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​Foreword
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About two hundred and fifty years earlier, the top courtesan in Venice, Tessa, had become an official mistress of the king of France. Soon, the queen had used Tessa’s love of fighting to her advantage. After convincing the courtesan about a plot to overthrow the king, the queen made her fight other women to the death. Later, Tessa moved to the North of France with the king’s sister. Here she continued fighting women in deathmatches when the king’s sister needed her to. When Tessa had died, she had left behind five daughters and a fortune in gold, coins and gems. Although she had done all she could, her five daughters disliked each other and refused to help each other in any way.

Tessa, named after her fighting ancestor, was born in a small town in the north of France in the early 1800s. Her mother had died when she was a toddler. Father Jean-Pierre, who had been a childhood friend of her mother’s, raised Tessa. He hoped she would become a nun. However, the young woman had inherited the wild spirit of her ancestor. Like her namesake, she loved to fight against other women. When she was old enough, she moved to the nearest city, Lille, where she became a very popular lorette (the French version of a courtesan). But she was not only the top lorette in Lille, she was also one of the top female prize fighters in the area. Women travelled from as far as Ireland to face the young lorette in brutal fistfights. At twenty, she had also killed two women in duels fought with rapiers. The first was the jealous fiancé of a client. When the young woman learned about her fiancé’s visits to the lorette, she had challenged Tessa to a duel to the death. Her second victim was a rich and powerful woman who had a servant killed because she had broken an expensive vase while cleaning it. When Tessa learned about this, she seduced the woman’s husband and kissed him in public. To restore her honour, the woman had to challenge the lorette to a duel to the death.

Although they did not see each other often, Tessa and Father Jean-Pierre remained close. He did whatever he could to look out for her and she sent him coins for his orphanage whenever she could. Although he could not condone her way of live, he understood who she was and why her wild spirit needed the excitement she always craved.
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Chapter 1: A Tough Challenger
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Tessa played with her client’s chest hair, watching him sleep. The twenty-year-old lorette loved her job, especially when her clients were generous lovers like this client had been. He had given her four orgasms before he also came. As her clients were mainly rich and powerful men, she made a good living from the coins these men, and her few rich female clients, left for her in the morning. Very few of her clients paid her less than she thought her sessions were worth, although she never discussed fees with them. She left this completely up to their discretion.  

The man sharing her bed, Henri, was one of her regular clients. He had a wife, Edith, and two mistresses, Yvette and Maria, but he still paid Tessa for spending every Friday night with her. His wife tolerated his infatuation with the beautiful young lorette, but she could not stand his two mistresses, especially not the older one, Yvette, who was only two years younger than her. She understood why her husband wanted to sleep with a sexy young lorette. But she could not understand why he wanted to sleep with older women, whom she thought were not as beautiful as she was. Yvette and Maria were friends and did not mind being mistresses of the same rich man. Both benefitted from their relationships with him, as he was as generous with his money as he was with his love. But neither liked his wife, and both hated Tessa. They viewed her as a risk to their relationships with Henri. Rich men did not easily divorce their wives, but they often replaced their mistresses with younger, more beautiful women, and the lorette was definitely younger and much more beautiful than both of them. Although Henri was aware of the bad blood between the four women in his life, he chose to ignore it, leaving it up to the women to fight their own battles.

It was still about an hour before the sun would peek over the horizon. Normally, Tessa would enjoy her bed until well after dawn, but this morning she had to be in a field outside of town by sunrise. She usually fought her prize fighting brawls at a fight club in town where the rich and powerful would gather to watch the fights. However, she loved entertaining the working class far more than brawling for the entertainment of the rich. As she could only do this if her opponent also agreed to fight only for the coins each of them would put on the line, she rarely fought in the field. Most fighters only fought when the prize money was high enough. The fight club charged a cover fee and made much more from rich patrons betting on the outcome of the fights. Winners could therefore walk away with many coins in their pockets. The other factor making it difficult to find opponents willing to fight in the field, was the time these fights happened. The working class worked from early in the morning until late in the afternoon. They did not have a venue where they could watch fights after dark. Therefore, they held fights at dawn. This gave them enough time in the summer to watch one, or maybe two fights before they had to go to work. 

