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​Chapter 1 – R.I.P. Violet
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Betty woke up from a knock on her door. Before she could react, the knock turned into a loud hammering on her door. 

‘Betty, I know you are in there. Come to the door.’

Betty recognised Rose’s voice and got out of bed with a sigh. Rose was the madam of the brothel where Betty’s mother, Violet, worked. Betty had been born in The Gentlemen’s Inn. Rose had put her to work at a very young age, cleaning and even cooking. At the age of sixteen Rose had pressured Betty to become one of her prostitutes, so she left. She had found work in a factory after walking the streets for a week. After sleeping on the streets for another week, the owner of the factory had offered her a small room to sleep in. Now three years later, Betty was still working at the factory and still staying in the small room. She opened the door, expecting Rose to tell her that her mother was drunk and that she had to come calm her down. Her mother had a drinking problem and sometimes she became belligerent when she had too much to drink. Betty was the only person able to calm her down when she went off the rails. But Betty was in for a big surprise. When she opened the door, Rose and three of her prostitutes were holding her mother between them. Betty had seen her mother in all states of drunkenness, but never so drunk that four women had to support her.

‘Your mother died while she was with a client. You have to take the body. I cannot have a corpse in my establishment. It is not good for business.’

‘I cannot keep her here.’

‘She is ... um, was your mother. You have to take care of her.’

Before Betty could object, Rose ordered her prostitutes to lay the body down. While Betty tried to decide what to do, Rose and her women disappeared into the night. Betty tried to get her mother’s body into the building, but her mother were a large lady and Betty was petite. She gave up after half-an-hour and ventured into the night through the narrow dark streets. The constabulary was nine blocks away, a scary walk through the filthy streets where all sorts were lurking in the shadows. She sighed a sigh of relief when she reached the constabulary safely. The constable on duty looked at her with clear disinterest while Betty told him about her dead mother. He noted down the cause of death as ‘Alcohol’ after Betty told him that her mother was a heavy drinker. Betty was hoping that he would accompany her back to the factory, but instead her told her he would send a wagon in the morning. Betty panicked on her way home, partly because of the dangerous streets, but mostly because she did not know what to do with her mother’s body before the factory opened the next morning. She tried to move the body again, but it was a lost cause. Out of respect, she stayed outside with her mother’s body until Mr. Jackson arrived the next morning.

‘What are you doing, Betty?’ 

The shock in Mr. Jackson’s voice and face made Betty nervous.  

‘I am very sorry, Mr. Jackson. Miss. Rose and her girls brought my mother’s body here last night. I tried to move her, but I am not strong enough.’

‘You have to report this. We cannot keep a dead body at the factory.’

‘I went to the constabulary last night, they promised to send a wagon today.’

‘Well we cannot leave her here until the wagon show up. Help me move her to your room.’

They struggled with the heavy body and both were drenched in sweat when they eventually laid her mother’s body on her bed. Although he did not say this, Betty could see Mr. Jackson was not pleased with the situation. The undertaker’s wagon arrived around midday. A small man with a long moustache, which was curled up on both sides, came into the factory. 

‘Where is the body?’ He shouted to nobody in particular. 

Betty were busy preparing separate meals for the factory workers and the office staff. A fish head broth for the factory workers and fish, mashed potatoes and peas for the office workers. She ran from the kitchen, hoping that the food would not burn before she returned. 

‘Follow me.’

The man looked at her in bemusement. 

‘How dare you order me to follow you?’

‘I am sorry Sir. I only wanted to show you where she is.’

‘Do you think I am an idiot? Tell me where she is. I do not need you to show me.’

Hearing the commotion, Mr. Jackson came out of his office.

‘Is there a problem, Sir?’

‘This wench is trying to give me orders. I do not have much time, where is the body?’

‘Upstairs in the small room.’ Mr. Jackson kept his composure, although Betty saw the irritation in his face. 

The undertaker barked orders to two burly men, who rushed upstairs. Their decent was much slower as they struggled with the heavy body. When her mother’s body was on the wagon, the undertaker handed Betty a small piece of paper. 

‘If you want a burial, sign there. It will be ten shillings. Or you can sign there and we will take her off your hands.’

Betty had heard stories of how undertakers sold bodies for medical research. She did not want her mother’s body to be cut up. But she only had eight shillings saved away for a rainy day.

‘May I have two shillings of my wages Mr. Jackson.’ Betty’s eyes were pleading with him.

‘Betty, you know I do not make loans to anybody.’

‘I know Sir, but it is only until tomorrow. I do not want my mother’s body to be cut up for research. She had her faults, but she deserves a proper burial.’

