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Chapter One







October 1891

Whitechapel, London, England




The fog had not lifted for five days and London seemed to have ground to a halt. The omnibuses, hansom cabs and other vehicular traffic had virtually disappeared; the horses had been stabled and the legions of drivers and cabbies had either stayed indoors to distract themselves as best they might or taken to the many taverns and inns across the city. The sophisticated folk, deprived of their means of getting about the city, had forsaken their clubs, theaters, restaurants and evening soirées, resulting in a widespread drop of income for those working in the hospitality trades.

But many of the hospitality workers could ill afford not to work. They had to eat to live. The East End had many tarts abroad despite the fog, plying their trade in the bars, snooker halls and outside the opium dens, or opportunistically as they ambled along the dank streets, stationing themselves under the watery light of sputtering gas lamps in the hope of turning a trick with some sailor, soldier or toff who ventured into Whitechapel looking for female company.

The widespread panic that had followed the activities of the murderous monster known as Jack the Ripper had suddenly ceased just a couple of months before and gradually the people of Whitechapel regained their confidence, although most were still wary of the nights. Despite the rumors that the Ripper had been taken care of or had topped himself, women were still cautious about being out any longer than it took them to earn enough money to pay for a roof over their head for the night and for enough food to sustain them and more importantly for many working girls, for gin to dull their senses.

The younger, more attractive whores usually had the wherewithal to offer their client a bed to fuck on, while the older, faded floozies often had to make do with a doorway, a works entrance or a back alley to lean against while they spread their legs for their clients.

Sally Evans was one of the younger trollops who was making her way home just before eleven o’clock. She had been in and out of her crib on Dutfield’s Yard half a dozen times, feigned orgasm each time, been paid well for giving satisfaction and subsequently had sunk several glasses of gin with her friend, Helen Read, in the Four Ferrets public house on Berner Street.

“You take care of yourself now, Helen,” she said at the end of the street, her voice slurring slightly. “If you’ll take my advice you’ll get off home now. You likely won’t get no more punters tonight.”

Sally was short and buxom, gaudily made up with her breasts bulging provocatively out of her tightfitting dress. She was popular and had her regular clientele, mainly sailors and soldiers and the usual local men who fancied a quick one after filling their stomachs with ale. Yet she knew she was not half as popular as her pal, Long Helen, as the raven-haired beauty was commonly called on account of being tall and long-legged. All the other whores grudgingly acknowledged that she had the most perfectly formed tits in the area and the comeliest hips in the whole East End. She had dark, almost black, eyes and ruby lips that seemed to require no artificial rouge.

Long Helen laughed. “The night is young, yet,” she said, nodding upward at the watery moon that kept trying to penetrate the fog. “I’ll find someone else, never fear. I’ve still got a hankering to feel another cock up me. I don’t know of a more pleasurable way of putting silver in my purse!” she added with a wink.

Sally clicked her tongue. “You know, I don’t get you sometimes, Helen. You seem to get your share of the toffs who come down here to get their leg over, yet you don’t never turn a trick away. Not even some of the ones what don’t look like they’ve never seen a bath.” She hiccupped and thumped her chest with her fist. “Those blooming cockles I had with my last gin are playing up a bit,” she explained. “As I was saying, you don’t care who you open your legs for.”

Helen gave her a knowing smile. “Let’s just say I like cocks.”

“You’re a dirty slag, that’s what you are,” screeched Sally, giving her friend a playful shove. “You need to learn a bit of, what do you call it?”

“Discrimination?” Helen suggested. She gave her friend a voluptuous smile that showed her pearly white teeth. “Well I do in a way. I like screwing more than anything in the world and I’m good at it, so I may charge toffs a shilling, the locals, sixpence, and them that’s in need of it, but can’t afford it, just thruppence. So what? You could just say that I’ve got a soft heart.”

Sally hiccupped again. “A soft pussy, more like. But what about extras? Don’t you charge extras for any really filthy stuff?”

“Sometimes, but if I’m in the mood I’ll be flexible.”

Sally bent double and gave a belly laugh. “Flexible! I bet you are flexible, dearie. That’s why we call you Long Helen. You could wrap those long legs round a man’s neck while you fuck him. The lucky bleeders.”

With which she kissed her friend on the cheek and then blearily made her way to her lodgings to sleep off her gin haze.

Long Helen stared after her then pulled her scarlet shawl up over her bare shoulders and ambled on. She’d gone a mere hundred yards when a gentleman in a top hat and evening dress stepped out of the fog. Helen stopped and stood smiling at him, swaying her hips coquettishly as she let her shawl slip down her shoulders to reveal her ample bosom.

“Good evening, sir. Can I do something for you?”

He stepped into the circle of light thrown out by the gas lamp and Helen noted that not only was he tall but he was dark and handsome. His features were almost hawk-like.

“Oh yes, my lovely,” he returned, his mouth creasing into a grin. “I’m sure that you can do a great deal for me. You’re exactly what I was looking for and hoping to meet. A lady of poise and allure. Do you have somewhere that you could share the contents of my hip flask with me?”