Tessa’s opponent did not care about where she had to fight or at what time. She was the young wife of a client who had paid for a night with the lorette rather than to buy the new dress he had promised his wife. The wife, Agneta, challenged Tessa to fight for a purse equal to the amount her husband, Wilbert, had paid the lorette. The couple travelled from their hometown, Kortrijk, for the fight, hoping to win their money back. However, they had to risk another five francs, which was most of their savings. Agneta was therefore determined to win the fight, no matter what.

Tessa gave her client a kiss on the lips before she got out of bed to take a bath in cold water, as there was no time to heat it up first. When she was done, she dressed in boots, knee-length pantaloons and a summer dress to cover her naked torso. She kissed her client again before making her way through the dark streets until she reached the edge of town. She could hear the crowd even before she could see them. About two hundred working-class men and women had gathered to watch the morning’s fight. Word about the lorette fighting against her client’s wife had spread fast. Most women in the crowd hoped the wife would beat the high-class sex worker up. The men just wanted to see two women battle it out bare-fisted and bare-chested. These fights had few rules. Although the women would mainly punch each other, kicks, throws, mauling, scratching and biting would all be in the arsenal of tactics used by the fighters. However, eye gouging and knee strikes to the vagina were specifically against the rules. This did not mean women did not use these techniques in the heat of the battle.

When Tessa got close enough to the crowd, who had formed a human ring around the fighting area, she saw her opponent sitting on a small stool while her husband massaged her naked shoulders. Like herself, the Flemish woman would fight in boots and pantaloons, leaving their upper bodies naked. There was an excited buzz in the crowd when the lorette pushed her way through the ring into the muddy fighting ring. As she had no second to assist her, she pointed at a young woman who had come to watch the fight with her brother. 

‘Will you be my second?’

The woman looked at her brother for guidance before she agreed. She had watched her fair share of fights, and knew what the duties of a second were. But she was still nervous when the fighter took her dress off before sitting down on the small stool the organiser of these fights had earlier placed in the fighting ring. He had also drawn two lines in the middle of the ring, about three feet apart, and he had placed a bucket of water, a cup and some rags down next to each stool. While massaging her fighter’s shoulders, Tessa’s new second looked at the Flemish woman with doubt written all over her face. Her fighter was much smaller than her opponent.

‘She looks strong. Stay away from her. I hope you are fast, as you will have to strike and get out of range before she catches up with you.’

The second was right to be concerned. Tessa stood only five foot four inches tall and weighed only a hundred and twelve pounds. Her opponent was four inches taller and outweighed the petite fighter by twenty-one pounds. The lorette had long brown hair, green eyes, a cute nose and a wide mouth with thin lips. Her high cheekbones made her a very beautiful woman. Although she was small, her muscles were well-developed from fighting often, but they were still feminine. Her perky B-cup breasts with their thick brown nipples were perfectly proportioned for her petite body. She had a flat tummy, a tight bum and shapely legs. Although most women despised the young woman for seducing their men with her sexy body and beautiful face, they could not help but to appreciate her beauty. 

Agneta was also a beautiful woman, albeit not quite as beautiful and sexy as her opponent. She had shoulder-length blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. Her face was slightly fuller than the brunette’s face, and she had a slightly bigger nose and fuller lips. The twenty-four-year-old had a beautiful feminine shape with her large D-cup breasts and smallish brown nipples, a thin waist and full hips. Her tummy was fairly flat, but not as flat as the lorette’s tummy. She had a round bum and thick legs. Although she was a beautiful woman, she looked average next to her very sexy opponent. 

The man who organised the fights in the field gave Tessa only a few minutes to get ready before he called the two women to the scratch just before the sun coloured the sky in a magnificent yellow and red. 

‘I will break you up only after a clear knockdown. When I do, you will have ten counts to return to the scratch. If you both make it back here in time, the fight will continue. You will get a thirty-count rest break after each three knockdowns. Hand me your coins. I will keep them safe and hand them to the winner after the fight.’