‘Do not let me regret this.’ 

Mr. Jackson went back to his office and returned with two shillings. Betty quickly ran to her room and retrieved the eight shillings she had hidden under one of the loose floorboards. The undertaker counted the money before he handed her another piece of paper. 

‘The funeral will be at ten tomorrow morning at the Rosefield cemetery.’

Betty hurried back to the kitchen. To her dismay, the fish was burned. This angered Mr. Jackson. He was even more upset when Betty asked him for time off to bury her mother the next day. He agreed to give her two hours off, but he told her that he would dock her a full day’s wages.

The next day Betty watched as her mother’s body was lowered into an unmarked grave. She threw a purple violet flower into the grave before the men filled it with gravel. Just like that Betty was alone in the world. Her mother had always told her that her father was probably a rich man. Sometimes this had been a rich German, other times a barrister or a doctor. Even as a child, Betty had known her mother was just trying to give her something to cling on to. During her sober moments, which had been few and far between, Violet had been a loving mother. But when she had been drunk, she did not care much about Betty. Betty still missed her mother though. She went back to the factory with a heavy heart. There was no time to mourn though. She jumped straight into preparing lunch. Late that afternoon when all her tasks were done, Mr. Jackson handed her six pence. Her wages were five shillings a week, but Mr. Jackson held back one and six each week for rent. Betty knew she did not have enough money to eat every night, but she also knew she needed a drink. Her mother drank more than enough for both of them, so Betty only had a drink on special occasions. That night was definitely a special occasion. She had buried her mother and was at last free of having to take care of a woman, who did not want to be taken care of. But for the first time in her life, she was totally on her own. She risked the dark streets again until she reached her mother’s favourite drinking hole, ‘The Bear and Hound”. The place was busy, like it was every Saturday night. Men were spending their hard-earned wages while a few prostitutes were hoping to help them spend their meagre earnings. Betty found a quiet corner where she could have a drink on her own. She ordered her mother’s favourite drink, gin mixed with water. Betty hated the taste, but she forced herself to sip on the drink. She was deep in thought when somebody bumped into her. Betty turned her head to see one of the prostitutes, who also worked for Rose, behind her.  She thought the woman may have come over to offer he condolences. But she soon found out that comforting her was the last thing on the prostitute’s mind.

‘Your mother’s body is not even cold yet and you already want to take her place. Rose gave this pub to the three of us.’ She motioned with her head towards two other prostitutes watching on from a few feet away. ‘You are not welcome here.’

‘I am only here for one drink, not to compete with you.’

‘Don’t lie. I saw how the men were looking at you.’

Betty could see that this woman was not going to listen to reason. She downed the remainder of her gin, pushed the cup away from her and got up to leave. But the prostitute pushed her back onto her stool. 

‘Where do you think you are going?’

Men were already forming a half-circle around them. Even if the prostitute did not want to fight Betty, her hand was forced now. If she did not, she would lose face. The men were expecting a fight. If she backed down, they would brand her as a coward. This would lose her many clients and she was not going to allow that.

‘I am going home. You just said I am not welcome here.’

‘Oh no missy. You think you can waltz in here, steal my clients and then march out of here without being punished?’

Before Betty could react, the prostitute grabbed her by the hair and yanked her off the stool. The sudden power of the pull on her hair, combined with the effect of downing her drink, caused Betty to sprawl over the floor. She only came to a stop when she bumped into the legs of the men eagerly watching them. Betty has never been in a fight before and was not sure what to do. She tried to get up, but her opponent kicked her in the head while she was still on her hands and knees. This stunned Betty, but also infuriated her. A man grabbed her under her arms, ensuring that he got a good feel of her breasts, and pulled her up. As the prostitute rushed in, Betty balled her fists and let loose with all she had. Her first punch stopped the prostitute in her tracks. The second broke her nose and the third knocked the prostitute on her ass. Her two friends pushed through the wall of men, but they were restrained by two men before they could get to Betty. Betty saw red. The bewildered prostitute was still sitting flat on her bum, trying to figure out what happened. Betty gave her little time to contemplate. She rushed her opponent, grabbed her hair and smashed the back of her head into the floor. This knocked the prostitute out cold and it looked like the fight was over. But Betty jumped on her and punched her in the face over and over again. Seeing that the fight is effectively over, the men released the other two prostitutes. One moment Betty was punching her attacker in the face, the next she was on her back, with two prostitutes stomping down on her. They targeted her head and upper body, breaking her ribs and jaw in the process. The men allowed the two prostitutes to properly go to town on Betty’s defenceless body before they pulled them off. Both Betty and her first opponent were in a sorry state. The owner of the Bear and Hound did not want the constables to come into his establishment, so he ordered his goons to take them into the streets a few blocks away. The other two prostitutes followed to help their colleague and to beat Betty up further. They were about to stomp down on Betty again when a thin tall man appeared from the shadows. He pointed a pistol at them.

