Chapter One
The Brothel
We travelled in two trucks back to Berlin and arrived at what looked like a large hotel. Madam Katharine came out and we followed her inside.
The hotel was quite large with many rooms, well furnished, and didn’t seem like a brothel at all. That is, until I saw some girls scantily dressed, with German soldiers on their arms heading up the stairs and the pungent smell of stale tobacco and alcohol hit my nose.
We were shown to our rooms. We had to share with someone, which did not matter to me at all.  I was sharing with Petra, one of the girls I had given a portrait to at the training camp. She had also helped Heidi and me with the hand to hand combat training, so I already knew her, which made it slightly easier.
Our room had two beds, a wardrobe, and a small dressing table. We both sat for a few moments on our beds, just taking in our surroundings and situation.
We had to be careful what we said. Listening devices were placed in every room and soldiers were in the basement recording every word. I could not help but wonder what it must be like for those soldiers in the basement, listening to people having sex all day. It must have affected them in a sexual way to start but after a while become quite boring!
We started to unpack, which didn't really take too long as we didn't really have many personal items and as we did, we started chatting about our assignment.
"So, this is our life now Hannah, unfairly paid Nazi bitches," said Petra.
"I like that black outfit Petra, we are about the same size, what do you think to swapping outfits from time to time?"
"Sure, I don't mind that, having only three outfits could be a little boring, so let's agree there’s an open house on clothing then"
"Works for me Petra. Do you think we will get any time to ourselves? You know to go sit in a café, have a coffee and some pastry maybe"
"How would I know, Hannah - like you this is my first time working in a brothel"
"Sorry, I thought you had already been working as a prostitute!"
"Yes, I come from the streets, but I have never worked for anyone before, I took care of myself.”
I felt a little sorry for Petra, not that she portrayed she needed or wanted any sympathy, but it must have been an extremely hard life, living on the streets with no one to call family.
Madam Katherine's regular girls must also be wondering what is going on, with another twenty new girls now all fighting for the same clients.
[bookmark: _Hlk29541574]Suddenly our door swung open and one of Madam Katharine's girls came in. She started looking at our things, picking up make-up from the dresser and going through our clothing.
Without any kind of introduction, not even a hello, we could feel the resentment filling the room.
"You have some wonderful things, can I have this?” she asked, holding up some lipstick as she looked at Petra. 
Without thinking she reacted.
“No, now get out and don’t come back," she replied, snatching the lipstick out of her hand and pushing her out the door and slamming it shut.
"Shithead,” the girl shouted through the closed door.
Petra stood, clued to the spot, clenched fists with her face turning red, like she was about to explode.
"That pisses me off; I hate bullies and beggars," Petra states angrily, replacing her lipstick on the dresser.
"Well I can see you can take care of yourself Petra, and that’s some street mouth you have.”
"What are you my mutter? You learn quickly on the streets. What you have, you keep and don't let any fucker take it from you.”
I could see the passion in her eyes as she said that to me.
"I saw that you can take care of yourself whilst training. You seemed to enjoy the fight training.”
"Sometimes you have to fight back Hannah.”
"Maybe so, but we all must follow instructions Petra.”
"You’re one of those, a yes bitch, follow without question, your Fuhrer will deliver, whatever!"  Petra states with a strong tone to her voice.
"We are all property of the state Petra, my parents always taught me to follow instructions, from them as well as from the regime, we must obey.”
"Really, you follow your path. I will keep doing what I have always done.”
"And what is that Petra?"
"M-m-my life has not been like yours Hannah, and I don’t like to talk about this fucking stuff." There was a short but definite pause. “My parents - died, in a car accident when I was five! I ended up with a couple down the street from our home, that was until I was fourteen years old, now I fight for or take what I want from life,  are you fucking happy now?”
"I am sorry to hear about the loss of your parents, Petra,"  I said with a lump in my throat and fighting back the tears as I was instantly reminded of my own grief and the feeling of been cheated out of it!  I continued, "I know how much that hurts; I lost my parents when I was twelve."
"My parents' death was overlooked by the regime; I am pure Aryan but the couple I had lived with were in fact Jews.  I had been out and as I was returning home, I saw my guardians beaten and put in the back of a truck. They were bound for a ghetto or prison camp or worse. I ended up working the streets to survive until like the rest of you I was arrested and forced into this new chapter of our lives.”
"You lived with Jews?"  I said in a shocked voice
"They are nice people, caring, and they took me in when no one else would.” Petra stated with an aggressive tone.
"Petra, they are not even people, they are gutter rats!"
"It’s best you don't say another fucking word about them Hannah, you might not wake up in morning! We are not all brought up to believe the Nazi policies are true and correct.” She plied with an extraordinarily strong meaningful tone.
"I think your parents’ death has misled you, sent you down a wrong path, Petra.”
I thought it best not to continue this line of conversation as it was clear to me that we had different views on this matter, besides, it's really easy to kill someone while they are sleeping and I certainly had the feeling that I wouldn't be her first.
My thoughts were suddenly interrupted by Petra taking out the portrait I had done for her and hanging it on the wall. She clearly has some emotional issues, yes she can have strong opinions on some subjects, but there seems to be a softer side in there, we have also both gone through we pretty rough times.
Life at the brothel was hard. We spent months having to tolerate many men throughout the day and fighting with the other girls to keep what we had.  They did not seem to like that we had all the high-ranking officers and high society clients and attended all the big parties, whilst they had to put up with the normal run of the mill soldiers. Resentment in the ranks was setting in.
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"I really don’t know, Petra. One thing I do know, it will be full of the same boring people that we have to get drunk, have them pour all over us.”
