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Crass to Class
Hilltop Homes
Book 1


	Dawn submitted an offer to purchase her dream home in the wealthy and elite area on the hilltop. Without explanation, her offer was rejected. 


	A year later, approached by the homeowner, she didn’t hesitate and made another offer which was accepted. There was no time to view her acquisition but she had to sign the documentation almost immediately. Assuming she could move in once she returned home from her business trip, there was no need to view the property.


	Once Dawn returned home, she made arrangements to move. Only to find the property in a state of disrepair and left to rot. Her first call was to find a handyman. 


	Hilton was on the verge of closing his business. Jobs were scarce and times were tough. When he arrived to quote on the job only then did they realize the immense amount of work that would be required. As luck would have it, with her large order, his business would not fold.
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For my readers, I have the coolest job in the world writing for you. Thank you!

For my mom, Thank you for your patience and guidance, your use of the editor’s red pen…


	 




THE LOCATION


	
Hibberdene is a small coastal town on the KwaZulu-Natal South Coast in South Africa. It was named after C. Maxwell-Hibberd, the former postmaster-general of Natal. Hibberdene is located in the Hibiscus Coast region of the KZN South Coast and is a seaside town situated 97 km south of Durban, halfway between Scottburgh and Margate. Hibberdene has become a popular holiday destination with local and foreign tourists. It is known as an affordable destination and for its beaches. Hibberdene has five popular beaches, four of which are netted and thus are safe for swimming. Hibberdene's beaches are popular because of the warm Indian Ocean flowing across its shoreline, making diving, snorkelling and scuba diving very pleasant. Hibberdene serves as a shopping centre for the small settlements and countryside surrounding it. 
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Chapter 1


	Dawn waited patiently for the estate agent to give her a call about the offer she had submitted for the magnificent home on the top of the hill. Even though the house was rather expensive, she saw potential. The two cottages on the property could bring in a high rental and she could make a tidy sum every month. The only layout would be a gardener and housekeeper. She always had a housekeeper but used a garden service every week.


	Mrs Hughes the owner of the house on the hill sat with her family and they were up in arms at the idea of her selling their family home. They rejected the offer on the grounds that it was a single woman. The family came up with every excuse under the sun to block her from selling. Mrs Hughes didn’t quite know what to do. She couldn’t afford the upkeep anymore. The garden had been spruced up and the house cleaned before it had gone on show. There had only been one offer. But the exercise had been so costly and futile it had left her with almost nothing in the bank. She was too proud to tell her children that she couldn’t afford the house. In the end, the final decision would be hers. The potential sale seemed to create a rift with her family and she decided not to part with the family home. Even though she couldn’t afford to, she thought it a better option to keep the family together instead of having them drift apart. Something that, unknowingly, would be to her detriment.


	After weeks Dawn eventually had a call from the estate agent declining her offer. She wondered why but knew there would have been a better offer. Dawn carried on living in her three-bedroomed home right on the beachfront. The only problem when the beach was on your doorstep was that you couldn’t keep a garden. When the wind came up the sand blew everywhere. The housekeeper dusted and wiped constantly. The garden service blew sand off of the lawn every week. It was a never-ending saga.


	She was seething when the estate agent couldn’t tell her why her offer had been rejected. She was prepared to pay cash for the property so the deal would have gone through almost immediately. Dawn didn’t look any further and put it to the back of her mind. Her business was flourishing and she banked every cent. Her cupboards were always full and she never went without a thing. 
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	A year went by and Dawn answered a call from Mrs Hughes who apologized profusely and explained what had happened and asked whether she was still interested in purchasing the property. Without hesitating, Dawn put in a much lower offer and Mrs Hughes accepted. The estate agent would come and see Dawn during the day to sign the paperwork. Mrs Hughes also explained that she could no longer afford to maintain the garden and things had changed for the worse after her suffering a fall and landing up in the hospital. Dawn didn’t think it could be all that bad but understood. The only problem Dawn had was that she was going overseas on a business trip. The estate agent would have to visit during the day as she was leaving in the evening. 


	The estate agent arrived and Dawn completed the forms. He explained that the house no longer resembled what she had seen. Dawn felt as though they were making things seem a lot worse than they were. Nevertheless, she had her dream home. There was no time to go and look at the property and she went overseas for three weeks. She saw her new customers and they signed up for her services. Dawn couldn’t wait to get home. The house on the beachfront would not be sold but would be rented out once she had settled in to her new home.