‘Take your friend, get out of here.’

The prostitutes swore at him, but they did not push their luck further than that. They dragged their colleague with them, making their way back to The Gentlemen’s Inn.
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​Chapter 2 – The Mansion
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Betty woke up in a strange bed, in a strange room. She could hardly see as her face were swollen up like a watermelon. Her body was stiff and pain pulsed through her chest with every breath she took. She was confused and scared. The last thing Betty remembered was watching the men lowering her mother’s cheap coffin into her grave. She broke out in a cold sweat. Mr. Jackson had given her only two hours to get back to the factory. She still did not know where she was, but she knew she was late for work. Panic set in. She could not lose her job. Kirsty tried to get up, but her body did not move. An immense pain shot through her chest, causing Betty to scream out. A voice behind her startled Betty.

‘Stay down, lovie. You need rest. You are very lucky to be alive.’ The gentle female voice almost calmed Betty down.

‘Who are you? Where am I?’

The woman chuckled before she answered. ‘I my dear, am your nurse, Anne. You are at the manor of Mr. von Kleist. He saved your life last night. Judging by the state you are in, he was just in time.’

This further confused Betty. ‘What do you mean? I was at my mother’s funeral yesterday. Nobody, except for the gravediggers, the undertaker and I was there. What happened to me?’

Anne moved from behind Betty to look her in the eye. She was maybe a few years older than Betty, had short blonde hair, blue eyes and a friendly smile. 

‘You really do not remember, do you?’

‘Remember what?’

‘You were in a fight last night. Mr. von Kleist watched you beating up a prostitute. Then her friends jumped you and almost killed you. After the owner through you out, the prostitutes were about to finish you off, but Mr. von Kleist chased them off and brought you here.’

The memory of her fight slowly came back to Betty.

‘Yes, a whore attacked me, but I beat her up. Then her friends attacked me. That is all I remember.’

‘They beat you up badly before some men broke the fight up. Mr. von Kleist was impressed with you though. You handled yourself well against your first opponent. After the fight was broken up, the owner told his men to take all the fighters outside. Mr. von Kleist followed to offer you a job. But then the prostitutes wanted to beat you up further. He chased them away and brought you here.’

‘I need to get back to the factory. I do not want to lose my job.’

‘You are in no state to work. It is Sunday anyway.’

‘You do not understand. If I am not back at the factory, Mr. Jackson will fire me. I do not have any money left after paying for my mother’s funeral.’

Anne gave her a smile which both calmed and scared Betty. It was a friendly smile, but there was something slightly sinister in Anne’s eyes.

‘Let me go talk with Mr. von Kleist. Maybe we will be able to work something out.’

About an hour later, Anne returned with a long, thin man following her. He wore round spectacles, had a well-manicured beard and moustache and wore expensive clothes.

‘Good day. I am glad you survived. Those prostitutes really beat you up good. They were about to kill you when I chased them away.’

‘Thank you, sir. But I have to get back to the factory. I will lose my job if I don’t.’

‘What kind of job are you doing?’

‘I am a cook.’

‘We have many people staying in my mansion. I am sure we can use another cook. How much do they pay you?’

‘Five shillings a week, sir.’

‘I will pay you six shillings a week and you only have to start working after you fully recovered. Like all my other workers, you will stay in the servants’ quarters.’

‘Thank you, sir. I need to let Mr. Jackson know. And I need to fetch my belongings.’

‘All you need to worry about is to recover. I will personally tell Mr. Jackson that you are now working for me.’

Betty did not want to push Mr. von Kleist about her belongings again. To be fair, she did not have much and what she had was of poor quality. With the one shilling a week extra wages, she would be able to replace these belongings in no time. Deep down. Betty knew this was too good to be true. But she was desperate enough to take a chance. 

‘Thank you, sir. I promise you that I will work very hard for you. I will recover quicker than the hands of a pickpocket and will be in the kitchen cooking before you know it.’

Mr. von Kleist smiled at this. He looked at Anne.

‘Give her the care she requires. I am sure she would repay us soon enough.’

After Mr. von Kleist and Anne left the room Betty was reflecting on what happened earlier. In her experience men could not be trusted. Women, in their eyes, were nothing more than props to be used for their sordid fantasies and desires. Rich men used their money to pay women to do what they wanted them to do. 

