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Intro
Tripp: To do anything of significance in life without my sister Piper just seems wrong. But that’s what happens when I’m sent back in the past to the 1940s. I’m used to technology. In fact, I love technology, and it loves me. Add in that my identity is a problem for most of the prudes back in this decade, and it’s not all fun. One big surprise that has come up is that I’ve had a few run-ins with Loki’s relatives. Tied up to a chair and put to sleep, I’m then threatened with death when I wake up. You know what? This whole century gets two big middle fingers from me. If it wasn’t for the blushing maid and the damn cute stable hand, I’d be trying a lot harder to get back to my time. Then, like a miracle, Piper stands before me, and Ridge – one of Loki’s relatives – starts to plan his marriage to her. I need popcorn. This should be fun to watch.
Loki: What can I say about my blood relatives? Hate them. Almost all of them. Besides my grandma, they all can burn as far as I’m concerned. And if I happen to dance around the fire as they scream out in pain, don’t judge me.
Featuring: M/F and M/M romance, LGBTQIA+ themes, dirty (sometimes sweet) erotica, kink, action, & angst. This is a fantasy story with disturbing themes, featuring both time travel and historical elements. Happy endings not guaranteed as that is not real life.
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◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
The rain is a full-on monsoon or some equivalent as I stumble across the first building in over an hour. Drenched to the bone, cold, and very uncomfortable, it’s the light from the constant lightning that is making it manageable to find my way without tripping.
Rumble. Rumble.
This weather matches my mood.
Crack! Rumble. Crack!
Hopefully, whatever uniform this is that I’m wearing is the right one for that house to let me in and maybe even stay the night. Like I learned last go-around, beggars can’t be choosers.
Crack! Bang!
I jump, the loud explosion and crack of both thunder and lightning sounding like they’re following me.
Rumble. Rumble. Rumble. Crack!
Here goes nothing. I knock extra hard and several times, as I’m competing with the storm right now.
Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock!
◦ ◊ ◦
Dalton
◦ ◊ ◦
Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock!
And again, the loud knocking sounds on the door. I can only move so fast at my age.
Who would be paying a visit this time of night?
Knock! Knock!
Dalton: Good heavens!
The shock strikes me useless. Out of all the possible visitors to come calling, I did not expect to see him.
Dalton: What are you doing here, Mister Breklin?
I back up, holding the door open for Mister Breklin to enter the house. He is clearly soaked to the bone and in a miserable state.
Dalton: I’m sorry for the wait. We did not know you were returning.
He walks in, creating puddles as he goes, and then he stops and looks around.
Dalton: Half the staff was laid off when you left. And that included the doorman, I am afraid. Oh, listen to me prattle on. You are soaked to the bone with a chill, I am sure. I will call Alia to assist you.
I do my best to make it a quick walk to the kitchen, where I know Alia will be.
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
Okay. So, I came to the right house by the sounds of it. And I’m not houseless this time, so that’s a step in the right direction. But shit. This place is lit by candles and some basic form of electricity. I want the next time to be where cellphones are plentiful.
Yawning, I want to correct that previous thought. I actually don’t want a next time where I leave my year. But it’s not like I have much say in the matter.
Fuck, I’m tired, and the puddle I’m making is going to be a pain to clean up. Alia, he said. And staff, he said. I have a household keeping this place clean? Cool. Wonder if I have family this time.
A lady of dark complexion walks in, wearing a uniform of sorts that would have me guessing she’s a maid or housekeeper. It’s really old school, like I’ve seen in the movies. This is even before my grandparents’ time. I think it’s even before my great grandma’s time. Shiii-iiit. Props to Alia – if that’s her – as she is pulling off the black and white three-quarter dress in a way you wouldn’t think would be flattering, but it kinda makes her assets stand out.
Huh. I’m tired and soaked, and apparently horny. I need help.
Alia: Goodness.
Dalton: I told you it was Mister Breklin. He needs to change out of those clothes.
Alia looks worried, which has me looking at myself more carefully. Should I be worried? Do I look that bad?
Alia: I will prepare a hot bath and leave a change of dry clothes in the master bathroom for you, Mister Breklin.
Tripp: Okay. Thanks?
I could probably run my own bath, but if that’s how they do things, I don’t want to rock the boat yet.
Alia: Dalton could assist you in the bath.
But that’s where I draw the line.
Tripp: No offense to Dalton –
I’m guessing that’s who the older guy is. Where Alia looks like she’s early twenties, Dalton looks like he’s sixty. Big age difference. He should be retired and enjoying life. Wonder why he’s still working here, for me, potentially.
Tripp: But I’m pretty sure I can take a bath by myself.
They both look uncomfortable as they give each other a brief look. I feel like a fish out of water.
Alia: I did not mean to question your capabilities, Mister Breklin. I do apologize.
Tripp: It’s all good. Everything is fine. But you might have to show me where the bathroom is. I don’t really remember.
Swiping my hair out of my eyes, I try to land a sincere and shy smile. I’m going to need a story for my lack of memories, or I’ll be carted away to the asylum. I’m not sure that’s accurate for this time – whatever year it is – but it sounded good in my mind.
Alia: Ah, yes, Mister Breklin. Follow me then.
Tripp: What about the mini lake I’ve left here?
I look down at what is close to a small pond.
Tripp: I could just strip here to avoid making a trail of water.
Alia: You are free to do as you wish.
She turns her head, like she doesn’t want to look at me. I don’t have to undress here. I was trying to make it less work for her and everyone else.
Dalton: If Mister Breklin approves, I will assist him and show him the bathroom. And you can start on boiling the water and fetching a change of dry clothes.
Boil… the… water? Oh, my fuck. This isn’t good. What’s before the nineteen-nineties? The eighties or seventies? I don’t know when hot water became automatic, but it’s not whenever this is, I guess.
I’m also starting to narrow down where I am, as they have an accent. British or Australian, or something similar. Or I could just be back in the US and in a house of people with accents.
Tripp: I’m honestly good with anything. I just don’t want to make more work for everyone.
Alia frowns, but I’m not sure what I said that was wrong or bad.
Alia: If you will excuse me then, Mister Breklin?
Tripp: Yeah, sure.
And my name is Breklin. As they like to say a lot.
As soon as she starts walking quickly back to where she came from, I decide I’m just laying out everything for Dalton.
Tripp: Hey, so I’m going to level with you. I know nothing. Let’s just assume I have amnesia or something.
He blinks at me, processing.
