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The fire alarm resounded throughout Stokepot Towers. Bounding down the stairs, the proprietor, Mike Hunt, tried to keep his cool. "Don't panic! Don't panic!" he cried, hurdling the last few steps to the smoke-filled foyer. "Sacred bollocks! Fire! Fire!" Tearing across reception and bursting into the kitchen, Mike stared in horror at the bonfire erupting from the cooker.

"The bloody frying pan's on fire! Christ, Dave, what the hell are you doing?"

"Er... sorry, Mike, the gas was too high," the good-looking young man grinned sheepishly as he opened the back door, his unruly blond hair cascading over his fresh, tanned face.

"Fuck me, do something! Use the fire blanket!"

"I can't."

"Why the fuck not?"

"We haven't got one."

"Shit! OK, take it outside - carefully!"

Watching his haphazard chef don a pair of oven gloves to exit the impromptu flambé into the back yard, Mike sighed. There were fifteen breakfasts to serve, Goldie the waitress hadn't made an appearance, the bacon had become pork scratchings and the phone was ringing incessantly. This is no way to run a hotel, he ruminated, his soulful, deep-set eyes following the trajectory of four smouldering pieces of bread as they shot out of the toaster and plunged into a pan of boiling baked beans.

"Dave, can't you get anything right?" Mike asked despairingly as the befuddled cook leapt into the kitchen and flung the red-hot frying pan into the sink, smashing several dirty plates. "You are a spunk bubble, I ought to kick your arse! Christ, why doesn't someone answer the bloody phone?"

"A change of menu. A mange is as good as a breast," Dave murmured pensively as he opened the fridge door, the handle breaking off in his hand.

"Christ, now you've knackered the fridge! Mind you, the way you waste food, we don't need a bloody fridge! I hope that wasn't fresh bacon?"

"No, it was off - going green and blue round the edges, like an ageing prostitute's inner cunt lips."

"It's still a bloody waste. Why's life so fucking hard?"

"I don't know, I was drunk at the time. Actually, life's rather like my cock, it has its ups and downs!" Dave chuckled, trying to make light of the situation as he tossed the fridge handle onto the floor. "Sometimes it's hard, and sometimes it's..."

"Do we have to discuss your cock first thing in the morning?"

"Sorry, it's a trait I inherited from my mother. Always on about cocks, she was."

"A girl's juicy cunt, yes, but not your cock!"

"Morning, noon and night - cocks, cocks, cocks."

"Was she a nymphomaniac?"

"No, she was a seamstress. My father had her shot."

"That's one way to silence her, I suppose."

"She's just a distant mammary now. Which reminds me, why are cunts like a rainy midsummer's day?" Dave grinned, kicking the fridge door shut.

"What?"

"Because they're hot and wet!"

"You'll be hot and wet in a minute! Talking of hot, wet cunts, where the hell's Goldie?"

"I don't know, I haven't seen her."

"She's probably frigging herself off somewhere. All she ever thinks about is her clitoris!"

"She can't help it, Mike, she's illegitimate - born out of wedlock."

"That doesn't surprise me!"

"I blame her mother."

"Fuck her mother!"

"Someone must have."

Casting his eyes around the kitchen, Mike sighed. Grease and fat dripping from the walls, daylight barely ably to penetrate the grime covering the windows, the tiled floor littered with potato peelings, breadcrumbs, bacon rind...The entire kitchen needed high pressure steam blasting! he thought, focusing on something brown and shrivelled smeared on the floor in the corner, strikingly resembling... no, it couldn't be!

"God, look at the state of this bloody kitchen, Dave!" he stormed, running his hand over the filthy worktop. "It's reminiscent of a fucking piggery!"

"It's home from home to me, I was raised in a piggery."

"Where the hell did you do your training, at a bloody sewage farm?"

"The canteen at the gas board, I couldn't get into catering college."

"Then why did you have the gas so high? Was it another one of your inexplicable moments of madness?"

"That might explain it. Don't worry, Mike, I'll deal with the breakfasts and then clean up. Believe me, everything's under control. Shit, the beans are boiling over! Beans boiled are beans spoiled!"

"Under control, my knob! God, all I ask is to be with normal people. Argh, the bells, the bells! Christ, I'd better turn that fucking racket off, it's enough to wake the dead."

Crashing through the kitchen door into the foyer, Mike grinned at an attractive young brunette standing by the reception desk. "Ah, er... good morning," he greeted her, straightening his dark blue tie. "I won't keep you a minute, I have to turn the fire alarm off."

Dashing to the understairs cupboard and yanking out an old vacuum cleaner and several mops and buckets, he reached to a control box and flicked a switch. Jesus, look at the fucking mess in here! Peace restored, he brushed his dishevelled dark hair back as he popped his head round the dining room door.

"Good morning, breakfast won't be long now," he smiled to the bewildered guests.

"Oh dear, is there a fire?" a frail, elderly lady wheezed as she held the tablecloth to her face. "Oh, the smoke, I can hardly breathe!"

"There's no fire, just a minor incident in the kitchen, Miss Chaste - everything's under control," Mike assured the flustered resident. "Please, don't blow your nose on the bloody tablecloth!"

"Ye Gods! Smells pretty damned foul to me, old boy!" Colonel Buckshot grunted, his waxed moustache twitching as he sniffed the air. "What the devil have you been up to?"

"Just trying to piece together life's endless jigsaw puzzle, Colonel," Mike sighed hopelessly.

"I hope it wasn't my damned breakfast! What!"

"No, it wasn't your damned... it wasn't your breakfast."

"Is it too much to ask for coffee, old man?"

"What? You want coffee now, this minute?"

"If it's not too much trouble."

Jesus Christ! "All right, all right I'll see to it."

"The colonel was talking about... about mutiny," Miss Chaste chipped in nervously.

"Er, no, no I wasn't! Do you know, back in fifty-six..."

"Yes you were! You said that, unless things improve here, we should..."

"She's lost it, old boy!" the colonel winked at Mike. "Mutiny, indeed! Or was it fifty-five?"

"Just chat amongst yourselves for a while," Mike sighed, closing the door.

I'll give him mutiny, the fucking old git! he thought, moving across the foyer to the reception desk. A fine start to the day! But it was nothing unusual for Stokepot Towers, where one horrendous problem after another seemed to be the norm. Gazing at the attractive young woman, Mike prayed that she'd want a room for a week. Christ knows, I need the money! But, no doubt, she'd be problematic.

