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Wanton Abbey - Part One: A Chamber Maid's
Tale

 


My name is Marie
Holdsworth. These are my private diaries that, if you should ever
find them by mistake, you should not read unless you have a very
open mind. What I have to confess may be shocking to many, if not
all people. It all began 2 years ago, when I was only nineteen and
looking for work as a chambermaid. I naturally applied for work at
the nearest place that took chambermaids on, a huge mansion set in
huge grounds called Warburton Abbey.

I was intrigued when I
saw people's reaction that I had applied for work there, as they
always seemed to raise their eyebrows whenever I mentioned the
place. Finally, I recalled I plucked up the courage to ask someone
why this was occurring. They laughed, then in a hushed tone had
told me that the Abbey had developed a notorious reputation in the
community and had begun to be called Wanton Abbey by some of the
villagers.

I certainly raised my
own eyebrows when I heard this information, but I also knew that my
small neighbouring village was a hotbed of salacious gossip, often
without any foundation in truth whatsoever. I decided it was
probably just another piece of tittle tattle and, one day, made my
way to the imposing mansion set in the middle of acres of green
fields.



Warburton Abbey was owned by the Earl of Harlott, who was the local
aristocracy, absolutely filthy rich, and the closest thing that
Darbyfield had to royalty. As I walked through the towering black
iron gates and up the pebble dashed drive, I felt daunted by the
imposing spires of the Abbey and the sheer enormity of the
building. With a pounding heart, I nervously knocked on the door
and was greeted by a very handsome but seemingly cold and aloof
butler, who I later came to know well. His name was Crabtrees.

After nervously
informing him I was there to apply for the vacancy of chambermaid,
he led me into a maroon-carpeted study which had expensive looking
paintings hung around the room. After leaving me there for a while,
he returned and led me through to another room which was clearly
the office for the Earl.

He was seated behind a
desk with a mountain of paper on it, in a large leather black
chair. An attractive looking secretary in large framed glasses was
taking notes in a chair nearby, and she looked at me with mild
interest as I walked in. I felt so jittery by then that I wasn't
sure if I'd be able to even get a word out.



The Earl asked me several questions about my suitability for the
job, and I timidly confessed that I had little formal experience.
But I said had been the eldest in a house of five children, and had
always assisted my mother in the duties of the house, and that I
was a hard worker by nature. He seemed reasonably pleased with my
answers, then told me to wait outside, which I did with relief, not
knowing how much longer I could keep my composure.

I heard muttered voices
as he was obviously discussing me with the butler. A few minutes
later the door to his office opened and out walked Crabtrees, who
stiffly informed me that I was to be given a trial run as a
chambermaid, and that my long-term position would be decided after
a month's work, with pay to be given then.

I felt so happy that I
wanted to beam, but decided it best to try and look as static as
him and simply nodded. I was told I could leave and to report for
duty the following Monday, also that I would be staying for the
month in the servant's quarters, so to plan accordingly. I left the
mansion with a light heart, knowing that my poor parents would be
overjoyed at the news, and proud of me for the first time in my
life.



They were both suitably impressed by my new position, and my
work-weary father looked visibly relieved, knowing that I would be
bringing much needed money into the house to feed and clothe my
four younger brothers and sisters. Monday soon arrived, and I left
for Warburton Abbey with mixed emotions, knowing I wouldn't see my
family for a month. My mother had tears in her eyes as I finally
started making my way there.

Once I'd arrived, I was
led to the servant's quarters by the footman, who l later learnt
was called Benson. Then I was introduced to the other chambermaids,
and the head maid Bridget, who seemed warm and friendly after the
austere Crabtrees. The other maids were also nice, and came to chat
with me after I'd been shown my room.

They were all pretty
girls, and sweetly innocent in their manner, so much so that I
thought to myself straight away that the rumours about 'Wanton
Abbey' now seemed ludicrous. These girls looked like butter
wouldn't melt in their mouths. They told me their names, which were
Heather, Minnie and Stephanie. They kindly gave me some useful tips
about how not to get on the wrong side of Crabtrees as the power of
being butler had gone to his head, and he had the authority to sack
any staff he wanted.



Over the next week, I settled in at Warburton Abbey, sharing a room
with the giggly and sweetly pretty Stephanie, who was 23 and had
been there four years. I found the work easy enough, and was as
polite as I could be to the entire Harlott family. I felt almost
sick with nerves when I was called to Lady Harlott's room, so
desperate to make a good impression on the lady of the manor, and
wondering what on earth she could want with a chambermaid who'd
only been there a few days.

She was in the middle
of getting ready for an evening ball, dressed in a sequined black
evening dress with sparkling crystal earrings. She looked
positively regal, and had summoned me to help her with her
necklace. Of course, the head maid usually assisted with that kind
of thing, and this was obviously part of my trial to see if I was
up to the job.

Suddenly, it was just
us in the room, and she turned her back to me, leaning her head
down slightly. She then told me calmly to pick up the necklace
which lay sparkling in a velvet-lined case on her dressing table.
My hands couldn't stop shaking as I picked up the necklace and
walked over to her, desperately trying to calm myself so she
wouldn't feel my trembling hands.



I took a deep breath and unhooked the necklace then slowly reached
round and brought it round her neck. We were so close that she must
have felt my breath on her neck and it was the first time I'd felt
a tingle of sensual excitement with a woman before.

Her neck was so
slender, her hair and make up so beautiful, that my senses felt
overwhelmed by my attraction to her, a feeling so new to me. I
hooked the necklace with fumbling fingers and she finally turned
round and looked at herself in the mirror, understandably pleased
with how she looked. Her expression was content, even conceited and
vain, but for some reason that excited me even more.

She calmly told me she
was pleased that I had come to her aid so soon and would be
recommending to the butler that I be kept on, provided the rest of
my work was up to standard. I smiled and curtsied, saying 'Thank
you, m'Lady' in the most polite voice I could manage.

As I left her room, I
felt my heart beating just as fast as when I'd entered, but this
time it wasn't nerves causing it, but the beginning of desires that
led me to start hoping that all the rumours about Warburton Abbey
were true after all....

I went back to my room
and lay on my bed, looking up at the ceiling as my palpitations
continued. I was glad to have the room to myself as Stephanie was
still attending to her duties. My mind was swirling, still
intoxicated by the scent of Lady
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