“Poise and allure, eh? I appreciate that, sir. And what is in your hip flask, sir?”

“The finest brandy in London.”

Long Helen took his arm and, reaching up, kissed his smooth cheek. With her other hand she reached down and stroked his groin, smiling at the hardness inside his trousers. “Then you come along with me, sir. I have a nice room nearby and I can make you as comfortable as you want. However you want.”




• • •




Long Helen’s room smelled of lavender water and the mustiness of sex. The man nodded approvingly at the crisply made bed.

“I always like my gentlemen to feel the bed has been made specially for them,” she told him as she took his silk hat and silver-topped Malacca cane and laid them on a chair. “Which of course is true, sir. I made this bed up especially for you. So you can take me however you please on it.”

Which is what he did. Gently at first, kissing and licking her rose-scented neck, then her shoulders and breasts. He helped her divest herself of her dress, corset and chemise. Then he pushed her onto the bed and continued his attentions.

His lips moved down to her nipples, suckling and teasing them, much to her apparent appreciation. Over her svelte midriff his hands roamed until he found the moist wetness between her legs. He caressed her labia for a few moments before insinuating first one then two fingers into her, gently exploring and probing while he used his thumb to fondle her clitoris. Then he leaned closer and kissed and licked her all over her abdomen then settled his tongue on her clit, flicking the hood and causing her to arch her back and moan. She undid his buttons and inveigled her hand inside his trousers to grab his cock. She laughed as she felt its considerable width.

“You are a big boy, ain’t you! Well you just put it in whenever you are ready, sir. And take as long as you like.”

“Turn over first, my lovely one,” he said. “I would like to take you the way that animals do.”

She obligingly rolled over and knelt on the bed, all the while holding his cock, which she tucked between the lips of her pussy.

“Now just stick it inside me, sir. I’m all yours.”

Two firm, well-manicured hands grabbed her hips and he slowly pushed his cock into her for about an inch before stopping.

“As you say, there is no rush,” he said with a hint of amusement as he withdrew his cock to her pussy entrance.

She laughed. “You’re the teasing sort, ain’t you, sir? Well just you tease away. I like the feel of that big cock.”

Tantalizingly slowly, he pushed it in for another two inches and stopped again.

“Deeper, sir. I want it deeper.” She pushed back, but he held her hips firmly and again withdrew until his cock was almost free of her labia.

“I’m just exploring your pussy and I want to feel it inch by inch,” he said firmly.

He thrust slowly up to three inches and yet again gradually withdrew. “That’s good, your pussy feels nice and juicy and I think it’s about time to ram it in hard!”

He thrust forward shoving his cock up to the hilt, causing her to gasp.

“Do you like that?” he demanded as he moved in and out of her pussy with ever-increasing speed and force.

“I bloody well love it, sir,” she said as she pushed back to meet his thrusting cock, this time meeting no resistance from his hands on her hips.

His cock slipped in and out of her pussy with squelching noises that accompanied each flesh-smacking thrust.

She reached round and grabbed his sweat-covered buttocks and tried to pull him further into her.

He let go of her hips and reached round her to grab and squeeze her breasts hard.

“I love your tits,” he said, his voice sounding husky. He fondled them for some moments then pinched her nipples between his fingers and thumbs.

“Yes, yes! Squeeze them hard,” she replied, breathlessly.

He let her breasts go and grabbed her buttocks as he continued to pound her pussy. “Do you like having your ass cheeks squeezed, too?” he said between grated teeth. He squeezed them very hard as he continued to hammer into her with long powerful thrusts.

“God, yes. I like it rough, “ Long Helen replied with a groan of pleasure. She reached up and squeezed her breasts as he slid his hand up to grab her throat, pulling her head back toward him.

“Do you like a little pain?” he asked urgently as he reached over and grabbed his cane.

“Cause me as much pain as you wish with that lovely big cock of yours, sir. Drive it in up to the hilt. Ram it in hard.”

“I meant a different type of pain.”

“Ooh, yes,” she moaned. “I said you can do what you want, sir. If you make it worth my while.”

“That’s what I thought you said,” he gasped as he climaxed inside her, just as her vaginal muscles spasmed and she, too, reached a peak.

She was only alarmed when she heard the sudden sound of steel on wood as he yanked the swordstick free from the cane sheath.




Chapter Two







October, 2015,

St Agatha’s Hospital, Newcastle, England




Dense fog swirled against the windows of the hospital, but the Accident and Emergency department of the hospital was full, as it always was on a Friday night. Inebriated patients and irate relatives and friends cajoled the staff to have their casualties seen as soon as possible.

“We’ll get to you all as soon as we can,” called out the senior charge nurse as the situation around the reception area rapidly became intolerable. “We have several road casualties and some real emergency cases to see to first.”

His speech was greeted by moans and expostulations of irritation sufficient for the two heavy security men to step forward and calm the situation.

Doctor Vanessa Franklin had been on call as the Accident and Emergency consultant for forty-eight straight hours. Her eyes were beginning to prickle and her body cried out for sleep but there was no way she could assuage her tiredness. The patient on the operating table was losing blood from the stab wound in his neck, despite the pad that the casualty sister was compressing the wound with.