"Sorry about that, madam," he smiled nervously. "Welcome to Stokepot Towers."

"Smokepot, don't you mean?" the woman coughed, fanning the thick fog away from her angelic face.

"Er... a minor incident in the kitchen, I'm afraid. Normally, things here at Stokepot Towers run as smooth as a shaved... anyway, how can I help you?" Mike smiled, scrutinizing the dusky delicacy's full red lips. Ever had your mouth fucked?

Her dark chestnut hair in a bob, her hazel eyes mirroring an endearing air of innocence, she was a cordon bleu morsel indeed, Mike surmised. Her tailored blue suit was obviously haute couture and her exquisite white silk blouse wasn't off the peg, either, he observed. No housewife, that's for sure! he pondered, admiring her delicate baby-smooth hands, her perfectly manicured nails. The woman radiated an air of elegance he'd not known before. There was something strangely enigmatic about her, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it, or up it - yet! Lovely though she was, though, he was sure she'd be trouble. Most women are!

"Do you have any rooms?" the mysterious beauty spluttered as she held a white lace handkerchief to her grimacing face.

"Er... sorry, I was daydreaming."

"Do you have any rooms?"

"Of course I have rooms! In case you hadn't noticed, this is a hotel! What did you think it was, a chapel of rest?"

"Any free rooms, I mean."

"Good God, there'd be coffins strewn all over the... what did you say?"

"Do you have any free rooms?"

"No, certainly not! Free rooms? This isn't the Salvation bloody Army!"

"Then you should display a sign outside."

"It's pretty obvious that this isn't the Salvation Army. There'd be trombones and bibles scattered everywhere if..."

"A No Vacancies sign."

"But we have plenty of vacancies."

"You do have rooms then?"

"Yes, how many would you like?"

"I'm sorry?"

God, help me! "How - many - rooms - would - you - like?"

"It's all right, I'm not deaf! I only want one room."

"Fine, fine! A one-night stand, is it? I mean, a one-night stay?"

"Yes, just the one night."

"Breakfast?"

"One had breakfast on the train - fortunately!"

Oh, did one? Spiffing, jolly good show. "What I meant was - bed and breakfast, or just a bed?"

"Oh, I see. Bed and breakfast, please - and a meal this evening."

"Good, the more money the better. Er... right, just let me make a note of that," Mike smiled, grabbing a pen. "So, that's bed, evening meal, and breakfast. Well, not necessarily in that order, you understand. Unlike the Salvation Army, we don't serve evening meals in bed, or before breakfast, for that matter!"

"Yes, quite. May I see this evening's menu?"

"No, that's not possible."

"Oh, why not?"

"Because I haven't done the menus yet. I can't do everything at once! What do you think I am, bloody Superman?"

"I'm sorry, I just wanted to know in advance so..."

"Whatever is the urgency? Can't you wait until this evening? I mean, do you have to know what's on this evening's menu this early in the morning?"

"Well, no, I..."

"Do you have an eating disorder?"

"No, it's just that..."

"Shall we get on with the job in hand or would you like to discuss next year's Christmas party bookings? Right, what name..."

"I only..."

"Don't interrupt!"

His head aching, his pen poised over the register, Mike wondered what on earth he was doing running a hotel when he could be sitting by a river beneath the warm summer sun fishing for trout. With one insurmountable problem after another, he should never have bought the place, he reflected - trout fishing was a far better way to spend his days.

"What name is it?" he asked the woman despairingly, eyeing her sensuously billowing blouse. Miss Breast? Miss Spunknipple? Miss Cunt-Frigger?

"Christina."

"Christina what?" God, some people can be so bloody difficult!

"Christina..."

"Christina Christina? That's unusual. Was your mother dyslexic?"

"No, my name's..."

"I do apologise for the complexity of the register, Christina Christina. I don't know why they make them so difficult to fill in. I mean, look at it, it's so confusing - name, date, room number... good grief, it's enough to tax the brain of a tax man! I blame Her Majesty's Stationery Office."

"One's Christian name is Elizabeth - Elizabeth Christina."

"Oh, I see. At last, we're getting somewhere! Is one's title Ms, Miss, Mr, or Mrs?"

"Mr?"

"Well, you never know these days. So, what's your title?"

"I'd rather not say."

"Look, can we try and work together rather than against each other? I can't possibly fill the register in unless..."

"Well, if you promise to keep it to yourself."

"Keep it to myself? Is it a secret?"

"Princess - Princess Christina."

Visibly stunned, Mike stood open-mouthed for several seconds, gazing in disbelief at the young woman. Holding his head as he realized how discourteous he'd been, he leaned on the desk to steady his trembling body. Trying to utter words of greetings to his royal guest, he finally drew a deep breath.

"Holy ball bags! Er... Princess?" he gasped, bowing before the shocked woman. "Welcome to my humble hotel, Your Royalness! What an honour, Your Most Highly Esteemed Imperialness!"

"Thank you."

"I'm so sorry if I appeared to be rude, it's just that I'm used to dealing with commoners, you see. Damned riff-raff, uncouth bloody yobbos, peasants, lager louts, the impudent masses..."

"That's quite all right."

"Common as muck, some of the types we get staying here. If I had my way, I'd have the plebs roughed up and fucking shot! Sorry, I mean..."

"Yes, quite. Er..."

"Paul!" Mike yelled at the top of his voice, making his bewildered guest jump with fright as the alcohol-reeking barman staggered across the foyer. "Sorry, Your Eminence, I didn't mean to startle you. Paul, you alcoholic hermaphrodite! Come here!"

"Is there a fire?" the dazed young man slurred, turning on his heels and heading towards the desk, his bloodshot eyes focused on the young woman's slender legs.

"No, just a minor incident in the kitchen. This is Her Royalness, Princess Christina."

"Prickness Pisstina, right you are," Paul mumbled dismissively, brushing his tousled brown hair away from his eyes. "The vodka's out and we're low on gin."

"You're supposed to bow!" Mike whispered angrily through gritted teeth.

"What?"

"Lean forward, man!"

"Lean..."

"God, give me bloody strength! Oh, er... I'm sorry, Your Majesticness. Paul, would you show Her Royal Nobleness to room thirty-six, please?"