Dalton: Mister Breklin, I believe you to be exhausted from your travels. A good night’s rest will help with what ails you.
Tripp: Oh, I doubt that.
I chuckle, looking around, impressed by the massive staircase to my right. The wooden stairs are like ten feet wide or wider, and at the top, they divide at the wall where there is some fancy statue. Then on either side, they go up to another floor. I walk closer to Dalton.
Tripp: Humor me here. Do I own this house, maybe?
Dalton: Well, yes. And if you are staying and not returning to the front, then that will make you the lord of the house.
Tripp: Huh. And please tell me you guys are just like staff and not servants or slaves.
My voice goes a little high as I wince. She’s Black, and there’s no instant hot water, they barely have electricity, and they use titles, so –
Dalton looks very uncomfortable at that, which doesn’t answer my question. Because I can’t have slaves. I’m not sure I can handle having servants, never mind slaves.
Dalton: Servants or house staff would be more accurate.
Tripp: Oh, okay, that I can deal with. Thanks.
Dalton: Mister Breklin, may I inquire as to why you are back from the war?
Tripp: I don’t know. I can’t even pretend to know. But which war? That might help me figure all this out.
I’m in a soldier’s uniform then. That makes sense.
Dalton: Last we knew, you were to aid the Dutch against the Germans in the Netherlands.
Tripp: Germans. Netherlands… and we are in Britain?
He’s definitely thinking I’m nuts.
Dalton: England, yes.
◦ ◊ ◦
Kensley Estate, Devon, West Country of England
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp: No!
I gasp all dramatic-like. It suddenly clicks. World War Two. This has got to be like the nineteen-forties then.
Dalton: Did you suffer an injury while in the front, Mister Breklin?
I shake my head.
Tripp: I don’t think so. I feel fine. I just… maybe. I must have hit my head or something, right?
I chuckle, totally freaking out.
Did this Breklin guy – who I am – run away from the war? Isn’t that a crime or something?
Tripp: You’re Dalton, she said, right?
Dalton: Yes. That must have been one good knock to the head if you’ve forgotten my name, Mister Breklin.
I nod. Yeah, let’s go with that story.
Tripp: And you do what here?
Dalton: I am the driver, and I act as the doorman when required.
He stands tall and proud while he says that.
Tripp: Cool. So, the bathroom, I guess?
I’ll save the stripping for the bathroom since Alia seemed bothered by the idea of me doing it here.
Dalton: Yes, follow me, Mister Breklin.
And I do. Up the stairs and to the left. I need to remember that. I go to the left. It’s hard to think when you’re tired.
Dalton: I can tell this ordeal has been quite difficult for you. If you need your memory to be refreshed more tomorrow morning, I’ll be happy to assist you.
Tripp: Careful what you offer me, Dalton.
There are rows of doors on this side of the house, and I don’t bother to count or pay attention to which we enter.
The room is dark, but Dalton flips on a switch that turns on a single bulb, and it does the trick. A large porcelain clawfoot tub stands in the middle of the room, with a weird-looking toilet with a chain. I’ll assume that flushes. Better than outdoor plumbing. But then I realize. She’s going to have to drag all that water up here. So much for not making her do much work.
Honestly, it could be worse on me. I have a place to sleep, staff to help me, and maybe tomorrow I can find a drink.
Dalton helps Alia with the hot water, and when they’re gone between bucket runs, I use a small bucket to add cold water myself. That horrifies them both, but they’ll get over it. I didn’t want to wait an hour to take a bath. Warm is good enough, and so is a half-full tub.
Dried off and now in dry clothes, I stand out in the hall, waiting for someone to point me in the right direction. Alia appears, carrying several towels.
Alia: Mister Breklin?
Tripp: My room?
Alia: Oh, yes. I have prepared the master bedroom for you to move into.
Move into? So, that wasn’t my room before.
I follow Alia into the room, where she stands by the door, and I walk in, looking for the light switch like Dalton used in the bathroom. A chandelier-like fixture lights up above the bed. And the bed? It’s like a queen-sized bed. I was expecting something much smaller. The whole room is decorated so fancy-like that I whistle low.
Tripp: I apparently have some fancy-ass tastes, now don’t I?
I mutter as I walk deeper into the room.
Alia: If you say so, Mister Breklin.
Turning around, she’s standing at the door, looking nervous and shifting.
Tripp: Did Dalton tell you I hit my head and now I’m crazy, so I scare you?
The right side of my face kicks up, teasing her but also trying to lighten the mood.
Alia: Oh, no. It is a sin to gossip, so I would never listen to such things.
I stretch, clearly not expressing myself properly to get that reaction.
Tripp: Good to know, Alia. What’s your official title around here? Since I actually don’t remember.
Alia: I served as the lady’s maid to your late and dear mother. Now, I assist in the household duties.
Tripp: I see.
This guy’s mom died. That sucks. The dad might be dead too, as it seems like I’m the only one here. But Alia’s movements distract me from my thoughts.
Tripp: What am I doing to make you uncomfortable?
Alia: It is not proper that we are alone for so long, Mister Breklin.
She hasn’t made a movement to enter the room, so I guess that answers that.
Tripp: Shit, sorry. I didn’t know.
Alia: It is my error. May I be excused to finish my duties for the night?
Tripp: Yeah, and thanks for the bath and clothes. Say good night to Dalton for me too.
Her face has a puzzled expression as she nods, backing up into the dark hallway.
Alia: I will pass along your sentiments, Mister Breklin.
Then she turns and is gone.
I look around, finding some candles and matches, so I light a few that are in glass holders, setting them on the nightstands, then turn off the light. It’s pretty cozy.
Maybe giving up technology for ten days to sleep in a real bed in a big house won’t be so bad.
Unknown Date
◦ ◊ ◦
Alia
◦ ◊ ◦
It was a very odd night, and I now dread waking Mister Breklin for his morning breakfast, as he was such an unpleasant individual in the mornings. He would much rather sleep in and often resorted to throwing things at his manservant when they tried to wake him.
Pushing the door open, I see he is buried under the blankets, with the fire not lit as we are in the warm months. The mornings do provide a chilly start to the day, however.
I want to delay this event as much as possible, so I open the curtains, adding light to the room. Mister Breklin continues to not stir. Then I notice his bare shoulders. Did he remove his clothes to sleep, despite the night and morning chill?
Breathing slowly, I stand at the foot of his bed, holding my hands together. Dalton assisted me last night, so I cannot ask him to do this for me. I must speak.