“All right, what have we got?” she asked Doctor Roberts, her young registrar, as she finished pulling on her latex gloves over the sleeves of her green operating gown.

Vanessa watched the younger doctor gather himself together. He had a nervous tic that made him blink repeatedly whenever he was nervous. He’ll have to get that under control, or he’ll never get a consultancy, she thought. Yet she was aware that she made him feel nervous, especially when she caught him gazing up at her with that puppy dog expression of his. The truth was he irritated her, because at twenty-nine he was only a few years younger than her, but despite having decent medical and surgical skills, he somehow lacked the self-confidence needed to make it to the top of the medical profession.

Tim swallowed hard and read out the case notes he’d made.

“This is Stephen Fowler, a nineteen-year-old male stabbed in the neck in a fight outside a nightclub after being ejected for drunken behavior by the bouncers. He picked a fight with another young guy, who stabbed him and is now in police custody. Stephen passed out and was still unconscious when the paramedics reached him. Someone tried to sit him up…”

“They did what?” Vanessa snapped, rolling her eyes.

“They sat him up and he…”

“…he started convulsing,” she intercepted. “Of course he did. Pumping blood from a neck wound and then being sat up when he should have been laid down in the recovery position. He would have developed lack of oxygen to his brain and a fit would be inevitable.”

“The paramedics stabilized him and applied compression to the neck wound. They didn’t think it was a carotid artery injury, rather a jugular vein. His hemoglobin is only 10.5 grams per deciliter, though.”

Vanessa nodded. “So he must have lost at least a pint of blood. Okay, so let’s have a look and while I repair the blood vessel you’d better crossmatch him for a couple of units of blood ready to go up to the acute surgical ward with him.”

Flexing her fingers and accepting the pairs of artery forceps being offered to her, she nodded to the sister to release the pad.

Immediately, blood spurted out of the young man’s neck and Vanessa went to work.




• • •




Two hours later Vanessa and her team had cleared the waiting room and dealt with the assorted injuries, overdoses and people with acute illnesses who had bypassed their general practitioners and gone straight to hospital.

The staff gathered in the rest room drinking coffee while Vanessa went to lie down on the couch in her office to try to grab some rest. She pulled off the surgical hat and allowed her titian hair to tumble about her shoulders. Catching a glimpse of her reflection in the mirror above the hand basin made her frown.

“I need sleep badly or I’m going to age ten years by morning.”

She leaned closer to the mirror and did her usual check for errant grey hairs among the titian. Although she felt tired and half-expected to see puffiness around the eyes, she was relieved to see that her skin was looking good. She half turned and inspected her boobs, which she considered her best feature. Like all women in their thirties, she wanted to avoid boob or ass sag. Tall and curvaceous, she looked after herself physically with regular runs, Taekwondo and fencing.

Before she lay down, she made a mental note to hit the road for a few miles on her weekend off. How long she managed to doze she did not know before she was roused by the claxon activated by the receptionist to alert the medical team to an emergency.

Instantly awake in such situations, she jumped off the couch and opened the door to see a man stagger through the automatic doors into the hospital. Wisps of fog surrounded him, giving the impression that steam was rising from his body. He was a tall, dark-haired man with a bloodstained shirt torn open and hanging in tatters. Some sort of starched collar and bow tie dangled at the neck. Blood streamed from gashes on his chest and dripped a trail of blood behind him. Nurses flew to assist him, but he raised his hands to hold them back as he stood unsteadily and looked about. His eyes locked with Vanessa’s and she fancied she saw him smile.

“It’s you! Thank God,” he muttered.

Then his eyes flickered and he collapsed in a faint.

A strange tingle run through her body such as she’d not experienced for a long time. Somehow she felt she knew this man. And the instant sensation of moistness between her legs made her wonder just how well she knew him.

“Get this patient into recovery straight away,” she heard herself say, almost as if she had become an observer of herself, as if her sense of reality had suddenly been jarred.

Two nurses removed the patient’s shirt and two more began swabbing the blood away and applying pressure to the ugly, deep gashes that surrounded his chest.

“He…he looks as if he’s been mauled,” one of the staff nurses gasped.

Vanessa quickly examined him, checking his pulse, respiration and reflexes. With an ophthalmoscope she peered inside his eyes.

“Stable, no sign of raised intracranial pressure, so no head injury. Let’s roll him over gently and see the extent of those wounds.”

Together the nurses rolled him first to the left, then to the right.

“They look like claw wounds all right. He’s lucky they weren’t deeper or they could have gone through his rib cage muscles and punctured his lungs.”

“He’s certainly hot,” said the staff nurse with a grin.

Vanessa flashed her a look of disapproval. “This is an unconscious patient, Nurse Laksana, which means we must respect his dignity.”

“S…sorry, Doctor Franklin. I only meant…”

“Never mind,” Vanessa returned. “Let’s get these wounds cleaned and then I’ll close them all up. Get me a nylon suture set and in the meanwhile I want him to have shots of benzyl penicillin, anti-tetanus and a bolus injection of hydrocortisone.”
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