"Womb flirty-sex," Paul drooled, almost falling over as he grabbed the royal suitcase and staggered into the lift. "This way, Pisstina."

What the hell's a princess doing here? Mike mused, his eyes following her shapely calves, her knee-length skirt elegantly outlining the gentle curves of her rounded buttocks as she glided into the lift. Christ, royalty at Stokepot bloody Towers! Wonder if she fucks?

Straightening his black velvet jacket and adjusting his tie, Mike rubbed his chin. There had to be a way to bring in some real money, he reflected, flicking through a dozen or so brown envelopes strewn across the desk. There was little point in owning a hotel simply to have the debts piling up and the place crumbling around him. "Huh, real money!" he grunted, brushing flecks of dust off his lapels. Dream on, Mike!

"Ah, Goldie, you horny little tart!" he scowled as a petite blonde emerged from the bar, her French maid outfit three sizes too small, her pert breasts threatening to burst the buttons. "Where the hell have you been?"

"In the bar," Goldie smiled, her blue eyes shining innocently. "And I'm not a tart."

"In the bar? Christ, you're supposed to be in the bloody dining room! Have you no idea what your duties are?" Apart from opening your legs on demand?

"You told me to excavate the bar whenever the fire bells..."

"Evacuate, not excavate! Jesus Christ, where the hell were you educated, in a psychiatric ward for criminal lunatics? Anyway, that only applies when the bar's open. You can't evacuate an empty bar, you silly girl, it's physically impossible."

"Well, I thought it best to check. Have you seen the local paper?"

"Fuck me, as if I've got the time or the inclination to read that subhuman drivel!"

"The police are after a man who's been exposing himself. One young woman he flashed his cock at is an artist. She's drawn a sketch of him, the picture's in the paper." She paused, scrutinizing Mike. "He's about forty with dark hair, just like you."

"Me?"

"Yes, the likeness is incredible."

"Yes, well... we're not here to discuss the banal contents of the local paper!" Mike stormed, grabbing the ringing phone. "Good morning, Stokepot Towers."

"Mr Hunt?" a man asked.

"Yes, yes!"

"I'm calling about your VAT returns."

"What about them?"

"I haven't got them."

"Is that my problem?"

"Well, yes it is."

"Look, I'm having enough difficulty trying to run my hotel, I can't run your office as well! Call some temporary staff in from an agency."

"I'm not asking you to run my office, Mr Hunt, I'm asking you where your VAT returns are."

"I'm sorry, I have no idea. You've probably misplaced them, try the filing cabinet. Look under B for bollocks or F for fuck or... oh, he's hung up!" Banging the phone down, Mike turned to face the delectable young waitress.

Adjusting her apparel, Goldie did her best to evade Mike's accusing stare. Why the poor girl worked for him, he had no idea. She rarely got paid, the working hours were totally illegal and she was forever being yelled at. She was a good fuck, though!

"Goldie, where the hell's Trudie?" Mike asked placidly, suddenly feeling sorry for her.

"It's her day off, she's in bed."

"Shit!" he stormed, the forced calm giving way to fury. "Look, Dave's fucked the bacon again so get your arse into the dining room and serve the coffee."

"Fucked the bacon? That's strange, he usually fucks the liver. After a few seconds in the microwave he says it feels just like the real..."

"I'm not interested in his peculiar masturbatory habits. Tell the punters there's been a minor incident in the kitchen but everything's under control."

"OK. By the way, there's no loo roll in the second floor toilet, the bulb's gone in the third floor bathroom, the cold tap won't turn off in room fifteen, the catch is broken on the wardrobe in room ten, the window's smashed on the top floor landing, the light switch in the ground floor..."

"Have you quite finished, Goldie?"

"No, I haven't. The light switch..."

"Unless you shut up, I'll twist your nipples off! Talking of sex, whatever you do, keep away from room thirty-six - that's the princess's room."

"Princess?"

"Yes, Princess Christina. We're going up in the world, Goldie! I might consider changing the name of the hotel to Stokepot Regis Towers."

"Why?"

"Stop scratching your tits! Because Regis means... it doesn't matter. When you see Trudie, tell her that she must not pluck the princess's pubic hairs off the sheets. If she does, then I'll pluck her pubes out with a pair of rusty tweezers."

"Oh, you know about that?"

"Yes, I do! What the hell does she do with the guests' pubic hairs, anyway?"

"She fills little bags with them, like lavender bags, and keeps them under her pillow."

"My God, she needs help!"

"No, she doesn't - she's quite capable of collecting..."

"Psychiatric help, I mean!"

"Oh, right. What do I call the princess?"

"Well, you could call her knob sucker or cunt face or fanny licker or..."

"All right, there's no need to be sarcastic, Mike! You know what I meant!"

"Your Royalness, I think - yes, Your Royalness. And curtsy whenever you see her. That rule only applies if you're wearing panties."

"Right, I'll go and serve coffee."

"Good, and please don't bend over in front of Colonel Buckshot. You know what he's like when he sees your naked buttocks first thing in the morning. Christ, he'll be chasing after you all day and then we'll have to call the doctor out again!"

Shaking his head despairingly as the girl slipped into the dining room, Mike checked his functions diary. "Ah, the wedding reception on Saturday," he grinned, rubbing his hands together. "Some poor cunt losing his freedom - his life!" Flopping into his chair, he sighed, wondering whether things at his hotel would ever run smoothly. Just one day without a hitch would make all the difference, he mused. Is that too much to ask? It seemed that it was.

"All under control, Mike!" Dave called cheerfully, his grinning face peering round the kitchen door.

"What is?"

"The breakfasts."

"Under control? Under bloody control? The day the breakfasts are under control will be the day a netball team queue up to suck my knob!"

"Eggs..."

"Suck my eggs?"

"No, I'm talking about breakfast - boiled eggs, toast, orange juice and coffee."

"I hope you've diluted the orange juice, and I don't mean pissing in it."

"Yes, water and juice - fifty-fifty."

"That's too strong, make it sixty-forty. What do you think this is, a bloody soup kitchen? We're not here to give food and drink away! After breakfast, I'll talk to you about the food for the wedding reception on Saturday."

"Right you are."

"And if room thirty-six orders tea or coffee, use the bone china and a silver tray."