Alia: Mister Breklin.
My shoulders push back, my stomach in, and I breathe deep to deliver a morning greeting.
Alia: Breakfast will be served in one hour’s time. I have laid out a fresh change of clothes at the foot of your bed. If that is all, I will be on my way.
Tripp: Ten more minutes, mom.
I am struck dumb by what my ears hear. Not only has the late lady of the house been passed for some time now, but he also never referred to his mother as “mum” for as long as I can recall.
Alia: Mister Breklin, I believe you are having a dream.
He turns onto his back, and I see his bare chest rise as he pushes the blanket down. I turn my back to him, not sure how to respond.
Tripp: Hey. I kinda forgot where I was for a second there. I – what’s wrong? You can look at me. It’s okay.
This household has lost many a maid or housekeeper to Breklin’s advances, and rumors say two were with child upon their leave. All I have in this world is my reputation, even if it does not mean much to most. For almost seven years I have served this house, and I cannot let Mister Breklin prevent me from continuing that service. Unlike the other women he seduced, I do not find his vulgar language or actions enticing in any way.
Alia: You are not decent, Mister Breklin. Were your night clothes not to your satisfaction?
Tripp: Oh, that. They were fine. I just don’t like the confinement.
Alia: Dalton will inquire about a manservant for you to help you in the mornings and evenings. But until then, I will prepare your clothes for you, if that is acceptable to you.
Thank goodness it will not be for long. Dalton mentioned it last night, and I will remind him of that shortly.
Tripp: I think I can get by on my own. Unless there’s something I don’t remember.
Alia: To help you dress and shave and to attend to your needs throughout the day, Mister Breklin.
Tripp: Pft. Pretty sure if I can go to war, I can dress myself.
My stomach clenches in regret at my choice of words.
Alia: I apologize, Mister Breklin. I did not mean to speak wrongfully.
Tripp: No, don’t. I’m the one who doesn’t get what’s going on here.
Why is he not throwing a child-like tantrum? The Breklin I knew from before he left for the war would have taken my words as a slight. In fits of anger, he would curse and yell or throw things about to make his point. Once, he took to the gardens and ripped out the flowers.
Tripp: How about I get dressed on my own, and if I get stuck, I call you? Sound good?
Alia: Yes, Mister Breklin. That sounds reasonable. If I may be excused, I will help with the preparation of breakfast.
Tripp: Uh, sure. But before you go, can you do me a favor and tell me what day it is? And you might as well throw in the year too.
1940 – August 9th, Friday
◦ ◊ ◦
126 years 7 months 20 days earlier
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
She frowns a little, slow to answer.
Alia: It is August ninth, nineteen-forty, Mister Breklin.
Tripp: Holy shit.
We’re only three days away from my birthday. Well, in a hundred years anyway.
Alia leaves in a hurry, and I just watch. I can’t say anything right to her. I clearly make her uncomfortable or maybe even on the verge of being scared. I’m not up on my history enough to know what is or isn’t appropriate for this time period, but I have a feeling I’ll get the hint based on Alia’s reactions.
Dragging my body out of the bed, as being late for breakfast could be a cardinal sin for all I know, I stretch and pop my back. Considering I am completely naked, it was a good call for her to leave. Can you imagine?
Smiling and giving myself a few good pumps of my cock, I look around. She is really rocking a nice body under all those clothes. You can just tell. Full boobs, small waist, a round ass, and she’s very pretty. Part of me wonders how proper she really is.
Ah, there is a neatly folded pile of small white cloths in the nightstand that I’m thinking are handkerchiefs. That will do. I apparently have the stamina of a teenager who just discovers what happens when you pull on your dick for the first time. It’s less than a minute. Pretty sure it’s less than thirty seconds before I come into one of the handkerchiefs with a silent orgasm. My body enjoys the ripples of relief and good feelings that spread throughout me. I almost feel like I could go back to sleep now.
Folding up the handkerchief and stuffing it to the back of the drawer, I now just need to piss. I pull on what they call underwear in this decade, which are like high-waist tighty-whities. Yeah, no one is going to look good in these. And I pull on the pajama pants I was given before looking for this elusive bathroom from last night.
It’s close, but I find it in time. Emptying my bladder, I feel relaxed enough now that I take in the look of the house as I go back to what is my bedroom. It’s even nicer in the full light of day.
My room is covered in fancy wallpaper that looks to be embossed with bronze vines. There are four pillars that make up the corners of my bed, plus a lounging area in front of the fireplace. Everything from the heavy and carved wooden furniture to the choice in linens and décor all screams money. I think I’m rich here. From houseless to a mansion, I’ve possibly scored on this time-travel trip.
Underwear and the somewhat stiff black dress pants are easy enough to figure out, even if the pants lack zippers and have several too many buttons. The shirts though? Fuck me.
I get the purpose of most of it, but why is this collar thing separate? The undershirt is easy, and I’d just wear this and call it a day if I wasn’t afraid to offend Alia some more. The white dress shirt I button up, leaving the top several undone. I refuse to wear this tie thing that I don’t see as necessary for eating breakfast. Not to mention the vest or the suit jacket. I hold up the little pocket square and smirk. I save the suits and fancy clothes for weddings and that kinda thing.
I’m walking down the stairs when I realize that I don’t know if I’m supposed to find the kitchen myself or wait until I’m called. Pursing my lips, I’m also now debating my choice in clothes. Maybe there is some kind of protocol of how to dress to eat. Dammit. I don’t want to upset the apple cart just yet – that is my attempt at nineteen-forties humor. I walk back up the stairs and roll my eyes. When in doubt –
Tripp: Alia! I need help!
◦ ◊ ◦
Alia
◦ ◊ ◦
Alia: The questions he is asking. And the way he is acting. Something is very wrong with him.
Dalton: War can change a person, even cause personality changes, I hear.
It’s possible. Something has changed. I wouldn’t say it’s really for the better, more like more unpredictable, which is worse.
I set the plate of biscuits on the counter, looking for the preserves in the icebox.
Dalton: Mister Breklin was always a spoiled brat of a boy.
Much the same as a man, I want to say, but I hold my tongue.
Dalton: I was surprised when he wanted to join the war efforts.
Waylon: My brother said it looks like we are going to send in more forces any day now. Maybe Mister Breklin couldn’t handle what he saw and ran away.
Dalton grabs the preserves that are right in front of my nose. I am too distracted to focus on my duties this morning. Mister Breklin’s untimely return has turned this house on its head instead of on its feet.