	The sale had been registered in her name and the house stood empty until Dawn arrived home. The estate agent dropped off the keys as arranged, and seemed to be overeager to leave. He wouldn’t even be taking her to see her new property. Dawn felt rather uneasy with the way he handled matters. Dumping a bunch of keys in her hand without explanation. She arranged for a removal truck and took her housekeeper with her. 


	Dawn climbed in to the car and drove up the hill to go and look at the house. They arrived at the house and climbed out of the car and stared. What they saw was a house with every window smashed and the garden was no longer a lush expanse of lawn, but metres of weeds. Dawn wanted to cry. The house had been left to rot. Dawn took out her cell phone and took photographs as they stood looking at the property. Daphne the housekeeper opened the gate that should have been locked. They walked along the path and up the stairs and Daphne pushed open the door. They looked at each other in shock and horror. The house was filthy. “Daphne, we are going to hire a cleaning crew to do the cleaning. You are not going to do all of this yourself.”


	“No, Miss Bentley, I am going to clean. We don’t need a cleaning crew. But we need to get someone out to replace the windows before we even start. Maybe you should delay the move by a week.” Dawn quickly took out her cell phone and made a call to the removal company who obliged and rescheduled the date of the move by a week.


	“You get stuck in with the house and I will tackle the garden. I don’t even own a lawnmower. We also need to furnish the two bedrooms, study and the formal lounge. I don’t have enough furniture. Drop everything, Daphne. Let’s go shopping.” Daphne grinned as they walked out and Dawn sat in the car and scrolled through her list of numbers and couldn’t find a handyman on her list. 


	Daphne took out her cell phone and gave her the number of a person who could help. Dawn made her call and arranged for the handyman to replace the windows and keys. She would meet him at the house in the morning. 


	They made their way to the mall and Dawn ordered two beautiful bedroom suites, a sumptuous lounge suite and the biggest dining room table and chairs they had ever seen. She bought a beautiful desk for the study. They didn’t forget a thing. Daphne helped to find the bedding they would need. Dawn bought the lawnmower and had to load the box in to the car. If there was anything else, Dawn would buy if and when she had to. She stopped at a restaurant and they sat and had a meal and a glass of wine and Dawn made her way home. 


	Daphne felt so spoilt spending the day shopping with Dawn instead of cleaning. When Dawn went grocery shopping Daphne generally went with and they always managed to pile the trolleys right to the top.


	




Chapter 2


	Hilton Davies, the handyman, wrote down all the details. Dawn hadn’t told him how many windows would need replacing but he was glad to have the business. Things were deteriorating rather fast in his line of business. He no longer had the daily calls. Business seemed to be drying up and it wouldn’t take long and he would have to start paying off his staff. They had been with him from the day he had started his business at the tender age of twenty-one. Years later, they were still as reliable as before.


	The next morning Hilton’s five men climbed on the back of the van and he drove to the house on the hill. He arrived as Dawn and Daphne arrived at the house. Daphne carried her mop, bucket, feather duster and broom. They walked in to the house and Hilton stared at the mess. “Mister Davies, make a list of the number of windows to replace. Let’s replace the doorknobs instead of just doing the keys. Is that possible?”


	“Changing the doorknobs will be better.”


	“Once you have done that give me a rough estimate and I can pay you for the materials and we can square up with the labour once you are done. How long will it take?”


	“It might take a couple of days.”


	“I have postponed my move by a week. Do you think we have enough time?”


	“Miss Bentley that is more than enough time. What about the two cottages?”


	“The same, please. Daphne, we didn’t even look at the cottages. Mister Davies, if you spot anything else you think needs replacing just add it to the list. I can’t live in a hovel.”


	They walked out of the house and went to the first cottage. They stood back as Hilton opened the door and they stared. What was left of the cottage was rather depressing. He would have to rebuild cupboards and do a tremendous amount of work. “Well, it looks like there may be even more to do than I imagined. Daphne will you stop shuddering like that. Once it has been fixed it will be beautiful. Are you sure you wouldn’t like a cleaning crew to help? Maybe a few ladies?”


	“On second thoughts, we might need two ladies in each cottage and another to help me in the house. But I don’t know anyone and the cleaning company charges a fortune.”


	“We can arrange five ladies if you would prefer,” Hilton said and looked at his men who nodded.