"Will do. Mike, I've been thinking - if the world population is just over five billion, then there are roughly two billion fannies floating around."

"What about it?"

"All joined together, there must be hundreds of miles of wet, juicy fanny!"

"So?"

"Well, it's not fair - I only want a few inches. Well, ten inches."

"There must be hundreds of miles of cock, too! Christ, your mind's akin to a bloody sewer!"

"You can talk!"

"Yes, well... miles of fanny or not, I have things to do."

Deciding to check up on his royal guest, Mike closed the diary and climbed the threadbare carpeted stairs to the third floor. Looking up and down the corridor, checking that the coast was clear, he crept up to room thirty-six, grinning as he knelt on the floor. Ah, exquisite! he observed, spying through the keyhole at the princess as she tugged her skirt down her long legs and slipped the matching jacket off her shoulders.

Removing her blouse, she turned to face the door, affording Mike a perfect view of her smooth stomach, her bulging, blue silk panties. His penis stiffening as she unclipped her delicate bra and tossed it onto the bed, he gazed appreciatively at her majestic mammary spheres, crowned with the finest brown gems. Waiting in anticipation for a sighting of her stately sex slit, he leaped to his feet as someone came bounding down the stairs from the fourth floor.

"Ah, Trudie!" he greeted the dark-haired beauty.

"Hallo, mate!" she trilled, her black microskirt revealing the small indentations at the tops of her inner thighs. "What are you doing skulking around here?"

"Er... I was just... it's my hotel so I'll skulk where I like! And don't call me mate! Where are you off to?"

"I'm going into town," the hussy replied, opening her white blouse and popping her naked breasts out. "I do wish my tits would get bigger!" she sighed, cupping her firm mammary globes in her palms. "I've been doing the exercises and sucking my nipples regularly but..."

"Put them away, girl!" Mike gasped, eyeing her succulent milk teats. "Fuck me, this is a hotel not a fucking brothel!"

"Sorry, mate. D' you want anything from town?" Trudie asked, buttoning her blouse.

"Yes, half-a-dozen naked girls, a twenty-five-year-old nymphomaniac with a shaved cunt, a bottle of fanny juice..."

"Seriously, Mike!" the girl snapped, her dark bedroom eyes sparkling alluringly.

"Er... change of plan, I'm afraid. You're not going into town, you're working."

"But it's my day off!"

"Sorry, it can't be helped. Put it down to one of life's little shits."

"But..."

"Think of it as part of life's shagged out tapestry."

"But I have to go to the bank and..."

"Life's stenching shitbag. Do you know why we're here, Trudie?"

"Er... to serve the breakfasts, to do the rooms..."

"No, do you know why God put us here?"

"To run the hotel?"

"Oh, is that it? Do you mean to say that the only reason we're here is to run this fucking hotel?"

"Well, I can't think of anything else."

"My God, you live and learn, don't you? There's the whole world, the entire fucking universe with its solar systems, planets and moons, black holes, anti-matter, the mysteries of... and we're here to run this hotel? I reckon God put us here as a punishment."

"Why, what have we done?"

"Sinned, I suppose. Christ, a chance would be a fine thing! I thought Jesus had been punished for our sins? How come we're still being punished if he... anyway, your punishment is to act as lady-in-waiting to Princess Christina."

"Princess..."

"We can't talk here, not outside Her Grace's room - it's unprofessional. Come down to reception and I'll fuck you... I mean, I'll explain."

Following the morose girl downstairs, Mike wondered whether to alert a national newspaper as to the princess's stay at his hotel. I could do with some publicity, he mused, imagining Stokepot Towers pictured on the front page. Room thirty-six, the Royal Suite! Might even get a mention on TV. Leaning on the reception desk, his thoughts returned to Trudie, her pert breasts straining her blouse, her nipples clearly outlined by the tight material as she hooked her long black hair behind her ears.

"We've had some interesting people stay at Stokepot Towers over the years, Trudie, and we now have a princess as an honoured guest."

"What, a real princess?" she gasped in surprise.

"Yes, Princess Christina."

"Staying in this dump?"

"Trudie, this is not a dump! OK, the place needs some money spending on it to bring it up to a half-star rating, but it's a fine seaside hotel - the best in Splash Bay."

"It's the pits!"

"Would you rather I thrash your bare bottom with a cane now or later?"

"Ooh, now, please!"

"You'll have to wait, I can't do everything at once. How's your fanny, nice and juicy?"

"As always! By the way, I see you're in the local paper."

"I am not in the local bloody paper, Trudie!"

"It looks like you."

"I don't care if it looks like... what's that white stuff dripping onto the carpet between your feet?"

"Oh! Er... I must have forgotten to slip my panties on!" Trudie giggled.

"Trudie, we have royalty staying here, you can't go around without knickers! Imagine the maids at Buck House going around knickerless and dripping girl-come and spunk all over the carpets. What ever would the queen say?"

"I forgot to put them on."

"Of course she wouldn't say... you know damned well that you didn't forget to put them on."

"I don't like wearing panties in the summer, Mike - they make me hot, wet and sticky."

And tasty. "All right, but make sure Her Elegance doesn't see your fanny. Bloody hell, look at the mess! Wipe yourself with a tissue or something. Right, I'd better ring the princess and see whether she requires a lady-in-waiting."

"Of course she doesn't require a lady-in-waiting. She's probably come here for a quiet break, to get away from the humdrum of a royal life. Leave her in peace."

"Yes, I suppose you're right."

The sound of smashing plates emanating from the kitchen, Mike cringed, holding his hand to his lined forehead. Everything that could go wrong at Stokepot Towers always did go wrong! he reflected, shaking his head gloomily as another loud crash reverberated around the foyer.

"Holy spunk bags! What the hell... Trudie, you'd better give Dave a hand," he sighed. "At this rate, the mutinous bastards won't get breakfast until bloody lunch time!"

"Mutinous bastards?"

"Good morning!" the postman grinned, dumping a pile of letters on the desk as Trudie headed for the kitchen.

"Is it?" Mike returned. "Do you mind justifying that ridiculous statement?"

"Sorry, I... I was only being polite."

"Well, don't!"