Dalton: Well, if he did run, we’re hidden well in the countryside. Best place for him to be.
Alia: Dalton, may I remind you that Mister Breklin requires a manservant? And soon, if possible.
Dalton: Was he being difficult this morning?
Alia: Not difficult in the normal sense of things. But it is not proper for me to spend so much time alone with him, especially in his chambers.
Waylon: No one would think anything nefarious is happening, Alia. Rest assured. The war has made these unprecedented times, and manservants are few and far between.
I nod, realizing we lost several young men over the last year, resulting in our household being reduced to the bare bones to function. I am dreading the day Cooper is summoned to the front. My stomach twists at the thought.
Alia: But his reputation, and I do believe he slept without clothes on.
Dalton: Mister Breklin was always one to buck tradition. Jack’s son, Ebert. He was let go after the Addington family had to downsize. I am sure he would be eager to jump in if I asked him.
Tripp: Alia! I need help!
My hand clutches over my heart as the yell comes from Mister Breklin.
Dalton: I can stand outside the room if you want, Alia.
Alia: No, I am sure he just requires assistance with the tie or collar.
I dust off my hands on the apron of my dress, releasing the dry bits of the biscuit flour.
Alia: I did not call Mister Breklin a helpless babe.
Both Dalton and Waylon chuckle as I take my leave. Mister Breklin is at the top of the stairs, in a half-undressed state.
Tripp: Do I have to wear the whole getup to eat breakfast?
Alia: It would be proper to be fully dressed, yes, Mister Breklin.
Tripp: Uggg… fine. Then in that case, I do need help figuring out how to attach that collar thing.
I nod, taking the stairs. I am not sure why he thought he could dress himself fully when he had never done so before the war.
◦ ◊ ◦
Dalton
◦ ◊ ◦
Chuckling, I snag a fresh biscuit from the plate. Smearing a little lard on the biscuit, I stuff it in my mouth before Waylon can catch me.
Waylon: So, Mister Breklin may not be the appropriate name for the young lord anymore.
I cannot talk with my mouth full, which does get Waylon’s notice and look of disapproval. I swallow quickly.
Dalton: I was thinking of that too. If he does take over the estate, he will be Lord Breklin.
Waylon: I am not sure that would be for the betterment of the estate.
I nod along, finishing the biscuit and eyeing a second. Unlike the women, I have no shape to worry about.
Dalton: He is a rather reckless young man, unless the war has indeed changed him.
Waylon: Not all change is for the better, Dalton.
Dalton: Are you preparing his favorite?
Waylon: Yes. Pickled herring with the biscuits and preserves, if you do not eat them all first.
Looking at the plate of five biscuits, I highly doubt he will need all five.
Smack.
My hand is hit with the blunt end of a wooden spoon.
Dalton: I was only moving them, like Alia does, for appearances.
Waylon: I hope you do not expect me to believe your tales.
Dalton: Did you make more, or are they all for the young lord?
Waylon: With his return, you know the way of things.
I do. Scraps. Cripes.
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp: I swear I’m not an idiot. I’ll figure it out once I see you do it.
I look down as she pokes out her tongue. She stands close, securing the collar, and then helps me with the layers. I could put my own vest and jacket on, but I don’t stop her.
She steps back when she’s done, looking me over. Then I see it. Even though her complexion is dark, I know a blush when I see it, and that’s a blush. She likes something she sees. Does this formal wear do it for her? Or maybe I do it for her? Either way, I can work with that.
I smile down at her, and she looks away quickly, frowning. Now that is a surprise. I’ve been told I have a contagious smile, and both guys and girls have mentioned my adorable smile and dimples.
Alia: If that is all, Mister Breklin, your breakfast should be ready, and I’ll bring it to the study.
I have a study. Sounds about right.
Tripp: Cool. But, Alia, may I ask you something?
Alia: You can ask anything you wish. The servants have no secrets.
Tripp: Well, it’s about that, I guess. How many live here exactly, and how old am I? You pick the order to answer that.
Alia: You don’t know how old you are?
Her face is priceless as she says that loudly, then realizes she did.
Alia: I am sorry. I did not mean to speak so out of turn. I am very sorry, Mister Breklin.
Tripp: Hey, it’s okay, I’m not mad, I –
I go to touch her shoulder, and she takes a quick step away from me. Shit. She is freaking out but doesn’t want me to touch her to comfort her. I feel stuck.
Tripp: Look, no harm, no foul, and you can just call me Breklin.
Alia: I would prefer “Mister Breklin”, if that is alright with you.
Tripp: Sure.
I scratch the back of my neck, feeling all itchy in this stiff suit. I do not like the clothes at all.
Tripp: So, back to how old I am and who lives here?
Alia: You will turn twenty-three in three days’ time, Mister Breklin.
Like with Max, we share a birthday, and I’m an adult this time. So far, ignoring the lack of obvious technology and conveniences, I’m not doing so bad this time around. I wonder if I look up everyone in the past who I share a birthday with, if I can narrow down when and where I could end up.
Alia: As for the house staff, there are five of us remaining. Dalton, the driver, whom you met last night. He did attend to the estate needs as well while you were away.
She continues to look nervous, like I’ll be upset about something she’s saying.
Alia: Waylon, the cook. Jack tends to the gardens. And Cooper takes care of the horses.
Tripp: I have horses. Nice. And I live here alone with you guys?
She nods, unsure.
Tripp: Let’s pretend I hit my head hard while I was fighting or something. So don’t feel bad if you need to spell things out for me. I’d actually prefer it.
Alia: I understand. And yes, your parents both perished shortly before you left from an unknown plague. Your last act before joining the war efforts was to send your sister away to Switzerland for her education and lessons.
Tripp: I have a sister?
I can’t stop the smile. Even if I’m not her real brother, it’s still a version of family.
Alia: Yes. Miss Empress.
Tripp: How old?
The look of disbelief is not hidden on Alia’s face, but she continues to answer my many questions.
Alia: She would be ten years old now, Mister Breklin.
Okay, that’s a fun age. How do I get her back here so we can do horseback riding and stuff?
Tripp: Cool, cool. So, then, I do what for work? Like to live.
I start for the door, thinking she can walk us to the study while I learn about this Breklin guy’s life.
Alia: If you take on the estate duties, you will manage the land and the tenants.
Tripp: I can do that. Ten days of managing people and money sounds easy enough.
