landing or taking off.
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Lady Baldwin was sitting in the helicopter at Battersea Heliport waiting for her pilot to get them in the air and home again. She could have donned the headset and microphone and chatted to the pilot, Ian, but she didn’t like him. He was fat and rude so she hardly ever spoke to him, and she was certain that her attitude irked him no end, which amused her greatly.

She’d been in London for a few days now, doing lots of shopping, predominantly at Harrods which was close to her townhouse. She’d also visited with her showbiz friends for lunches and dinners, gone to the theatre, had meetings with her interior designers and of course her liaisons. There was Simon who was always hungry for her and whose bed she’d left not long ago. Then there was Tristan, the long time mate of the movie star, and Lady B’s friend, Jane Robins who she couldn’t get with as often as she liked. Very often it was with Jane in close proximity which made it even more delicious.

It was only a short flight, thirty-five minutes or so, and she waited for Ian to shut the helicopter down before putting down her magazine. She could just as easily have gotten off without him shutting it down. It wasn’t necessary but still she waited, just as Tom and Kay waited on the lawn beside the house. Tom would retrieve her shopping and Kay would welcome her and relay messages and gossip.

“That was a bumpy ride, Ian,” she commented as she stepped out the open door he held for her.

“So sorry, Lady Baldwin. Air control wouldn’t let me change altitude,” he offered as way of excuse.

”Well, don’t let it happen again,” she uttered, already walking away toward the house gingerly in her stiletto heels on the grass.

“Good evening, milady. Did you have a good trip?” asked Tom who was making his way toward the aircraft.

“Yes, thank you. There are some shopping bags to come in.”

“Good evening , milady. You look good tonight and very refreshed. London agrees with you,” fawned Kay as Lady Baldwin approached the French doors to the house, one of which Kay was holding open.

“Where are the dogs?” asked Lady Baldwin, looking around.

“Cathy took them to Crompton for a few days as you told her to.”

“Well, I like them here meeting me. Tell her to come back and bring the dogs. Is my husband here yet?”

“He got home a couple of hours ago. He’s in the library, I think.”

They continued on their way. Kay relaying her messages as they made their way toward the master bedroom on the next floor up.

“She couldn’t even say thank you for a safe flight,” stormed Ian as he retrieved her shopping from the hold, passing the bags to Tom. “She sits right behind me so I can’t see her, never talks to me during the flight, always has me shut the engine down, then she always finds something to moan about, the fucking bitch.”

“And how do you really feel, Ian?” laughed Tom.

“I tell you, one day I’ll really give her a flight to moan about. I’ll throw her sorry ass out the door.”

“If you do, make sure she’s not wearing a parachute.”

They both laughed, Ian losing the tension he’d felt since waiting for her at Battersea. Although she thought of him as fat and rude, everyone else quite liked him. He did have a manner about him but then he had been in the armed services for most of his career and was only used to superior officers talking down to him, and he didn’t like that either. He was quite large, about 280 pounds, but he was always well dressed. His uniform of blue, officer markings on the sleeves, lighter blue shirt and air regiment tie were impeccably pressed. He even wore a peaked cap most days. Facially he appeared craggy, a couple of small scars on his cheeks, pale blue eyes, good teeth, triple chinned, close cropped beard and moustache.

“I think that’s about everything, Tom,” he said, closing the hold door and rummaging through the discarded magazines in the passenger compartment.

“Okay. Well have a good night, Ian” he called as he struggled away with all the shopping bags.

“You too, pal. You too.”

Tom put all the bags down once inside the house and quickly closed the door. Ian had just started rotors moving so he gave him a quick wave and picked the bags up again, taking them into the kitchen. Rene was already cooking something for dinner and asked Tom what time she wanted it.

“She didn’t say.”

“Shit,” Rene spoke with his accent making it sound more like ‘sheet’.

“She’s brought some food back,” Tom stated, as he looked at the contents of each bag before picking some of them up again off the counter and leaving the kitchen.

Rene sighed and lowered the heat under the pans, and taking the lamb out of the oven before it overcooked. He generally half cooked the vegetables, waiting to finish for when she actually sat down for her meal, which could be anytime. Having stopped cooking he instead began to put away the shopping, items he himself had ordered which couldn’t be obtained around here, like his favorite French cheeses that were extremely aromatic.

Kay was running a bath for Lady B. It was hot and liberally laced with the oils she liked, but the housekeeper hated as they left hard to dislodge lines. Lady B was sitting by her marble topped dressing table just to the side of the huge free standing bath, clipping her hair up and removing her makeup, wearing just a thick white bath robe.

Hearing a knock on the adjacent bedroom door, Kay turned off the faucets, closed the bathroom door and opened the bedroom door for Tom to bring in the bags.

“Just leave them, Tom. I’ll sort them out.”

“Okay, do you know what time she’d like dinner?”

“I’ll ring down when I find out.”

Closing the door behind him, she returned to the bathroom. Lady B always liked either Cathy or Kay in there with her. She wasn’t shy with her nakedness. She felt admired by everyone, and in here she could gossip and tell her tales knowing her husband wouldn’t intrude.

Although Kay was always embarrassed about having to sit by the bath with the naked lady, she nevertheless relished the tales she was told, although having to gossip about the other staff was sometimes difficult.

The bath was placed directly in front of a huge window. Sometimes if she bathed during the day, she’d leave the drapes open so she could see outside, even sometimes standing up if someone was out there. It gave her a thrill to think one or more of the estate workers might secretly lust after her. The drapes were down now as she lay back in the hot water with her head on the bath pillow facing them, as the hot water and the oils worked their magic on her sated body.

“So, Kay,” she barely mumbled as she sat beside her, “ what’s been happening around here?”

“Well,” she began excitedly, “Lady Entwistle had a dinner party the other night, a big one with a lot of the hunt members like the old Duke, Lord and Lady Salcombe, Sir Robert and Tina Noble, and it was a huge disaster. Some of the wine was corked, most of the meal was cold and she swears she’ll never use the same caterers ever again.”

“We were invited to that, what fun.”

“It’s also being said that the owner of that restaurant you go to, Pepe’s, was caught with his trousers down with one of the waitresses.”

“No, not George!”

“Yes. Apparently his wife wondered why he was late coming home so she went round there without calling. She walked in and he was screwing a waitress on one of the tables.”

“Oh my god, I can’t imagine,” Lady B laughed, “I’ll never be able to look him in the face again.”

“You might not have to. They’re also saying they may have to close if his wife sues for divorce.”
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