Opening yet another brown envelope marked Department of Environmental Health as the postman left, Mike flattened the six-page report out on the desk. Extractor fan in kitchen not working. No fire blanket. No fire extinguisher. No hand basin. Separate fridges required for storage of meat and vegetables. Fridge door-seal faulty. Overhead lighting inadequate. Kitchen door-closer faulty..."Fuck me, they want all this done within a week!" he cursed, turning the page. Glass washer in bar not working. Drinks tariff not prominently displayed. Shelving behind bar dirty. Flooring not of the non-slip variety. "Shit, I'd better not read anymore!"

Wandering disconsolately into the bar, Mike pondered on money-making schemes. He'd already increased the prices of drinks to the point of extortion and fiddled the optics to give short measures. But he had to do better. Nonchalantly flicking through the daily paper as he sat at the bar, he came across an article about a middle-aged woman whose respectable-looking guest house was a front for a brothel. There's an idea! he thought, imagining punters paying fifty pounds a time to visit Trudie's room.

"Ah, Paul!" he said, looking up from the paper as the barman lurched through the doorway and fell head first over an armchair.

"Oh, fuck!" Paul groaned, climbing to his feet and righting the chair. "God, my head! I see you're in the local paper."

"I am not in the local fucking paper!"

"It looks like you."

"I don't care who it looks like, it's not me! Where's that miserable fucking bastard of a cleaner?"

"You sacked him."

"Oh, so I did. I've advertised for a replacement but there hasn't been any response. The unemployed lazy bastards don't want to work. It's the fucking government's fault."

"They reckon the flasher hangs around girls' schools."

"Fucking welfarist bastards!"

"He wanks to shock them."

"We could do with a revolution."

"He spunks in front of them to provoke a sexual response."

"I'm not interested, Paul!"

"What were you doing outside the girls' school in Brook Lane the other day?"

"I... I wasn't."

"I saw you. I drove past and saw you sitting in your car looking through a pair of binoculars."

"Er... I was... listen, I'm going to make some changes to the bar."

"Changes? What sort of changes?"

"Money-making changes. Put up a notice - twenty-five percent off all spirits."

"Twenty-five percent off?" Paul echoed, surprised.

"Yes, that way I'll only have to buy half the amount of spirits to make the same profit."

"I don't get it."

"For arguments sake, say I'm paying fifty pence for a bottle of vodka and selling it for a pound - making fifty pence profit. Watered down, half and half, I'm paying twenty-five pence for a bottle and selling it at the discounted price of seventy-five pence, still making fifty pence profit but only having to buy half the amount."

"Er... yes, right."

"The punters will think they're on to a good thing, they'll drink more and I'll earn more."

"I don't quite follow."

"You don't have a brain for business, Paul - you lack drive. OK, water the spirits down and put a notice up and then go up to the top floor and clear out room forty-two. Take all the furniture out except the double bed and dump it in the junk room."

"Why?"

"Because that room is going to earn me some real money. Oh, and renumber the door. Let me see - yes, room sixty-nine."

"Sixty-nine? What are you up to, Mike?"

"You'll see. Why do you keep scratching your cock, have you got something in your eye?"

"I'm not scratching it. I've put an elastic band round my dick to keep my foreskin back."

"An elastic band?"

"Yes, with my foreskin held back, my knob rubs against my boxer shorts as I move about and..."

"Where on earth did you get that idea from?"

"I read about it in a men's mag - it's a neat little trick."

"Yes, I might try... right, I'd better have a quick wank. No, I'll do that later. Sort the spirits out and put a notice up."

"We're out of vodka, low on gin, and..."

"Yes, yes all right! I'll deal with it later. I'm going to check up on Dave."

Entering the kitchen, Mike gasped to discover Trudie bending over the sink clinging to the taps, her miniskirt up over her back, her taut buttocks projecting as Dave's solid cock shafted her wet pussy. Holding the girl's hips, ramming his swollen knob in and out of her tight vagina, the young chef grimaced.

"Coming!" he cried, pumping his sex-sauce into the waitress's cavern. "God, I'm coming! Ah, you've got a tight few inches!"

"I can feel your sperm!" Trudie breathed excitedly. "Oh, oh! Don't stop!"

"Bloody hell, you're a good fuck!"

"You're not so bad either! God, it's beautiful! Do my bum next! Really give it to me! Fuck my bum rotten!"

"Yes, later! Ah, ah, God!"

His penis stiffening as he leaned on the door frame observing the lewd spectacle, Mike grinned, imagining Trudie's curvaceous, naked body tied to the bed in room sixty-nine - her legs splayed, her pussy crack gaping. Fifty quid a go? he contemplated as Dave slipped his cunny-wet cock out of the girl's vagina and massaged his knob, splattering the last of his delicacy over her taut buttocks. Whipping, bondage, lesbian shows... money! This was the best idea he'd ever had, Mike reflected, his eyes following Dave's spunk missile as it flew through the air.

"I've got it!" he cried, as if just discovering his first clitoris. "I've fucking sussed it!"

"Ah! Er... Mike!" Dave grinned sheepishly, hurriedly concealing his wet penis and zipping his trousers. "I've done the breakfasts."

"That's not all you've done by the look of it! Dripping piss flaps, this is a kitchen, not a knocking shop! You've obviously had no kitchen training - didn't your mother teach you anything?"

"Only the things that matter in life, such as smoking, drinking and masturbating. Cocks, that's all she ever went on about - until she was shot."

"We were just..." Trudie began, dabbing sperm from her taut buttocks with a clean tea towel.

"Christ knows what the health people would say!" Mike sighed.

"What have you got?" Dave asked.

"A brilliant idea! A fucking marvellous, incredibly ingenious, fantastic plan to make some real money - weekend breaks for discerning businessmen."

"Weekend breaks?" Trudie echoed, adjusting her miniskirt. "Oh! I'm dripping all over the floor!"

"Wipe it up, girl!" Mike yelled. "Not with the bloody tea towel! Jesus Christ!"

"Sorry."

"The idea's brilliant! Bondage, whipping, lesbian shows..."

"Mike, what are you talking about?" Dave asked, snatching the tea towel from Trudie and wiping the knives and forks.

"Dirty weekends. We'll advertise in men's mags - kinky weekend breaks."

"And who's going to service these discerning businessmen?" Trudie asked suspiciously.

"Er... well, you and Goldie."

"I'm not here to be fucked, mate!" the girl returned indignantly.

