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The dinner was a long one for Edwin. Dame Mary was there, certainly, and that was quite nice; he was given the opportunity to study her face in earnest, under the guise of a healthy interest in their conversation.

He was forced to pay great attention to everything she said, for she spoke quickly and intelligently. Every statement seemed to reveal some new and essential truth about managing an estate like Marchmount House.

"I hope you will stop me if I appear to insult your intelligence," she said during the soup course. "I would not presume you incapable of learning any of these things I am telling you tonight. But I thought it would be helpful to shorten the learning process, if we can."

"Not at all," Edwin assured her. "I'm sure I have no better way of learning any of it." He didn't add that he was not born into the role; now that he was Lord Marchmount, he had begun to realize, he ought not cause in anyone doubt that he did not deserve to occupy the station.

"Good, then," Mary replied with a large and pleasant smile. "Now, with the local farmers..."

Despite his best efforts, Edwin could not keep up his interest in the conversation. At every mention of farming, of the local village, of indeed any aspect of country life, his mind inevitably reverted to Amanda.

Amanda, her lovely tits bouncing around wildly as he fucked her. Amanda, greedily sucking his cock, and then swallowing every speck of his issue. Lying back like a wanton slut, her fingers deep within her sex.

Edwin was a little ashamed of himself, too. He could barely admit to himself what he had done, first allowing her to unclothe him, then to stimulate him with that mouth, that wanton tongue. And after that, to carry on yet again, to jump atop her as though he were bred in a Mongol horde. It was so base, he could hardly reconcile it with the rest of his life up to that point.

Of course, he had always desired the company of women, though he had not found many opportunities to partake of any. With his parents gone and little fortune to secure his future, he had taken a job as a solicitor; the pay was barely enough to keep him in his cramped flat and shabby clothes. When, or how, he was supposed to attract the fairer sex into any kind of intimacy with him was an utter mystery.

No, he wouldn't carry on like that, he decided as Dame Mary prattled on about fox-hunting. Whatever the previous Lord Marchmount had done, he would not be drawn into that sort of thing. He would remain respectable and well-behaved. 

A footman entered the room with the fish course. "Ah, thank you, David," Dame Mary greeted him, and he held the serving-platter out to her.

"And I presume," Dame Mary said, addressing Edwin as she selected a fillet from the platter and placed it on her plate, "that you gave that young serving-girl a good fucking this afternoon?"

Edwin coughed, spraying a few droplets of wine about the table. "I'm not—not sure what on—on—"

Dame Mary rolled her eyes as the footman circled the table and approached Edwin's place. "Oh, my dear," said sadly, "you didn't deny her, did you? The poor girl was quite excited to be the first who would get a chance with the new man of the house. And I gave her specific instructions to please you one way or another."

Edwin forced his hands to be still for the couple of moments it took to take a fillet of sole for himself, almost dropping the fork to the ground but catching it just in time. He waited until David exited before he spoke, and even then it was in a low whisper.

"I did not—" he began, then thought the better of denying it; surely she would winnow out the truth from him, if not the servant. "I don't think it quite proper to speak of," he finished at last, trying to sound reproachful through his embarrassment. 

"Oh my saints," Dame Mary said, raising a hand to her throat. "You are a puritan, aren't you? Or, surely..." She lowered her voice and leaned across the table a little. "You're not a Methodist, I hope."

Edwin knew when he was being mocked, and it brought his dander up. "I am not," he said. "But I fear it is not proper to discuss certain—relations. At the table."

"Indeed," she replied, her eyelids fluttering, and she repositioned her napkin in her lap. "In the parlour after dinner tonight, then. But I warn you, I shall want every detail."

There was a twinkle in her eye; was she really mocking him? Edwin searched her countenance for some sign of malice, but somehow she was the same friendly, smiling Dame Mary as before.

In fact, there was something more to her expression than even that. Was it a little more colour in her cheeks? The way her lips were slightly parted expectantly in anticipation of his reply? It was—something.

"I did have—some time with Amanda," he found himself admitting. 

"Excellent," she replied, and took a morsel of fish from her fork. "She seems a rather nice girl—quite energetic. I do believe she was among the former Lord Marchmount's favourites, even though she was only here a short while before his passing."

Again, more talk about the late Marchmount. "She was—energetic, yes," he managed, glad that he did not need to offer new words to describe her. Those strawberry tresses, dancing around her face as he leaned into her—

"I do hope my frankness about the former Lord Marchmount is not disturbing to you. I am not sure whether you are aware that he was my stepson, not my own."

Edwin tried to avoid expressing his relief too obviously. "Indeed?"

"It's funny, you know—we barely spoke after his father passed away, and he made this house into the little den of pleasure you've now begun to sample. I believe he thought I might disapprove."

"I gather you did not," Edwin said. His turn to tease her a little.

She smiled a little, but went on. "It profits no one to pretend that these carnal urges do not exist. It is how we apply them to our daily lives that makes the difference, I should think."

"I imagine you're right," Edwin agreed. He knew that she wasn't criticising or judging him—she had sent Amanda in for his pleasure, after all!—but he felt a modicum of relief at learning that her views were in support of his little tryst.

"My advice to you," she said, "is to enjoy yourself for a little while here, at least. You'll remember the rules of the household: secrecy, compliance, and enthusiasm. No one will think ill of you for applying any of them, and indeed, they will wonder at you if you do not."

The door opened and the footman appeared again. "If I may," he said deferentially.

"Please," Dame Mary said. She turned back to Edwin. "For example, tonight," she said as David cleared off the fish plates. "Have you decided which of the servants you might get your pole into?"

Again, Edwin could hardly contain his reaction. He shook his head and glared down at the tablecloth in front of him. If he raised his head, Dame Mary—or worse, the servant—would have met his eye and then where would he be?

"There is a rather comely lass in the kitchen," Dame Mary went on, as though it were a normal, good-natured conversation. "I've heard tell that she enjoys it up the arse. Not that that's anything remarkable nowadays, is it David?"

"I'm sure I don't know, ma'am," David replied stiffly, and Edwin silently thanked him for that. If Dame Mary was going to try to embarrass him this way, at least she would have no allies in it. Edwin glanced up at him, but the footman was already approaching the door.

"He's joking," Dame Mary said with a dismissive wave of the hand. "He's been up my bum so many times I can hardly keep count." She smiled broadly as Edwin nearly choked again. "I hope you weren't hoping to have him all to yourself," she said, her eyes twinkling again. "I don't think I could be satisfied without a little visit from David once or twice a week."

"But—but—" Edwin was never much of a man for words, but with Dame Mary he felt like he were reduced to the capacity of a dull child. "Preposterous, to go on so!" he burst out at last.

"You should really learn to accept it," she purred. "You are Lord Marchmount now, after all."

"But—to speak so, in front of the servants!"

"Oh, indeed," she said, rolling her eyes again. "What would you prefer—that we
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