	“Tomorrow?”


	“We can do that.”


	“It might be for a couple of days. You need to handle that for me, please. Should I pay the ladies daily? I would like to have every single wall scrubbed and the floors polished.”


	“For the ladies, let’s pay them daily.”


	“Let me have that rate,” Dawn said as she walked out of the cottage with Daphne and they walked up to the garages. Dawn tried to open the door. Hilton rushed out of the cottage and saw her banging against the door with her hip. He walked around and opened the garage and door for her. Dawn stood and laughed. “Do you have the magic key?” Daphne grinned as she went to go and fetch the broom.


	Hilton gave her the rate he paid his men per hour and she seemed to mull it over and nodded. “Are you okay with that? The normal daily wages for cleaners is rather low.”


	“Mister Davies, then we pay them per hour. Pay them what they are worth. What was wrong with the door? I noticed the doorknob is missing. Can you remedy that?”


	“You might be spending a fortune. Do you have a budget?”


	“I do, but all of this needs to be done. I can’t have a house without an alarm system. Please add that to your repertoire. An alarm in each cottage, and one for the house. I would like those laser beams around the house. The alarm system for the garage must be connected to the house. Once that is sorted out each cottage needs to have a proper garage. Not a carport or lean-to. And they need to be separate. You decide where to put them. Oh hell, you have suddenly become the builder as well. Stop me if I veer off in the wrong direction. I don’t want to load you up and have you losing sleep over this nightmare. It wasn’t such an eyesore a year ago. The estate agent scuttled off the minute I signed those forms. I had to go overseas and when I came back only then did I get a chance to see what I had bought.”


	“Did you knock down the price?”


	“Drastically. They messed me about when I put in the original offer a year ago. Didn’t give me a reason why my offer was rejected. So I whittled her down this time. I bought it for a song even though so much work is involved.”


	“Once you have everything repaired will you be letting out the cottages?” 


	“Yes, I most definitely will. Are you interested in renting one of them?”


	“I am rather keen. If it has an alarm then most definitely. Closer to the time let me know how much. My parents live in a grotty flat. They are keen gardeners.”


	“I bought a lovely lawnmower. So when we start tomorrow I will be mowing. You might not see me for weeds and grass. So if I get lost come and find me. Send out a search party.”


	Daphne walked in with the broom and started sweeping. “Just a quick sweep Daphne. Tomorrow we can park in the garage. Mister Davies, when you arrive tomorrow, park in the garage. I detest having a load and leaving the car on the pavement. I am having a last look around and we can leave. We need to automate the garage doors. Can you add that to your mega-list please?”


	“I can.”


	They walked out of the garage and looked at the door. “Might have to replace the door and turn this one in to a garden table. There were lovely tables beneath the trees but the owner took those with her and I was under the impression they would be staying. Can you do that? If any other doors need replacing let’s do the same. Whatever we don’t need you must take with you if you can use it somewhere else. Some of those glass windows could be cut and trimmed. But only if you can do that and make use of them.”


	“Thank you that is kind of you.”


	“Just bring a box with you tomorrow. Load the things you can use and we can’t. Do you have a ballpark figure for the glass and doorknobs?” Hilton gave her a rough estimate and they walked in to the house. She took her purse and handed him a wad of notes and made a note of what she had given him. She wrote down the amount for the cleaners. “I will let you have the cash for the cleaner’s tomorrow morning.”


	“Thank you.” They closed the door and everyone walked out of the house. The garages had been swept and they closed the garage door and left.


	




Chapter 3


	Hilton sat in the evening and drew up a quote. He worked out what the doorknobs and glass would cost with the putty he would need. The amount was increasing rather drastically. He took out the wad of money Dawn had given him and realized they were rather large denominations. And he hadn’t realized. What she had given him would pay for the glass and everything he would need including the new garage door. 


	There was even enough money to pay for the ladies wages. He felt on top of the world with the rather large order. Hilton didn’t need to close his business. What he would earn on the project would see him through for quite a while. He sat and sent emails to the different companies for the automation of the garage doors, building the two standard size garages and the installation of the alarm systems. He started a schedule and put in the amount she had paid him. 
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	It was early when Hilton’s crew arrived with their wives. He noticed they hadn’t brought anything to eat. They were in the same situation as he was. Broke. They piled on to the van and drove up to the house and one of the men opened the garage and smiled as Hilton drove in and parked. Homeowners never allowed them to park right in front of the house let alone in the garage. “Gregory, take the panga and start with that garden. Start in one corner and keep going. Chaps get your wives busy in the cottages. Ladies, this place has to gleam. Daphne, Miss Bentley’s housekeeper, is going to work in the house so one of you will be working with her.” 