I went off to check on Heidi; she didn't seem to be managing so well with brothel life and her roommate could be horrific with her tongue, so much so that even Petra started sticking up for her. Heidi was the quiet one, reserved even, more of a thinker than anyone in this place. She just got on with things, didn't really say much or interact with many of the other girls, and also seemed to take far too much notice of the technology being used in this place by the regime.
We have to keep our doors open when we are not working, it’s a constant flow of traffic going by, some girls with clients, some are just walking around awaiting their shifts. As usual two of Madam Katherine's regular girls came and stood in our doorway, I readied myself for yet another confrontation.
"Look here, two high class meat grinders," one said to the other, 
Meat grinders was just one of the terms they used to describe us. Others included ‘low rent male jockeys’ and ‘Hitler's whores. Petra was quick to respond as always with some colourful loud language, as for me, yes, I was learning the art of saying what I mean but with a tempered tone.
"There is a hell of a smell all of a sudden Petra," I said.
"Yes, some shitty bitch needs to get a bath Hannah, and quickly.”
"What is it with these girls Petra? I know girls can be bitchy, I certainly saw, and was guilty of it myself during my school years, back then I always thought it would ease off once into adulthood, but to be honest, its worse!"
"Hannah, it's just life and in this situation mainly fuelled by jealousy."
[bookmark: _Hlk29542132]Madam Katharine was constantly having to get between us to prevent any actual fighting, although sometimes she just wasn’t around so some girls ended up with black eyes. One even got a broken nose.
Those that fought got smacked about by Katherine to keep them in order, but a few slaps were not deterrent enough to stop some of the stronger willed girls.  I for one was not about to let anyone hit me; besides, I was quite good at blocking a potential hit and throwing my aggressor to the ground, I actually found it a release to be honest, after days of being mauled by different men which disgusted me to be honest, I enjoyed unleashing some of my frustrations.
"Are you ready to go down to the waiting area Petra?" I asked.
"Yes Hannah, let's begin yet another day”
Our days are mostly the same, wake around eleven am, have a little breakfast, some bread and cheese, that’s if there is some cheese. I then get washed and dressed which I can usually take my time with as clients don't normally start arriving until late afternoon.  One of the best parts of the job is when clients bring food in with them, it’s a nice treat as its mostly home cooked, bread, cookies, cake and sometimes even caviar. 
By mid-evening the brothel is generally full of very drunk people, even us sometimes, come midnight we close the doors for the evening, and as clients slowly drift out, we clean up our rooms and ourselves, then it's downstairs to clean up and re-stock the bar ready for the next day.  It can be early morning when we get to bed, which is why we sleep in till late.
As we walked down the stairs I notice some of the girls just stood around, huddled like school girls in corners, giggling, I could only guess what about, their last client, the size or performance of him or as in many cases they could just be talking about us. 
"Do you know what happens to anyone that is found not been faithful to the Fuhrer, Petra?" I asked.
"They are taken to one of the camps aren’t they Hannah? They get totally fucked up!" She replied.
"Actually, some are shot or hanged for treason and anti-patriotism.”
"How do you know that, Hannah? And like I said, totally fucked!" she asked.
"I overheard a couple of officers from the basement talking about it in the bar, one of them mentioned a name of an old client of mine, he was shot because of what I had reported.”
"Serves them right," Petra whispered in my ear as we walked down the stairs.
Although I agreed with the principle of what we are doing, after all any regime is only as strong as its members, I do think that killing people just for having an opinion is a little extreme, but then I guess we will all pay for questioning, in one form or another, our beloved leader.
We walked down the stairs and into one of two reception rooms. When Madam Katherine was not around, she appointed one of her long-standing girls to run the front of house. She was under strict instructions to select the higher-ranking officers and high society clients to our reception room.
This, however, did not always go to plan due to their hatred of us and from time to time they would send us normal everyday soldiers.  Of course, we could not refuse otherwise we could give ourselves away, our true purpose that is!
Today was one of those days and the girl she had selected was one of the worst, she would send in a normal soldier for every five clients or so throughout the day and almost every one of them would be violent or want something out of the ordinary.
[bookmark: _Hlk29542294]About four hours had gone by. I was with a client in our room and suddenly I heard what I thought was a pistol shot, followed a few seconds later by screaming. I hurried to put some clothes on, my client had already rushed out the door and was nowhere to be seen.
As I entered the hallway everyone was trying to look inside one of the girl’s rooms. I pushed my way to the front and looked inside, there was a man holding his left side with blood pouring through his fingers and in his left hand his pistol.  I could see there was a female laying on the floor motionless but could not tell who it was.
I hurried to find Petra and Heidi, hoping that it was not one of them. Petra, as it happens, was making her way up the stairs. And Heidi was down in the reception area.
"What happened, Hannah?" she asked me.
"A client has been stabbed and he shot the girl, she is dead I think," I replied.
"Anyone we know?"
"I couldn’t see her face, Petra, as long as it isn't one of us though!"
[bookmark: _Hlk29542389]It wasn’t long before the whole place was swamped with local police and SS officers. We all watched as they brought out the girl on a stretcher.  That quite easily could be one of us one day, I thought to myself. The man was helped down the stairs and taken to a doctor.
From the conversation we could hear as they helped him down the stairs, he had asked the girl for a certain service, she refused, he hit her, she stabbed him, and so he shot her in the head!
"Serves him right, it was only a matter of time before one of us retaliated, these men treat us like meat, continually hitting us, bruising our legs and arms as they brutalise us," Petra whispered to me
It was a stark reminder to all of us - this is what can happen, if you refuse a client. We are whores and they are mostly members of the Reich and we cannot refuse them anything. This was brothel life. As the months passed, I saw several incidents like this. It was as if the soldiers were using us as a release for their anger and frustrations.
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