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Wanton Abbey - Part Two: The Butler's
Quarters

 


 


After I had been at Warburton Abbey a couple
of weeks, I was starting to settle in and feel at home there,
happily performing my allotted tasks with ease as I was suited to
that kind of work by nature.

 


However, after staying up all night with
Steph on my first night, which was very much my sexual awakening,
we decided that we had better not take such a risk in future.
Bridget, the head maid, had questioned us the next day about the
strange noises emanating from our room, and I had to think quickly
on my feet, saying that a full moon always gave me nightmares.

 


I said I was dreaming I was on the Titanic
and then dreamt I was drowning. I was so convincing in my
off-the-cuff explanation that I actually think she believed me.
After all, only a stupid girl would risk losing her job after only
one night, which is of course exactly what I did. Steph and I
agreed that we would have to tread very carefully in future.

 


It was obvious to me now that Warburton Abbey
deserved its notorious reputation as a hotbed of sexual iniquity,
but even within its closed walls everyone kept up the pretence that
everyone always behaved honorably, until behind closed doors that
is...



Having decided that we were going to keep our sexual exploits to a
bare minimum, or at least whenever we knew the coast was clear, we
suddenly found ourselves both called to Lady Harlott's room on a
Sunday afternoon.

 


Having had a very sensual experience simply
helping her put on a necklace on my first night of duty, I was
wondering what she had in mind for us, especially as Steph had
hinted that some of the Harlott family enjoyed sensual delights
with members of staff from time to time.

 


Having made sure we were looking at our very
best, we made our way to her room on the third floor of the Abbey.
After politely knocking, we heard the curt instruction
'Enter' in a refined, indulged tone that came from somebody
very used to giving orders and getting what they want.

 


We entered, and could tell instantly from her
rather bored expression that what she wanted right now was a little
fun. 'Ah..Stephanie and young Marie...think you both for coming
so quickly...I'm afraid I'm feeling a little out of sorts, darling
hubby has gone hunting pheasant with his usual cronies and rather
left me to it for the day....I was hoping that you would keep me
company till his return....' she said with a languid air.



We smiled and both nodded politely, not quite sure what to say. She
tried to break the ice by asking, 'Marie...how are you finding
Warburton Abbey? I hope you're settling in well....and Crabtrees
isn't being too stern with you, we know how he is....'.

 


I smiled again and replied brightly, 'I'm
settling in fine, m'Lady, and Crabtrees has treated me no
differently to the other maids as far as I can tell...m'Lady',
hoping I didn't sound too eager to please.

 


Stephanie then plucked up the courage to
speak, saying 'If I may say so, m'Lady, we are all very
impressed with Marie's work so far, and she fits in well with the
other chamber maids..', then curtsied to show she wasn't
getting above her station.

 


Lady Harlott smiled and said, 'Well, good
good....shall we have a tipple to celebrate? A liqueur I
think....'. Steph and I quickly exchanged a surprised glance,
then returned to our respectful expression, Steph asking, 'Shall
I fetch the Amaretto from your drinks cabinet, m'Lady?'.

 


Lady Harlott smiled again and exclaimed
'Excellent choice!' and as Steph gathered the liqueur along
with three glasses, the Lady spoke to me as if confiding in her
best friend, half-whispering, 'She's been here for years, she
knows all my favourites!' with a soft giggle.



Steph returned with the Amaretto and glasses on a silver tray, and
let Lady Harlott pour us all a generous measure, then handed us
each a glass. I was still very much an inexperienced country girl,
who'd never tried more than a glass of cider, so just one gulp of
the liqueur was enough for my throat to start burning and my head
to start swimming.

 


Both Steph and Lady Harlott could tell from
my reaction that I was not used to alcohol and they both smiled
knowingly. 'Have a little more darling, it will help us all to
relax....' the Lady said, leaning over and refilling my glass,
even more than Steph had given me.

 


I did as I was told, and found myself started
to like the rich, exotic taste and feeling enjoyably dizzy.
Suddenly, the Lady asked Steph to lock the bedroom door, which she
did immediately and I started to wonder where this was all
leading.