Alia: I will inform Dalton of your intent.
Tripp: After breakfast, I’d like to meet the rest of the staff.
I have a hangup calling them servants.
Alia: You do?
Tripp: I figure if they work for me, I should know who they are.
Alia: Very well. Dalton will take you to tour the staff and their respective positions in the house.
Tripp: Nah. I like your company. Can you show me around?
Alia stops on a dime, looking at me, completely horrified. I replay what I said, but I don’t think I said anything bad, did I?
Alia: It is not my place to introduce you to the male staff.
Tripp: Like you don’t want to, or you don’t think you should?
I raise an eyebrow as we hit the bottom of the stairs.
Alia: I am not in a position to do so, Mister Breklin.
Tripp: Because you are not qualified?
She nods.
Tripp: Because you are…
“Male staff”, she said.
Tripp: A woman?
She nods again.
Tripp: Oh, that’s bullshit. And this way?
I point as I walk, pretty sure the other door is the way out of the house. She hurries to match my pace.
Alia: Yes, Mister Breklin. As you and the late lord often said, the woman’s place is behind the men.
Tripp: I would –
I stop myself. I would not say that, but I guess Breklin did. The fucking douche.
Tripp: Ignore what I said before. All of it. And you are more than qualified to introduce me to the male staff.
Alia: As you wish, I will arrange it.
She opens a door, and I walk in, seeing a library of sorts and a large wooden desk with a decanter of something that promises to be alcoholic. Not for breakfast, but later – yeah.
I sit down, and a strong tangy and fishy smell quickly fills my nose. I’m looking at a plate of what looks like slimy fish mixed with peppers and onions. To the side are biscuits with strawberry jam. I think this is an easy choice.
Sliding and moving the four biscuits in front of me, I cut and slather on the jam, taking a big bite. Oh, damn. These are good and still warm. I scarf down all four, licking my fingers. Looking up, I see Alia standing there still, watching me. I did not eat with manners, believe me. I was hungry. Still am a little, but not enough to see that fish dish as appetizing.
Tripp: Sorry, I was an animal there.
I give an apologetic smile.
Tripp: But what is this?
Pointing to the fish dish, I try not to make a face. I do dab the corners of my mouth, however, to pretend like I have manners.
Alia: Your favorite, Mister Breklin. Pickled herring.
My jaw slightly drops. That’s my favorite? What happened to good ol’ waffles and bacon?
I stare down at the fish, then I lift the dish and smell it. Nope. It does not get better up close.
Alia: Is there something wrong with your food, Mister Breklin?
Tripp: Do you think the cook would spit in my food if I said I don’t like this and in the future never want it again?
Alia: Waylon would never, Mister Breklin. You have my word.
Tripp: Whew. Okay. Good.
Alia: Shall I tell Waylon of your new dietary preferences?
Tripp: I can tell him if you’re free to take me on that tour now?
Alia: If you would like, yes, Mister Breklin.
I stand, leaving the fish – a delicacy that is too refined for me, I guess – and follow Alia out.
Alia: If I may speak?
Tripp: Shoot.
She says nothing.
Tripp: That means, yes, speak.
Alia: Thank you. Dalton believes he knows of someone that can act as your manservant.
Tripp: Good for you, eh? So, I don’t make you uncomfortable anymore.
I tease, almost shoulder bumping her, but then I think better of it. Me touching her shoulder made her move away from me, never mind if I forcibly made physical contact.
She looks directly at me, again, I am sure she’s blushing. And that simple look makes my cock pulse. What I wouldn’t give to see what’s under that dress. Horniness is a disease this morning for me. But I don’t want to scare her off.
Tripp: I apologize. That was out of line. I’m not myself yet, so ignore me.
Alia: It is alright, Mister Breklin. Please, follow me.
I do, and I do so quietly.
My humor is batting for zero in this decade. And if nineteen-ninety-two had an issue with gay people, I have a feeling nineteen-forty is going to be one big prude year.
◦ ◊ ◦
Alia
◦ ◊ ◦
I lead Mister Breklin into the entrance, expecting to find Dalton, but he is not here.
Tripp: Hey, Alia.
Turning around, I face Mister Breklin. Each time I wait for him to speak, I am unsure of what to expect. He paid me no attention when there was a house full of maids and a housekeeper. But now, his attention makes me uneasy.
Tripp: I need to learn to keep my mouth shut sometimes, so just tell me when I’ve said something to offend you, okay?
Alia: It is not my place to do so.
Tripp: I’m making it your place, because otherwise you’re going to walk on eggshells around me. And you seem to run the house, so I want to stay on your good side.
He shrugs with the casualness that is foreign to the Kensley family.
Alia: A woman is not to run the house, Mister Breklin. The butler is to be in charge.
Has he forgotten that as well?
Tripp: Is Dalton the butler?
Alia: Well, no, but he assists in some of the duties, and we all try to fill in where needed.
Tripp: So, the position is empty?
Alia: It would seem so, but good men are sparse with demand on the front.
Tripp: Which means a woman would be perfect to fill in.
I believe he means me again. If this is a test, I do not understand it.
Perhaps he is setting me up to put my foot in my mouth and give him reason to force me out of the house. He does not need a reason. He could simply tell me to leave if that is what he wants.
Alia: I cannot be made to be a butler, Mister Breklin. It is just not done.
Tripp: Watch me do it. One, two, three. Poof!
He waves his hands about, and I look around in case there is something I have missed.
Tripp: Alia, the butler. Or whatever the female version is. Done.
Clap.
He claps his hands together, and I stare at him in disbelief.
The door opens with a soft sound, and I look to see Dalton enter with Ebert. Oh, good. He must have convinced him to join the household.
Dalton: Ah, Mister Breklin. I have found you a manservant, if you approve.
Tripp: You –
He points at Ebert.
Tripp: Are going to make Alia one happy lady, as I don’t think she’s too fond of helping me dress. Not that I blame her. Why do I have to wear all this when you guys look way more comfortable and in less?
I turn in astonishment at his words, but also to see him pull at his collar, loosening the space around his neck.
Ebert: Sir Breklin, I am at your service.
Tripp: What now? Why “Sir”?
Ebert: As the lord of the house, Lord Breklin or Sir Breklin is appropriate. Would you prefer to be addressed as Lord Breklin?
Tripp: Fuck no.
Slap.
All eyes go wide at his vulgarity. Mister Breklin has his hand over his mouth, his eyes equally wide as well.