"You could have fooled me! And don't call me mate. What do you think your cunt's for, sitting on?"

"No, but..."

"We all survive by selling something, Trudie, and you'll survive by selling your cunt."

"You'll survive by selling my cunt, you mean!"

"Christ, it doesn't matter who sells your cunt, think of the money we'll make! It's only a wet hole, after all."

"It's my prized possession!"

"Stop arsing on about your cunt! OK, the package will consist of an evening meal on Saturday, served by naked waitresses with candles stuffed up their fannies and chains clamped to their nipples, followed by a night of rampant filth. After a traditional Sunday breakfast of fanny-warmed sausages and..."

"What would Miss Chaste say if I served her with a candle stuffed up my fanny and chains clamped to my nipples?" Trudie frowned. "And as for Colonel Buckshot..."

"No, no we'll keep the guests and residents out of the way - gag them and tie them up in the understairs cupboard for the weekend. Two hundred pounds all in - what a nice little earner! And tax free! God, at long last I'm going to be free of financial worries."

"You'll have the bloody law onto you!" Dave laughed, wiping the plates with the sperm-drenched tea towel.

"I've already got the entire fucking establishment onto me simply because I'm trying to survive. I'm only trying to run my own business and I'm constantly fined for it! VAT, Inland Revenue, business tax... fucking thieving bastards! OK, I'll need handcuffs, a whip..."

"I've got a whip," Trudie grinned sheepishly, scooping sperm out of her sex crack with her slender fingers.

"Oh, good! Er... a whip? How come you've got a whip?"

"I... I can't remember. I must have found it somewhere."

"Well, that's a start. I'll have to get hold of some leather straps, dildos, KY-gel, vibrators, nipple clamps, butt plugs..."

"I've got all that stuff in my room."

"Trudie! My God, you're a horny..."

"Goldie and I... well, we have lots of sex equipment," she mumbled, sucking her wet fingers.

"Excellent! So, you're all for the idea?"

"Only if you pay me properly, mate."

"Of course I will. Five percent."

"What did you say?"

"It'll pay the rent. And don't call me mate! Right, I'm going to place the adverts. I'll talk to you about the wedding reception food later, Dave."

Grinning as Mike left the kitchen, Trudie opened the fridge and grabbed a cucumber. Passing the fruity phallus to the chef, she hoisted her skirt up and leaned over the sink. "Well?" she giggled. "How about giving my bum a cucumber sandwich?"

"You can't get enough, can you?" Dave chuckled, dipping the cucumber into a butter dish.

"No, I can't! Shove it right up my bum!"

"Right, here it comes!"

Parting her taut buttocks, Dave pressed the end of the green shaft against the girl's brown ring, grinning as he watched the delicate tissue expand, allowing the cold fruit to slip into her rectal duct. Her bottom-hole stretching to capacity, she gasped as inch by inch of the gnarled shaft drove into her hot bowels, massaging her inner flesh, bloating her pelvic cavity. Grimacing, she parted her feet further as Dave rotated the cucumber, bringing her electrifying sensations of anal abuse.

"Now my cunt!" she cried, her lust juices coursing down her inner thighs. "A big potato! I want a big potato in my cunt!"

"How about one of these?" Dave grinned, taking a baking potato from the worktop.

"Yes, yes! God, my bum feels good!"

Kneeling behind his dish of the day, Dave parted Trudie's swollen vaginal lips, exposing the drenched, pink entrance to her neglected sex duct. Pushing and twisting the potato between her splayed vaginal lips, he eased the vegetable into her hot cunt to the accompaniment of her gasps of pleasure as she slowly gyrated her hips. The potato finally disappearing into her bloated vaginal cavern, he closed her fleshy lips and stood up.

"How's it feel?" he asked, eyeing the cucumber emerging between her rounded buttocks, her brown flesh stretched tautly around the green shaft.

"Heavenly!" Trudie gasped, gingerly standing upright and turning to face the accomplished chef. "Christ, it's like having two bloody great cocks stuffed up my holes! Now lick my clitty and bring me off."

Kneeling before the girl as she pulled her skirt up, Dave stretched her sex slit wide open and licked the tasty wet flesh surrounding her solid clitoris. Gasping, her lust holes crudely bloated, she leaned back and gripped the sink to support her trembling body as the birth of her orgasm stirred within her womb.

"Ah! Ah, that's nice!" she sang as her clitoris pulsated and her cunt tightened, gripping the huge potato. "Keep licking! Ah, yes!" Grabbing the end of the cucumber, Dave thrust the fruit in and out of her anal tube, taking her closer to her climax as she trembled with sensations of debauched sex. "Coming!" she finally wailed, her raven tresses veiling her sex-flushed face. "Lick my clit faster! Ram the cucumber right up my bum! Ah, oh, oh!"

Clinging to the sink as her orgasm rocked her body, Trudie threw her head back and closed her eyes, lost in her sexual delirium. Her pussy sheath rhythmically tightening around the potato, the cucumber massaging her rectal duct, her clitoris pulsating in orgasm beneath Dave's sweeping tongue, she almost passed out in her carnal heaven. On and on her orgasm rolled, her lust juices decanting, pooling on the tiled floor between her feet as the incredible anal sensations mingled with the electrifying pulsations emanating from her clitoris, permeating her very core.

"Stop now!" she finally gasped, her head lolling forward. "God, that was heavenly! You're almost as good as Goldie!"

"Christ, I could fuck you again!" Dave grinned, his penis solid, his balls rolling as he rose to his feet. "I suppose I'd better start thinking about preparing the lunches."

"And I'd better do the rooms," Trudie smiled, grabbing the cucumber and slowly sliding the hot shaft out of her tight bottom-hole. "Ah, ah! Oh, that's nice!" she whimpered, her body shuddering.

"What about the potato?"

"I'll leave it in my pussy, it feels nice."

"Bring it back before twelve, I'm doing jacket potatoes for lunch."

"It'll be ready-cooked by then!" Trudie giggled, placing the cucumber in the sink and tugging her skirt down.

"I'd better wash that before I use it!" Dave laughed. "It's for the side salads!"

"Argh! I think I'll skip lunch!" she returned, walking to the door with cunny juice dripping from her rubicund pussy lips. "I'll see you later."