The two women each handed over five francs before lifting their fists, ready to fight. After putting all the coins in a small satchel attached to his trousers, the man ordered them to fight. Tessa landed a hard left-right combination to her opponent’s large breasts before ducking under a right hook to her head and moving out of range. The lorette was an experienced fighter and knew the head was a difficult target to hit early in the fight. Striking the head with bare fists also hurt the striker and often broke bones in her hands. She therefore targeting her opponent’s body, hoping to soften her up and to slow her down before she would target the blonde’s head only when she was exhausted and ready to go down. Her speed and movement were her biggest assets early in the fight. Although she punched hard for her size, she did not want to get into an all-out brawl with the bigger and stronger fighter. But the thick mud hampered her movement. She stumbled when her feet got caught, but regained her balance before the blonde could take advantage. However, this was a warning to the brunette that this fight would be trickier than she had expected. 

Agneta hesitated after feeling the sharp pain in her breasts. She had prepared herself mentally for feeling some pain during the fight. However, she could not imagine how painful strikes to her large breasts would be. But she quickly focussed again and moved towards her opponent, swinging her fists at the brunette’s head. However, Tessa easily swayed out of the way, landing a hard right hook to her opponent’s exposed ribs followed by a left cross to her left breast, leaving an instant bruise on the large orb. The blonde immediately retaliated despite the pain. This time she caught her opponent as she was moving away. Although the Flemish fighter was off balance while throwing the punch, it smashed into her opponent’s chin, sitting her down.

Tessa cursed at herself. Although the punch had done no damage and only put her down because she was moving backward, she knew it would boost her opponent’s confidence. But, although her plan had been to make her opponent miss to demoralise her, the flash knockdown also counted in her favour. The lorette quickly got back to the scratch. When the referee ordered them to fight, the scorned wife went head-hunting. Her success convinced her she was too strong for her opponent and that she would knock her out soon. This gave the brunette many openings to soften her opponent up. Each time the blonde swung, Tessa evaded the strikes before she thundered her fists into the blonde’s ribs and breasts. 

Although these target areas were soon covered in bruises, Agneta was still determined to take her opponent’s head off with power punches. She was wincing each time another hard punch slammed into her body. But she was willing to take pain to win back the money her husband had so foolishly spent on the lorette. She did not blame him, as she argued he was too weak to resist the sex worker’s beauty and charms. Instead, she blamed Tessa for luring her man in, even though the lorette did not even know about him before he had visited her home. 

When the blonde became frustrated at missing all her punches, she suddenly rushed forward and grabbed the brunette before she had time to get away. With her superior strength, she lifted the lorette and slammed her into the ground. The blonde used her weight advantage to hold her opponent down. Tessa immediately covered her face with her arms, leaving her modest breasts unprotected. Agneta, whose breasts were burning from all the punches they had taken, took full advantage. She sank her claws into her opponent’s B-cup breasts, sinking her nails deep into the soft tissue, while squeezing and twisting with all she had. The pain forced Tessa to lower her arms, leaving her face open to attack. But the blonde did not take advantage. She was determined to cause as much pain in her opponent’s breasts as she was feeling in her own. 

The referee watched them struggle for control over the brunette’s breasts for a while before he ordered the women to get back to their feet. Although breast mauling had its own allure, the crowd was there to watch these two women punch each other into a pulp, and they had limited time before they had to go to their workplaces. Back on their feet, the women employed their earlier tactics. Agneta swung hard, trying to knock her opponent out with each punch. Tessa evaded these strikes and landed to her opponent’s ribs and breasts with solid counter strikes. Both women were now covered in sweat and breathing heavily, the blonde more so than her fitter opponent. A vicious right hook to the Flemish woman’s ribs eventually put the blonde down for the first time. She could hardly breathe, but she forced herself back to the scratch. However, she went down shortly after from more punches to her body. This time, she made it back to the scratch just before the referee reached the ten count. Luckily for her, the referee sent the two women to their corners for a thirty-second rest.  