Betty grew up with this. The only men she had known while she grew up in The Gentlemen’s Inn had been the punters and the constables. The punters had laid there money down to control the prostitutes, including her mother, for an hour. Once these men paid Rose, she allowed them to do almost anything to the prostitutes. Her only rule was that the men could not damage the merchandise. After all, the women had to be in a good condition so that the next man would be eager to pay for them. 

There had been exceptions to this rule though. Men with enough money had always been able to convince Rose to break her rules. Betty thought back of two particular punters who made their prostitutes fight each other. She had never seen these fights as they had happened in one of the rooms, but she had heard them and she had seen the aftermath. The women had always been in a sorry state after their fights and most of them had been unable to work for a number of days.  

The constables had used the power of their position to fulfil their fantasies. Rose allowed them to use her women and they turned a blind eye to her transgressions. When a prostitute had been beaten up after breaking one of Rose’s rules, she knew it was a waste of time to go to the constabulary. Rose had therefore been able to rule her prostitutes with an iron fist, with no fear of the law.

When Betty left The Gentlemen’s Inn, she met a few more men. At first she thought Mr. Jackson was different. He gave her a job and a place to stay. But she soon learned that she was nothing more than cheap labour to him. He docked her wages every time she burnt the food, and every time she had to go rescue her drunken mother from whatever situation she got herself into. The room was not free either. Mr. Jackson held back one and six each week for a small dark room.

The men working in the factory were no better than the other men who crossed her path, never missing an opportunity to make lewd remark to her. She saw the lust in their eyes and most of them were very verbal about what they wanted to do to her. 

Betty did not trust men. She knew she should not trust Mr. von Kleist either, but she desperately wanted to. Her life was a mess and she needed a good Samaritan to save her. He had already saved her from the prostitutes. Maybe he would also give her a chance to get back on her feet.
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​Chapter 3 – No Good Dead Goes Unpaid
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Five days after waking up in Mr. von Kleist’s mansion, Betty started working in the kitchen. She was surprised that the other two cooks were also very young. Lorraine was twenty and in charge of the kitchen. She had long blonde hair and blue eyes. Beatrice was also twenty. She had shoulder length brown hair and brown eyes. Both women were friendly enough with her, but there was something strange about the way they glanced at her when they thought she did not see them. It was almost as if they were sizing her up.

Betty was relieved to be working again. Every day she had been in bed, she had felt sure that she would wake up from this dream and be kicked out of the mansion. Now she felt she had a purpose. Maybe everything would work out after all. 

After they have finished in the kitchen that night, Betty wanted to return to her room, but Lorraine stopped her.

‘No, you do not stay there any longer. You now stay with us in the staff quarters.’

Betty felt foolish. How could see think that she would be allowed to stay in the mansion while all the other workers were staying in the staff quarters. She nodded and followed the other two cooks outside. It was dark outside and Betty did not see much outside the circle of light the lamp made. But in the moonlight, she made out the outlines many trees and a number of buildings, which she later learnt were the staff quarters and a fighting arena. When they reached their room, Lorraine lit a few candles before she put the lamp out. The room was much larger than the room Betty had been renting at the factory. There were four single beds, each with its own cupboard next to it. In the middle of the room was a table with four chairs and in one corner was a large wooden tub. In another corner was a fireplace. Betty could not believe that the staff quarters were this luxurious. Lorraine pointed at the two empty beds.

‘Choose one of those two beds for you. The bedding is in the closets.’

Betty chose the bed closer to the fireplace and made it with the bedding she found in her cupboard. While she was doing this, the other two women were lighting a fire in the fireplace and warming water in a large metal bucked, hanging on a hook over the fire. They took the bucket to the tub and stripped naked. Both women climbed into the tub and soaked pieces of cloth in the warm water. They used this and a brick of soap to wash each other. Betty looked at them. Both were slightly taller than she was. They both had slender bodies. Lorraine had C-cup breasts with long dark nipples. Like Betty, Beatrice had B-cup breasts. Her nipples were also long and dark. 

Betty found her two roommates very attractive. Female nudity was nothing new to her. She saw many naked women while she grew up in The Gentlemen’s Inn. Some of them kissed each other in front of her and she often heard women making love to each other when the brothel was closed. But she had never seen two women being so tender with each other before. Every stroke with the soap lathered cloths seemed to have a secret meaning. Without realising it, her pink nipples grew rock-hard and her vagina became moist with lust. This made her ashamed of herself. She definitely liked men, not women. But seeing two sexy naked women washing each other aroused her.    

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