Tripp: Shit. I mean, sorry. Let’s blame that slip on the war. Let’s blame everything I do wrong on the war, in fact.
I nod as Dalton nods. It is very difficult at the front, we hear, so it is possible this odd shift in Breklin is due to what he witnessed there. But I have heard rumor that this language is common for Mister Breklin. Such as when he spent his time playing cards and visiting the brothels with his companions or when he went into a fit of anger. I rarely encountered him before since I was the maid to his mother, and my duties were strictly kept to her needs.
Tripp: But there is no way I am okay with being called “Sir” or “Lord Breklin”. Especially by…
He trails off, and I look to Dalton and Ebert, who do not seem to understand his meaning either. But Ebert would be correct. Mister Breklin is in fact Lord Breklin or Sir Breklin, as he is now head of this household.
Tripp: Ah, I’ll just say it. Two out of the three of you are Black. I’m not comfortable with you guys giving me that kinda title. It makes me feel like I own you or some shit, you know?
He thinks we are slaves?
Ebert: Proper protocol is not dependent on such things, Sir Breklin.
Tripp: Yeah, no. That’s really not going to work for me. I know too much history about that for me to accept the titles. For you all, it’s just Breklin. I don’t even want the “Mister” title, to be honest.
I am quite gobsmacked. I’m not sure how to respond, and based on Dalton’s expression, he is also quite perplexed. Ebert, however, is not so silent.
Ebert: But the other houses will talk, Sir… or Mister Breklin.
Tripp: Then let them talk. If you want to say “Mister Breklin”, I’ll get over it. But not the other stuff. And on that line, what other name can be used instead of “manservant”? Again, this might just be a me issue, but I am not calling any of you servants.
Ebert: “Valet” is acceptable, but “manservant” is more common in conversation.
Ebert looks quite troubled. I hope Dalton explained that Mister Breklin has had a difficult time being back.
Alia: As your valet is now here to assist, I will leave him to introduce you to the staff.
I take a small bow and move to leave the entrance and return to the kitchen.
Tripp: Woah, not so fast. You are still my butler.
I give a quick look to Dalton, who is wearing half a smile for some reason. Ebert looks greatly displeased.
Tripp: That reminds me. Alia is the woman butler. What’s the proper title for that?
Ebert: A woman cannot run the house. It is… it is just not done.
Tripp: I already did it, and I think it fits since she seems to be doing a lot of everything around here. But back to the title, what do we call her?
I feel a little dizzy. It is too much, as I receive a stare from Ebert.
Dalton: Miss Alia. Has a nice ring to it.
Has Dalton also gone mad?
Tripp: It does. Okay, Miss Alia, lead me around and give me the tour.
Alia: Ah, yes, Mist- Breklin.
I catch myself when he raises an eyebrow when I start to use a title. This will do my head in.
Alia: If you will follow me, we’ll start in the kitchen to inform the cook of your new preferences.
◦ ◊ ◦
Dalton
◦ ◊ ◦
Well. That is quite odd, but I am intrigued. I have lived long enough to see many house changes, but this may be the most disruptive one of all. Good. Things were quite boring around here.
Tripp: Oh, and Ebert! See if you can find me something less stuffy and starchy to wear. I feel extremely overdressed compared to everyone else.
Breklin – I for one, take no issue with dropping the title – smiles and waves as he follows a bewildered Alia out of the entrance hall.
Dalton: I told you Breklin was not how we remembered him. Something happened during his time at the front.
Ebert: I can see that. But why does he want a woman, especially a Negro servant, to be the butler?
Dalton: I don’t know. But he seems to have taken a shine to her. I dare say he is a lot more agreeable than what I remember.
After he showed no emotion over his parents’ deaths, I expected more of the same.
Dalton: But enough of me prattling on. Let me show you to the master suite that Miss Alia set up the young lord in. They were the late lord and lady’s chambers.
Ebert nods along, picking up his single bag and setting it to the right of the stairs, where it will be out of the way of feet.
I feel as though Breklin may be setting us up for quite a revelation if he continues with his new transformation.
◦ ◊ ◦
Waylon
◦ ◊ ◦
Alia: Waylon, Mi- uh, Breklin, would like to converse with you about his meals.
I straighten up instantly, unaware that the young lord entered the kitchen. I cannot remember the last time a member of the house entered the space, except for the late lady to discuss party dishes for guests.
But I am cautious, as Alia did not address Breklin properly.
Waylon: Forgive my state, Lord Breklin. I was not expecting company.
I am a right sight, I am sure.
Tripp: No problem. But just Breklin is fine. And no offense to your cooking, as the biscuits were great, but I’m not really into that fish. Anymore. I like fish, baked or fried, but not pickled.
Waylon: I will make note… Breklin.
I cautiously leave out the title, looking towards Alia. She nods, but unsure. Why is she bringing him to me? Normally, the house would summon us to them.
Waylon: Are there any other requests you would like to make?
Tripp: Oh, sure. I like fresh stuff, like avocados and any fruit, and bacon is never a bad thing in my world. All poultry and red meat every so often too.
Waylon: I- I am not sure what an avocado is, but I will inquire at the market the next time I am in town.
Tripp: Sweet.
Ah, and sweets. I can do that. We are limited to some rationing during the war efforts, but fruit is plentiful in the orchards around the property. And wheat flour is quite easily obtained. Prices are higher, but with the house and staff so small in numbers, I am able to stretch the budget for the kitchen.
Alia: Should we continue on in the gardens, Breklin?
She handled the lack of title smoother than before, but there is still a noticeable hesitation there.
Tripp: Almost. I just have a question. If Waylon is the cook, Dalton is the driver, and you said the Jack guy is the gardener. Now, Ebert is the valet who helps me dress – which is just sad – but what all do you as a butler do? I just gave you the job without actually knowing.
Butler? I look to Alia in confusion. How is that possible?
Alia: I would arrange your dinner parties, introduce visitors, and answer the door. I would lead service while you have guests, and I will continue on with my regular chores to keep this place neat and tidy.
Tripp: You might need to hire someone else if you have to do all that. But alright, let’s go see Jack. I am so pumped at not having to mow my own lawn. Nice to meet you, Waylon.
Breklin takes off in a slow run to the door on the other side of the kitchen that leads to the back gardens. I turn to look at Alia, who is staring where Breklin was standing.
Waylon: I do not know what happened to Breklin, but he seems happy. What is with the title issue? And how are you to be the butler?