‘You have softened her up enough now. She is ready to surrender. Continue punching her body, but target her face as well. If you break her nose, she will stay down.’ Tessa’s second was serious about her job. She understood how much these women were putting on the line. They were fighting for a large amount of money, but they were also putting their well-being on at risk. Many fighters had been seriously injured during these fights in the field. Although the winners sometimes won enough money to seek medical care, the losers often had to live with these injuries, receiving only basic care from their loved ones. Although it was rare, she had seen fighters die during or shortly after a brutal fight. Her job was to protect her fighter as far as she could. The fate of the other fighter was out of her hands. But as she had a responsibility to her fighter, she wished harm on the blonde, although she hoped she would not suffer long-term injuries.

The thirty counts flew by. All too soon, the two sexy fighters were facing each other again, with one foot each on the two scratch lines. 

Tessa expected her opponent to use the same tactics as before, swinging hard at the brunette’s head. But the blonde had either learned from her mistakes, or her husband had pointed these out to her during the break. She feinted a left hook to the lorette’s head before landing a vicious straight right to her left breast, completely flattening the B-cup against the brunette’s breastbone. The pain was almost unbearable. But as a fighter, Tessa had taken many punches to her breasts. These were almost always extremely painful and could force women to submit. But competitive women like herself would never allow pain alone to make them surrender. If an opponent wanted to beat the brunette, she had to knock her out.

Pride forced the lorette to make a mistake. Instead of moving out of range, she planted her feet to land her own breast punches. Although she landed two very hard punches to her opponent’s larger breasts, she also gave the blonde the opening she had been waiting for. The Flemish woman landed a left uppercut to her opponent’s chin, followed by a vicious right to her left eye. These almost knocked Tessa down. She just managed to find her balance by stepping backwards and spreading her arms. Staying on her feet was another mistake. Agneta caught up with her and grabbed her around the neck with her left arm, while landing a barrage of punches to her face and breasts. The blonde used her strength to keep the brunette upright, landing as many punches as she could before the lorette eventually slipped through her grip and slumped down on the ground. Tessa could hear the referee counting, but she was disorientated and stunned. However, her fighter spirit forced her to get back to her feet and to the scratch just before the ten-count. 

Blood was dripping from her nose and various cuts to her face, and the brunette was unsteady on her feet. But she lifted her fists and did her best to protect herself when the referee ordered them to fight again. However, she stood no chance against the volley of hard punches slamming into her face. This time, she went down after only seven punches. Although she was hurt, she was also close to her scratch and made it back at the count of seven. With her left eye almost completely swollen shut, Tessa did not even see the right hook, which slammed into her temple. This knocked her down for the third time in under a minute. Most women would have stayed down, but not the brunette. She was still determined to win the fight. She made it back to her feet and to the scratch after nine counts. To her relief, the referee ordered the two fighters to go back to their corners for a thirty count rest. Tessa’s second rushed in and helped her fighter to her stool.

‘You cannot just stand there. She is much stronger than you. If you have given up, just stay down or she will kill you. If you want to win this, you must move. Use your speed and skills.’ She used the rag to wipe blood from the fighter’s face. But she could not stop the bleeding before the referee called the fighters back to the scratch.