	The men walked to the side of the van and carefully removed the panes of glass and stood them up against the tree. “We are going to save the broken glass panes so that we can have them resized. We could have them cut and use them for the bathrooms and the smaller windows. Bring a few costs down for Miss Bentley. Let’s try and save as much money as we can but still do a proper job.”


	An hour later Hilton walked out and took delivery of the rather large panes of glass. The men immediately started replacing the windows. Hilton sent the broken panes of glass with the company and the different sizes he needed. Even the glass company was happy to oblige with the business he was sending their way. 


	Dawn drove up to the house and parked in the garage. She laughed as she saw the missing door and they walked up the stairs. Daphne went straight in to the house and gasped. Muriel looked at her and ran up to her and hugged and kissed her. It would be a pleasure working with someone she had known since she was young.


	Dawn walked around the house and oohed and aahed. Hilton looked up as he finished replacing the doorknob. “Did you spend the night? You have already done so much!” 


	Hilton smiled proudly as she made her comments. “Now don’t get mad, but Gregory is working in the garden. You can’t mow just yet. That noise you hear is him with the panga.”


	“Wow, thank you. What would you like me to do?”


	“What would you like to do?”


	“Did you load that garage door?”


	“Only later when we leave. Two more solid doors need replacing.”


	“Thanks. I am going to meet the ladies and I have a few things to do in the village. Can I get anything for you while I am shopping?”


	“No thanks. The glass company should be delivering soon. I sent a few of those broken window panes and we might be able to have those cut to the right size for the bathrooms and smaller windows.”


	“That was clever. I will be back by twelve. What time did you start?”


	“Six this morning.”


	“That is early. What time do you wrap up for the day?”


	“At about five.”


	“Well, I will be back at lunchtime.” Dawn walked through the cottages and introduced herself to the ladies and admired their handiwork. There was so much grime she knew it would take at least a week to clean it properly. She noticed they had already put something in the toilet bowls to remove the stains. She walked upstairs and went to go and meet the fifth lady. Dawn stood and chatted with Daphne and Muriel for ages before leaving.


	Dawn went and saw her clients and went to Kentucky Fried Chicken and bought two buckets of chicken, burgers and chips for everyone and added sodas. It would be a gruelling task working the entire day without stopping. She drove in to the garage and carried the packets. Hilton walked up to her and frowned. “Had to buy lunch for everyone. Not fair if one person sits and eats and everyone else has to watch.”


	“You had better add this to my bill.”


	“Now why would I do that? I know you have taken on a gruelling task and I hope you don’t curse me once the job is done. If you have other jobs on the go you must try and fit them in first if you can.”


	“I don’t have anything on the go at the moment. Work is rather scarce right now. Your project came at the right time. You saved my business. I was considering shutting shop.”


	“No need for that. I can see quality workmanship. Those windows have been put in properly. You even scraped the old putty from the frames before installing the new panes of glass.”


	“I insist on them doing that.”


	“Are you going to turn the doors in to tables?”


	“I am taking them home tonight and start working on them. Maybe collect my father. He loves woodwork.”


	“So hand it over to him. Give him an order and see what he charges. I can’t expect you to do that without compensating you. Ask him for a quote.”


	“But turning it in to a table is so easy to do.”


	“It might be easy to do but you need your sleep at night. I know what it costs. I had a table and chairs made for my front garden. One of those with the benches that are attached. So the chairs are connected and it becomes one unit. It didn’t take long before it started moving all over the beach and was used as a public picnic spot. Until Daphne and I moved it back to where it belonged. Now she sprints out of the house and yells every time someone wants to cart it off on to the beach.”


	“Is that where you live? In one of those houses on the beachfront?”


	“That is where I live. If you would like to see the table and chairs you can pop by tonight. Bring your father and let him have a look. How many tables do you have in mind? Three?”


	“That is what I thought but it would be nice to see what you have in mind.”


	“You are more than welcome. I live in number two. You need to access the house on Beach Drive. Hit the buzzer and drive in and I will open the spare garage for you.”


	“Then I will pop over tonight.”