Alia: I do not know anything. I feel entirely flustered at… at everything. I cannot be the butler. Ebert made that clear.
Waylon: But who is going to tell Breklin he is wrong in this house?
Alia: I do not know.
She looks nervous, so I naturally want to comfort her. I see her like a daughter. Dalton and Jack as well. Being brought to the house at such a young age, we took her under our wing.
Waylon: And ignore what Ebert said. Breklin’s word will be the final say around here, and everyone, including Ebert, will have to respect his decision.
Alia: Are you alright if this happens? How am I to lead the house? It does not feel right.
Waylon: You will do great. I just hope Breklin is serious in carrying this through. He is not known for sticking to his ideas. Except for joining the war, he flitted from one thing to the next.
She nods, also having considered this.
Waylon: And the titles. I know you must hurry, but I do not understand.
Alia: I do not know! He was going on about not wanting to refer to the Negro staff – all staff – as servants. And the title of lord or Sir not sitting well with him due to this.
I feel my face frown at that. Breklin and his companions played many a prank on the staff in his time. And he often had less than a kind word for those of us that were of Negro descent. His term of “Black” isn’t as common to hear, including from Breklin previously, although maybe it is something he picked up at the front. I have heard it on a rare occasion, so I understand his meaning.
Alia: I am not sure if he thinks we are slaves or not. Or possibly he is trying to set a new way of things. It is all very confusing, and I am not sure what to say to him about it all without overstepping. But I must go. He has no clue where he is running off to, I have learned.
She rolls her eyes, sighing.
Waylon: Go on. Don’t keep the young lord waiting.
Alia: Not a lord, as he says. It is all quite troubling.
I watch Alia hurry to the door, leaving after Breklin. Hm. Breklin. It feels odd, but I will attempt to use the preferred non-title name as long as he wishes. I am not sure how much confidence I have that this new Breklin will stay with us.
Maybe some soldier hit Breklin on the head, hard. And knocked some good sense into his brain.
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
When I see Jack, I come to a realization. Everyone but Dalton is Black. I’m not sure if this was intentional or not by Breklin’s family. And without asking – I’m not sure they’d be honest with me – I don’t know if they hired Black people because they thought they were beneath them or saw it as an opportunity to help them out. Even if slavery isn’t a thing anymore, it doesn’t mean people’s actions and thoughts instantly change.
This house is quite colorful, with Dalton being the lightest of us all and Alia the darkest. We’re like a beautiful rainbow. No two are the same.
Alia comes out eventually as I admire the work Jack has done. There is a hedge maze out here with perfectly square and round bushes. Purple flowers decorate the garden space, and two large wooden benches provide space to sit. I’m going to love being out here. Outside the greenery, I can see green hills and trees, unlike the fields of gold I walked through to get here.
This is fucking gorgeous and quite comfortable temperature-wise. It’s warm and partly sunny. If I could shed the jacket and vest, I’d be just perfect. I’d also lose the collar too. Stupid thing.
Tripp: He’s good. This is all Jack?
Alia: Yes. Jack, he is the father to Ebert, your new manserv-
Tripp: Valet.
Alia: Yes, valet.
Jack suddenly looks up at us and doesn’t hide the fact either. But he makes no move to come to us or even wave.
Tripp: He’s not moving. Should we go over there?
Alia: If you do not recall, you and Jack had a near altercation before you left. Are you sure you wish to engage?
Tripp: What did I do?
I trust it was me – or rather, Breklin – at fault for this. The way people cater to me, I was clearly an ass.
Alia: You tore up the flowers he planted, as you didn’t want the purple, which your sister liked. You wanted the yellow and blue variety, I believe.
Tripp: I did that? Well, I think we can all agree that I’m an ass. I may as well go apologize then.
I start walking towards Jack, who stands straight and stares me down. He isn’t scared of me, even though I’m bigger than he is in height and size. I also can’t help but notice all the flowers – every single one – are purple. That is to spite me. I think I’m going to like Jack.
And Alia brought up my sister again. I wonder when she comes back. Like after the war maybe, or for the summers or breaks from the lessons. If I’m only here for ten days like before, I may never get to see her. That will suck, but what can you do?
Jack: I heard you were back.
I get no formal title from him. That means it will be easy to convince him not to call me by a title.
Tripp: I am, and I wanted to say thank you for all this.
I motion over the gardens. First, I’m going to clean up Breklin’s image. When he gets this body back, if he does and I don’t randomly die again, I want to make him regret all his poor life choices.
Tripp: And I understand I owe you an apology, Jack.
He frowns good and hard, narrowing his eyes at me.
Tripp: I don’t remember tearing out your flowers or getting in your face about it, but I’m sorry for what I did. I like the purple, and I’m sure my sister would too.
That’s actually true, as it’s Piper’s favorite color.
Jack: Uh huh. I am sure Miss Empress would.
That’s also a sweet name.
Tripp: I can’t believe you did this all by yourself.
I look around, astonished. This has to be an all-day job.
Jack: I don’t mind it. It’s enjoyable to be outside this time of year.
It’s easy to notice him and Alia exchanging looks of confusion.
Tripp: I plan to be out here a lot, so just ignore me if you catch me walking around, enjoying it too. Oh, and before I forget, Miss Alia here is our new butler.
Why does “Miss Alia” sound sexy? But yet “Mister Breklin” or “Sir Breklin” sounds stuffy?
Tripp: If you need anything to make this easier, run it by her.
Jack: Okay, Mister Breklin?
It’s cute how he tries to use a title now that I’m not being totally unreasonable.
Jack: I got word my son is your new manservant.
Tripp: Valet, but yes, and just Breklin is fine. I actually prefer it.
Jack: Breklin it is.
He has no issue with it, making me chuckle.
Tripp: See you at dinnertime, Jack.
I turn to Alia, who has been rather quiet. I bet her and Jack want to talk. I can sense it.
Tripp: I’m eager to see the stables. Which way?
Alia: I can walk you there, Breklin. It is just back the way we came, and –
Tripp: Perfect. Take your time. I’m going to explore a little as I go.
I turn to walk off before anything else is said. Alia seems to be the darling of the house. Except for Ebert, who is new, the rest all adore her. I can tell. I might just feel the same way. There’s something likable about her.
◦ ◊ ◦
Jack
◦ ◊ ◦
As soon as Breklin walks off, I give Alia a look to describe my doubt.
Alia: I don’t know how to explain him or what he says.
Jack: So, the rumors are true. Something clearly happened to that boy.