 


'Tell me Marie...and be honest with me
now...had you heard the rumours about 'Wanton Abbey' before you
came here? I do know about the local gossip...' the Lady said
and I was glad I had some alcohol inside me to calm my nerves.
'If I'm being honest, yes m'Lady, I was aware of the rumours flying
round, but I had decided it was just the local gossip-mongers
getting carried away!'.


Lady Harlott smiled knowingly and put down her glass on the silver
tray. 'Well, those gossipers certainly tell a few tall tales
about what goes on here, but as the saying goes, there's no smoke
without a fire....'.

 


I knew what that saying meant, and baited my
breath as she wandered over to me and began gently caressing my
upper arm which was bare beneath the hem of my maid uniform.

 


'Does that feel nice Marie?' she said
demurely, her sultry voice somehow mingling with the head-swirling
effects of the Amaretto. I nodded, and replied 'Very nice
m'Lady....'.

 


I think if I hadn't already been intimate
with Steph I would have found this situation overwhelming and ran
out the room, but I felt strangely at ease and Lady Harlott could
sense that I wasn't overly shocked by her forwardness.


'You certainly are one of the most pretty chamber
maids we've had here Marie....' she said, looking straight into
my eyes, making me turn away and blush.

 


'And so modest too....oh Marie I could
kiss you...and as lady of the manor I shall...' she continued,
and with that she leant forward and kissed me softly on the cheek
which felt very sensuous, and then on the lips very softly.

 


I gently responded with my own mouth and
decided it was best to just go with the flow. Our mouths slowly
opened and our hesitant peck on the lips gradually developed into a
deep, open-mouthed passionate French kiss, her hand caressing my
breasts through my uniform. Steph looked on in amazement, though
must have seen similar before.

 


I felt Lady Harlott's hand reach round the
back of my uniform and she began to unzip it at the neck, pulling
it slowly down my back. My uniform slipped to my ankles and then
she removed my bra with one smooth motion of her hand, my bare
breasts exposed, my nipples hardening with every second.

 


She lowered her mouth to my left nipple and
began sucking and licking it. The pleasure was so intense then
became even more so, as she waved Steph over and she began
pleasuring my other nipple. I could only close my eyes and savour
the delight as they both attended to my throbbing breasts.



Steph brought her mouth to mine after a while and we kissed as
tenderly and passionately as we had done in our room on the night
of the full moon. Then just when I thought we'd reached the height
of this erotic encounter, I felt Lady Harlott sliding down my body
onto her knees, then began sliding down my white cotton
panties.

 


I felt the cool air on my light brown bush,
then the sensation of her lips kissing it. I thought that I might
faint, such was the deep thrill it gave me. Her hands roamed over
my thighs, round the back of my legs and caressed my bottom as she
teasingly kissed my pussy, knowing I was waiting for her to lick
me.

 


I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter
with anticipation, then moaned and exhaled deeply as I felt the wet
slither of her long tongue on my throbbing clit and moist pussy
lips. She then hitched up her long navy blue dress up over her hips
and I saw her slide her hand down her panties, which were black
silk. She began fingering herself frantically as she licked me,
Steph still busily French kissing me.



In between kisses, I looked down and saw Lady Harlott's face now
wet with my pussy juice, her carefully applied make-up now smeared
across her face. For the first time I felt that I'd become part of
Wanton Abbey, this was where I truly belonged.

 


With my pussy now absolutely soaking, she
pulled her mouth away, and licked her lips noisily. She looked up
at me with a cheeky grin and said simply 'My turn...', then
stood up and moved over to her huge four-poster bed. She perched
herself on the edge and spread her legs wide, baring her pussy for
me which was closely trimmed, an inviting dark brown bush that I
wanted to explore.

 


With just a look, I knew that I should get on
my knees between her legs, and tried not to show my inexperience as
I began licking her legs. Out of the corner of my eye I could see
Steph was
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