	“Great! Take a bucket of chicken downstairs, please. I will send Muriel and Daphne down to you and take a few pieces of chicken out of the bucket for us. Join me upstairs. We need a burger and chips. You might like two burgers.” Dawn walked up the stairs and he walked downstairs and put the bucket on the kitchen counter. He took three burgers and two packets of chips. 


	“Lunch is served.” He walked out and whistled for Gregory who came sprinting. He walked in and took two sodas and went upstairs as Daphne and Muriel walked down the stairs with the rest of the bucket. He laughed as they crossed paths.


	Gregory rushed upstairs to Hilton. “Mister Davies, is that food for us?”


	“Yes, of course, Gregory.”


	“Thank you, Sir.” He rushed downstairs and looked at everyone. “Mister Davies says the food is for us.”


	“Of course the food is for us. Miss Bentley would never let us go hungry at lunchtime. Mister Davies probably gave her the money to buy our lunch. I have worked for Miss Bentley for many years. Sometimes she works so hard I have to make lunch for her. And whatever is left, we share and I take some home.”


	“Not so sure about that Daphne. With this amount of food, we could take a piece of chicken and a burger home. Miss Bentley bought two burgers for everyone. Maybe this food is for today and tomorrow.”
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	Hilton and Dawn sat on the step of the front doorway and chatted as they ate. He almost devoured his burger and piece of chicken. She was such lovely company and good to talk with. They spoke about everything going on in the village. She knew most of the business owners he dealt with. 
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	They left at five in the afternoon after ploughing through the work. Even the garden was starting to take shape. Hilton stopped at home and everyone climbed off of the van. He pointed at the buckets of chicken and the bags of food. “Packets!” He rushed in to the house and fetched two more packets and the ladies split everything that was left and they walked off smiling with their leftover food. 


	Hilton walked in to the house and gave his father a call to let him know he would be collecting him. He had a shower and changed. When he fetched his father, his mom begged and pleaded to go along for the drive. He stopped at the house and hit the buzzer. The garage door opened at the same time as the gate. He parked the van and the gate and garage door closed. Hilton grinned as they climbed out and he looked up as the lights lit the garage and stayed on for a while, giving them enough time to get to the door and walk out of the garage. They walked down the stairs and Dawn opened the door. “I hope you don’t mind but I brought the family along with me.”


	“Gosh, I don’t mind at all. We have to fetch the table. It grew legs and went travelling. I have macaroni and cheese in the oven so I hope you don’t mind a hot meal at the picnic table.”


	“We didn’t come for supper.”


	“That’s okay then you can watch me plough through my meal,” Dawn said and grinned. “Are you going to introduce us?”


	“Sorry Miss Bentley. My father, Miles, and my mom, Claire.”


	“Lovely to meet you. Let me take you to where the table can be found.” As they walked in to the house they were very quiet but noticed their lovely surroundings. Claire smiled as she looked at Hilton. She could see him gathering ideas in his head. They walked through the front door and Dawn pointed. Hilton grinned as he took off his shoes and socks. Miles did the same. They walked to the table. “If you would like to go for a stroll I have dozens of pairs of flip flops to slip on your feet. Fancy a stroll?”


	“I would love a stroll.” Dawn took off her shoes and slipped her feet in to a pair of flip flops. Claire found a pair that fit and they walked on to the sand. They walked up to the men.


	“The table is too heavy to carry. Daphne and I had to roll the table all the way home. Until a few teenagers spotted us and came and saved the day by carrying it for us.”


	“We can carry the table. Where would you like it?”


	“Under the avocado tree.”


	Hilton grinned and looked at her garden. “What avocado tree?”


	“My imaginary avocado tree. So, anywhere on the front lawn under the trees. We are going beachcombing. If you hear the pinger save the macaroni and cheese please.” Hilton laughed as they walked off with packets in their hands. Dawn and Claire took a stroll and collected a few shells and Dawn looked at the time and watched as Hilton dashed in to the house. Claire giggled as she looked at Dawn. “Isn’t it nice to have someone save our supper? I always lose track of time and I would have sprinted.”


	They walked up to the house and Hilton walked out with the macaroni and cheese dish. Dawn walked in to fetch their plates and the basket of rolls. She went back inside and Hilton followed her and she handed him beers and poured two glasses of wine. They walked out and sat at the picnic table and had their meal. They sat for ages and chatted. 
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