Alia: Yes. It is hard not to take note of his odd behavior. But the staff, in general, do seem to approve of the change. Ebert is taken aback by my new title in the house.
Jack: Ignore my son. No one deserves some status in this house more than you. But that boy was a terror. I find it hard to believe he just up and changed that severely.
Alia: Jack!
She hushes me, looking behind her.
Alia: Careful he does not hear you.
Jack: It is true. His parents let him run wild around here.
Alia: I know, but that apology sounded rather sincere.
Jack: I will believe it when I see it. You better go chase after the little prince of the castle.
Alia: Are you sure you are not being too harsh on him?
Jack: And what did he mean he will see me for dinner? Has he gone dotty?
Alia: I do not know. He is causing disruption all over the house. I will inquire about that.
Alia walks hurriedly the way Breklin went. That boy is up to something. I am sure of it. No one, no matter the size of the hit to the head, changes that much. I know better than to trust the likes of Breklin.
◦ ◊ ◦
Tripp
◦ ◊ ◦
I find the stables, but I’m distracted by the beauty in the fenced-off area outside the barn. This horse is not something I can identify, as I’m not familiar with breeds, but it looks strong, and based on the size of the dick hanging down, this guy is a fucking stud. If that much is hanging out, what’s all up inside this guy?
Alia: Sorry for the delay. Jack had some questions.
I bet he did.
Tripp: No worries. So, who is the one managing the stables?
Alia: Cooper. But I want to prepare you. The stables are not up to being seen, as he will not have been given notice of your arrival.
Tripp: It’s an animal’s home. If there’s shit on the floor, I think that’s normal.
I start walking in, smiling at Alia, who looks quite mortified. But then I see quite possibly the dirtiest and cutest guy in my life. Cooper.
He’s a sight. Covered in filth, which I doubt is just dirt, he stares at me from a distance. He goes so still, like he’s not even breathing. But that gives me time to admire what I see. Shirtless, built like a lean but strong man, I can see the definition of muscles earned through hard work. I would happily get on my knees for him. Hell, I want him on his knees for me.
Can I have Alia on my left and Cooper on my right while I’m in the middle enjoying both?
Alia: Cooper, Breklin is interested in talking to you. If you will, please come near.
She sounds a little worried, and I take a second to look at her. She’s biting her bottom lip. Are they together? That would be my luck. But I also want to know how I can score an invite to join them.
Cooper hesitantly walks closer, still keeping a distance. He noticeably flinches when I extend my hand for a shake.
Cooper: I apologize for my appearance, Mister Breklin. And for the state of the stables. I let the horses out to pasture so I could clean, and I did not expect you –
Tripp: Cooper.
He shuts his mouth, eyes wide as he braces himself. Cooper is a shade lighter than Alia, but the two are the darker of the group. I’ve never been attracted to a specific ethnicity before, and I don’t think that’s what this is, but I’m finding myself wanting to stare at both of them. I’ve dated people whiter than me, but the majority are probably darker, as I was living with mainly Hondurans who had a Spanish and Indigenous background. These two are beautiful humans. Features that capture your attention.
Alia has black hair, thick and tied up neatly into an updo, where several pieces have come loose and frame her heart-shaped face. A small nose with dark brown eyes that are expressive, giving away what she’s feeling even when she’s silent. Not to mention a body that women back home would kill for and flaunt in a bikini. And I haven’t even seen it really. At about five-foot-five – I estimate – she stands shorter than everyone else but handles just as much, if not more, of the responsibilities around here. I’m curious about her story. How she ended up here and what keeps her here.
Cooper, at almost my height but slimmer built, has a slight slouch to his posture, like he’s trying to curl into himself. But his honey-brown eyes have a sad look to them. Hurt, I think. Worry, maybe. High cheekbones on a defined face, and he’s fucking adorable. Once the dirt – and possible shit – is wiped off his face, I’d lick him. I’d lick him good. And he’s shirtless while I’m wearing four layers. Not fair.
Tripp: This is a stable. It’s not meant to be spotless even when clean, I assume.
He nods, mutely.
Cooper: But I am covered in scat. I am not fit to be seen. I will take my leave to not offend –
Tripp: Calm down. You’re a little messed up, but better than being overdressed for the setting.
A spectacular excuse to rid myself of three of these layers presents itself. So, I start by shrugging off my suit jacket. They both stare at me in shock. Good. I fold the jacket over a mostly clean stable door. This is almost fun. Like, a striptease of sorts. Next is the vest. Stupid vest. And it goes with the jacket. The collar takes some work, but I do get it off and start unbuttoning my shirt.
Alia: I should leave you to… do…
She’s not sure what to say because she’s not sure what I’m doing.
Tripp: Stay. I will still be more dressed than Cooper here, so no need to run away. So, how do you two know each other outside of this place?
I’m fishing.
Alia: Cooper and I were brought over from the same orphanage, Breklin.
Oh, shit. Maybe Breklin’s parents took in orphans to give them a home. That would be nice, but they are here as workers. I finish unbuttoning and shrug off the white shirt. So impractical.
Tripp: How long ago?
Alia: Seven years. I was thirteen years of age. Cooper would have just passed twelve years of age.
Tripp: And you lived here and then worked here when you got older?
I stand in my undershirt, noticing Cooper is barefoot. I’ll keep the shoes on, as I do see actual shit on the floor.
Alia: I was a skivvy, and Cooper started in the stables as the help for the stable hand at the time.
Tripp: Talk to me like I’m five. What’s a skivvy?
Alia: I was sent to start in the kitchen and wherever I was needed.
Tripp: You both started working as children?
Alia: Mister Breklin does not recall his time before his time at the front.
I realize she’s explaining it to Cooper.
Tripp: Just Breklin. But I am serious. They put you to work as children?
Alia: We were of age to work for the house.
Ehhh… I disagree. Let’s call that what it is. Child labor. I just shake my head. I can’t change the past – I don’t think – so I need to focus on now and the future. I am never hiring a kid.
Tripp: Okay, happier thoughts.
I say to no one but myself.
Tripp: If I want to ride one of the horses, do I just arrange that with you, or do you come with me?
Please say you come with me. Cooper on a horse would be so hot.
Cooper: Whatever pleases you, Mister Breklin. But I can ready a horse in fifteen minutes, if you wish.
Tripp: Maybe tomorrow then. Can you take me around the property? It sounds like there’s a lot to this estate.
Cooper flubs his
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