Approaching reception, Trudie stopped and gazed at Mike sitting at the desk opening the mail. Poor man! she reflected. He'd been running the hotel for five years and hadn't made a penny. The debts piling up, the building falling into a state of disrepair, he was desperate for cash. Discerning businessmen! she giggled inwardly, tugging her miniskirt down to conceal her dripping pussy slit.

"Hi, mate - where's Goldie?" she asked, leaning on the desk, her dark eyes sparkling with a lustful desire.

"Still in the dining room," Mike replied, looking up as the phone rang. "And don't call me mate! I've placed the adverts."

"When will they be out?"

"One mag said later this week - I was lucky with my timing, it seems." Lifting the receiver, he grinned as the royal voice purred in his ear.

"Would one be kind enough to send a cup of coffee to one's room, please?" Princess Christina articulated.

"Certainly, Your Regalness. One will see to it that one's request is dealt with straight away, Your Magesticness."

"Thank you."

"Thank you, Your Most Highly Esteemed Esteemedness."

Replacing the receiver, Mike turned to Trudie. "What a pleasant change it is to have nobility staying at one's establishment!" he grinned proudly. "Etiquette, eloquence, refinement... what a refreshing change! Right, Her Aristocraticness requires coffee. Don't give her that half price instant chicory shit, use the ground coffee."

"OK, mate," Trudie obliged as the potato massaged her drenched vaginal walls, sending electrifying sensations through her pelvis. "Ah, oh, that's nice!" she breathed, wriggling her shapely hips.

"What is?"

"Er... ah! Nothing."

"What's the matter with you, girl, do you need the loo?"

"No, no it's OK."

"Take Her Royalness some coffee and then do the rooms. If she does want a lady- in-waiting, tell her I'd be delighted to oblige."

"OK, mate," Trudie smiled, brushing her dark hair back and walking to the kitchen, her cunny juice coursing down her thighs.

"And stop calling me mate! What do you think I am, a bloody condom?"

Sifting through the paperwork strewn across the desk, Mike looked up in surprise as a police officer entered the building. Shit, I'll bet it's about my fucking car tax! "Good morning, how can I help you?" Or the local paper!

"Good morning, sir. I'm Inspector Dickwipe from Pox Green station. We're visiting all the hotels in the area warning of a young woman who's going around posing as anything from a baroness to a duchess."

"Really?" Mike gasped.

"Yes, she books in for a night or two and then disappears without paying her bill. Several hoteliers have lent her cash, believing her to be royalty. Would you be good enough to notify us if she turns up here?"

"Er... yes, yes of course. Thanks for the tip-off."

"Don't I know you from somewhere?" the officer asked, his narrow eyes frowning, looking Mike up and down.

"Er... no, no I've never been sketched in my life. What I mean is..."

"I could have sworn I'd seen a picture of you somewhere. It'll come to me later, no doubt."

"Yes, no doubt."

"Good day to you, sir."

"Good day." Oh, shit!

Watching the officer leave the building, Mike rubbed his head. "Fucking bastard!" he cursed, kicking the reception desk and stubbing his toe. "Ouch! Shit, fuck, bollocks! What a bloody great morning this is turning out to be!"
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Chapter Two
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Knocking back his fifth glass of neat vodka as he nursed his aching toe at the bar, Mike wondered what to do with the so-called Princess Christina. Deciding to pay Her Whoreness a visit, he took the skeleton key from his pocket and bounded up the stairs. I'll give her fucking princess, he mused, creeping along the hall. Must take a look at the local paper. Quietly unlocking her door, he slipped into the room to find the young woman relaxing on the bed, wearing only her bra and panties.

"Oh!" the scantily clad beauty gasped in embarrassment as Mike stood at the end of the bed gazing at the swelling patch of blue silk covering her bulging sex lips. "Isn't it customary for one to knock?"

"If you were a princess, then I'd have knocked, but seeing as you're an imposter, nothing but a slut-bag of a commoner, I just barged in."

"An imposter? A commoner? But one's..."

"And you can cut out the one crap, Your Peasantness. You're no more royalty than the bloody milkman! You're a plebeian trollop!"

"Honestly, I can assure you that..."

"You're headfirst in deep shit, you know. If I were to turn you over to the cops, they'd..."

"But I'm..."

"First of all, I want cash up front for the room and food."

"Yes, of course," the dark beauty replied, reaching for her handbag. "I must say that I have never been treated like this before!"

"You've never stayed here before! Fifty quid will do for starters, Your Slagness."

"Yes, there you are. Now, I really must ask you to..."

"You have two choices - either you face the police, or you strip off and show me your naughty bits."

"Strip off? But..."

"Allow me to have my wicked way with you, and I'll keep quiet."

"I'm not going to allow you to do anything of the sort! How dare you come in here and make such a vulgar suggestion!"

"The police have just called. It seems that you go around posing as a baroness, a duchess, a princess or whatever - and then run off without paying your bills. Shall I ring them, or will you shed your fine lingerie and show me your tits and your dripping wet cunt slit?"

"You're disgusting!"

"I do my best."

"Never in my life have I..."

"Life's a pair of dirty knickers - it stinks. Well, how about it? A rampant session of unadulterated sexual filth - or prison?"

Obviously contemplating her predicament, the young woman frowned as she folded her arms, covering her swelling bra. She was in her early thirties, Mike reckoned, admiring her curvaceous hips, her smooth, flat stomach, the gentle rise of her sex mound. Would she allow him to use her, to fuck her senseless in return for keeping quiet? he wondered. Unfolding her arms, her hazel eyes sparkling, dazzling him, she'd obviously reached a decision.

Raising her buttocks, her face flushed with shame and embarrassment, she tugged her panties down, displaying her well-trimmed chestnut pubes, her pink vaginal crack to Mike's mesmerised eyes. Kicking the silk finery off her feet, she sat up and unhooked her brassiere, peeling the delicate cups away from her pert breasts and reclining on the bed with her legs parted. Not wasting any time, his mind brimming with lewd ideas, Mike grinned.

"What's your name?" he asked the pupated creature, his eyes transfixed on her moist, protruding butterfly wings.

"Elizabeth," she replied softly, averting her gaze.

"OK, Elizabeth, if that's what you want to call yourself - finger your cunt," he instructed her crudely. "Go on, finger your juicy cunt hole and frig your clitty. I want to watch you bring yourself off."