The break gave the lorette time to clear her head. She ducked under her opponent’s first punch before grabbing hold of her and wrestling her to the ground. Here, she landed two elbows to her opponent’s forehead before the blonde grabbed her around the neck and pulled their naked upper bodies tightly together, making any effective striking impossible. The referee soon ordered them back to their feet. After making the Flemish woman miss again, Tessa wrestled her to the ground again. This time, she scratched her breasts and her left cheek before the referee got them back to their feet. Although her opponent’s tactics frustrated the young blonde, she did not let this affect her focus. Instead of going for the brunette’s head again, she went back to what had worked for her earlier, targeting the smaller woman’s body. Although Tessa evaded her first two punches, the Flemish woman did not give her a chance to grab hold of her again. For the next two minutes, both women targeted the other’s body. The lorette moved better than her opponent and landed more punches, but the blonde landed the harder punches. Their breasts were swollen, scratched up and bruised by now. Each punch landing to their battered orbs caused tremendous pain, but neither woman was ready to go down again. However, the young wife was quickly running out of steam. Sweat was dripping from her body and she sucked in huge gulps of air. Realising she could not fight for much longer, she went for broke. The blonde rushed her opponent, swinging with both fists. This caught Tessa off guard. She moved too late. A left hook smashed into her chin, putting her on her bum. Instead of returning to her scratch, the blonde dived onto her downed opponent, hoping to finish her off. But the brunette had been in many dirty fights. She grabbed two hands full of hair as her opponent forced her flat on her back. Before the young woman could land any strikes, she pulled the blonde’s head down by her hair while bringing her own head up, slamming her forehead into the younger woman’s nose, breaking in. With her opponent disorientated, Tessa rolled them over before smashing her forehead into her opponent’s face twice more. The lorette then sat up, unleashing her fists on her opponent’s face. After landing several hard punches, she got up and went back to her scratch, starting the count. 

Agneta fought hard to get back to her feet, but she kept falling down each time she rose. Her husband came to her rescue after the referee reached the count of ten. He tried to help her from the fighting area, but she pushed him away and raised her fists again, ready to fight. When Tessa saw this, she walked back towards her opponent, evading a hard punch before grabbing the blonde around her body. The brunette held their bodies tightly together while whispering into the defeated fighter’s ear, calming her down. With little fanfare, the referee handed the ten francs to the lorette before the crowd dispersed. The two bloodied and bruised fighters stayed behind in the field until all the spectators had left. As she had promised when she had whispered in the blonde’s ear, Tessa handed over the ten francs. She did not take this fight for the money. She accepted the challenge because she enjoyed fighting and because she wanted to entertain the working class. Although the lorette was not wealthy, she always had enough money to make a comfortable living. The young couple needed the ten francs much more than she did. 

After the two women hugged each other again, Tessa asked them to meet her in the town centre at midday before she rushed to catch up with her second. After she had caught up with the young woman and her brother, she walked with them.

‘Thank you. You are a natural. Would you be my second for all my future fights? I will pay you one franc per fight and ten per cent of my prize money.’

The woman looked at her brother. He hesitated before nodding. ‘Yes, I will be your second.’

‘Good. I am Tessa. What is your name?’

‘I am Liza.’

‘Liza, where can I find you so I can pay you for being my second today?’

‘I work for the baker.’

‘I will wait for you this afternoon. We can then discuss this further after I have paid you.’
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Chapter 2: Friends 
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When Tessa got home after her fight, Henri had already left. She quickly counted the money he had left before hiding these in her secret vault under the floorboards, keeping out two francs. While heating water for a bath, she washed the blood from her face with cold water so she could properly inspect the cuts on her face. They were too deep for her to tend to herself. Infection was a serious risk for fighters, so she had to visit a physician. Luckily, she had a client who had been the queen’s personal physician until his love of wine had got him fired. With his reputation ruined, Armand could no longer make a living in Paris, so he had moved to Lille for a fresh start. Although he had made a good living for a while, he had soon lost most of his wealthy clients because of his drinking habits. However, he soon found a new client base, fighters. Although the fight clubs did not pay well, they gave him wine while he watched the fights, and they did not care whether he was inebriated while tending to the fighters’ wounds. His job was to disinfect the wounds and to stitch up the deeper wounds. Nobody cared about how the scars would look, except for Tessa. As a lorette, her beauty was crucial. Although she had been sceptical when he had to give her stitches for the first time, his hand had stayed steady while he used fine stitches to close her cut. For Armand, she represented the queen. Ensuring this lorette would not lose her beauty was his way of redeeming himself for losing his job as the queen’s personal physician. It did not matter how much he had to drink. When he worked on Tessa, the young and highly skilled physician he had once been, always took control of his body. As a sign of her appreciation, she allowed Armand to have free sessions with her twice a month. 
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