Closing her eyes as she complied with his humiliating demand, the naked beauty reached beneath her leg and slipped two fingers between her swelling cunt lips, deep into her hot vagina. Massaging her exposed clitoris with her free hand, she began to breathe deeply, her nipples becoming erect, her areolae darkening.

Watching the female masturbation show, Mike contemplated the incredible situation. A stroke of luck, he thought, surveying the panting brunette's busy fingers. Not only had he had her money up front - he was about to have her! Realizing his pole position, he devised his wicked plan. He'd screw her pussy, he decided, and then fuck her tight bottom-hole and fill her bowels with his spunk. Thrash her for her impertinence? Yes, why not?

Her creamy cunt juices decanting down her hand as she crudely finger-fucked her blatantly displayed love hole, the unlikely princess massaged her clitoris faster, arching her back and rolling her head from side to side as her climax approached. Mike had suspected that her arousal was as fake as her persona - but her mouth open, gasping, sweat glistening on her naked body, her sleek bob in disarray, she was obviously about to come. Her breasts wobbling like royal jelly, her stomach rising and falling, she whimpered as her orgasm finally welled from her contracting womb and gripped her defenceless body.

"Oh, oh!" she gasped. "Oh, one's... one's arriving!" Her face grimacing as Mike knelt by the bed and sucked her sensitive nipple into his hot mouth, she sang out as her body shook violently. "Ah, yes! Yes!" Moving her hand aside, he took over the clitoral massaging, sustaining her climax as he gently bit on her erect nipple, adding to her incredible sexual pleasure. "Ah, ah, that's beautiful!" she cried as exquisite sensations of sex rippled through her trembling body. "Oh, I have never... take me now! Please, take me, use me!"

Standing and whipping his trousers off, Mike ordered his frantic guest to turn over and bring her knees up to her chest. Urgently positioning herself on all fours, Elizabeth moved her slender body back, her firm breasts squashed against her knees, her buttocks projected, her cunt lips bulging invitingly beneath her brown bottom-hole. Leaping onto the bed, Mike knelt behind her, his rock-hard penis in his hand, his swollen knob glistening, aching for the welcoming heat of her tight receptacle.

Placing his glans between her fleshy pussy lips, he located her sex hole and moved forward, his veined shaft entering her fiery sheath, his belly pressing against her taut buttocks as he completely impaled her on his love stake. Withdrawing until her swollen outer lips hugged his bulbous glans, he drove into her again, his knob battering her cervix, his belly slapping her rounded buttocks as he urgently fucked her.

"Oh, it's heaven!" she cried, rocking her elegant form back and forth to meet his rottweiler-style penile thrusts. "Oh, God, it's beautiful!"

"It's a shame you're not royalty," Mike breathed as he drove his knob home again. "I've never fucked a princess!"

"Oh, oh, it's been so long since..."

"Since you were well and truly fucked?"

"Yes, yes! Ah, oh!"

Gazing at his glistening shaft as it repeatedly withdrew from her drenched honeypot and impaled her, Mike turned to face the door, winking and holding a finger to his mouth as Trudie appeared with a tray of coffee. Staring in disbelief at the un-royal tableau, perplexed as to how Mike had pulled the gasping princess, she placed the tray on a side table and discreetly joined the copulating pair on the bed. Reaching beneath Mike's swinging balls, she massaged the whimpering lovely's swollen clitoris with her vibrating fingertips, desperate to drink the juices of lust from her drenched vaginal duct.

"Coming!" Mike gasped, his glans swelling within the wailing woman's contracting vaginal sheath as his sperm coursed up his penile shaft. His belly loudly slapping her quivering buttocks as her clitoris erupted in orgasm beneath Trudie's massaging fingertips, Mike loosed his spunk, his bulbous glans throbbing as his male cream jetted from his purple plum, bathing her hot cervix, filling her burning cunt to the brim.

"Oh, oh!" the rogue royal cried as Trudie forced a finger deep into her bottom-hole. "Ah, that's nice! Oh, ah, Shangri-la!" Massaging Elizabeth's inner anal flesh and caressing her pulsating cherry, Trudie sensed her own pleasure button swell, her juices of arousal seeping from her hot lust pot and trickling over her inflamed pussy lips.

Lost in her sexual euphoria as Mike released his spent cock from Elizabeth's snug roost and moved aside, Trudie slipped her finger out of the woman's bottom-hole and lay on the bed with her head between Elizabeth's thighs. Lapping up the spunk and girl-juice oozing from her inflamed sex cavern, Trudie lifted her skirt and massaged her own joy-bud, taking herself to a shuddering orgasm as she licked between Elizabeth's rubicund vaginal lips, drinking from her hot lust duct.

The royal impersonator rocking her naked body, sliding her gaping sex valley back and forth over Trudie's hungry mouth, her darting tongue, she reached another mind-blowing orgasmic eruption. Crying out in her new-found utopia, she opened her eyes and gazed in horror between her swinging breasts.

"Oh, a girl!" she shrieked, gazing in horror at the slurping Trudie. "Oh, my God, it's a girl! Ah, one's arriving in a girl's mouth!"

"Don't you like it?" Mike asked, sitting at the top of the bed, his legs either side of Elizabeth's head, his erect penis wet with her sex milk.

"I... I've never had a girl... oh, one's arriving again!"

"Suck this while she licks your cunt out!" Mike chuckled wickedly, offering her his swollen prick as she raised her head to observe him.

Opening her mouth, Elizabeth sucked Mike's ballooning knob inside, her tongue running over his salty glans, her taste buds alive with the heady blend of their mingled sex juices. Moaning through her nose, oscillating her head, repeatedly taking his purple globe to the back of her throat as her earth-shuddering climax rolled on, the exotic Princess Wannabe had truly found her Shangri-la.

Locked in the three-way coupling, she prayed for Mike to spill his wild seed and fill her gobbling mouth with his orgasmic fluid. Sucking and mouthing on his solid organ as her clitoris erupted within Trudie's hot mouth again, her naked body shuddering, she emitted a low moan through her nose as the sex-geyser jetted, filling her cheeks. Swallowing hard, taking Mike's knob between her lips and sweeping her tongue over his throbbing plum as he gasped his pleasure, she licked and sucked until she'd drained his rolling balls.
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