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      A Dark Comedy Biography (Sort Of) of Tarquin Archibold Barnaby Wilfred the Third

      

      “Born too ugly for the crown, raised too twisted for society.”
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      by Sir Reginald Bentinck-Fitzmaurice, OBE, Royal Literary Patron and Occasional Equerry to His Majesty

      It is with a mixture of profound trepidation, mild nausea, and the faint whiff of smelling salts that I, Sir Reginald Bentinck-Fitzmaurice – holder of the Order of the Bath (second class, naturally), former equerry to several corgis, and author of such esteemed volumes as The Etiquette of Tea: A Guide for Those Who Know Which Spoon Is Which – pen this foreword to the rather… extraordinary memoir you hold in your hands.

      One does not lightly associate oneself with a work penned by an individual who claims to have been discarded from the royal nursery like an unwanted fruity scone. Yet, in the spirit of modern inclusivity (a word that still gives one palpitations), His Majesty’s advisors deemed it prudent to acknowledge this… publication. After all, even the most wayward of tales can serve as a cautionary reminder of the importance of good breeding, symmetrical features, and never, ever, allowing the lower orders to discover the internet.

      Mr. Wilfred (or whatever his name is – one loses track of these things) presents a narrative that is, shall we say, robust in its language and decidedly economical with the truth. His assertions regarding certain familial habits – crisp banknotes, recreational substances, and the alleged aesthetic standards of the royal household – are, of course, the fevered imaginings of a mind clearly unburdened by either education or decorum. One can only assume the author mistook a particularly vivid dream for reality, possibly after consuming an undercooked Greggs product.

      Nevertheless, in these trying times when the very foundations of civility seem to wobble like an over-set jelly, there is perhaps a lesson here: even the most unfortunate of God’s creatures may find a voice, however grating. One applauds the author’s resilience, if not his prose, and trusts that readers will approach this volume with the sturdy constitution required to withstand its… earthy vigour.

      Should you feel faint, do please avail yourself of a stiff brandy and a lie-down. One always does.

      Yours in dutiful service,

      Sir Reginald Bentinck-Fitzmaurice, OBE

      Buckingham Palace
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      by Owen Croft (the scruffy northern git what wrote it)

      Look, I’m not Tarquin Archibold Barnaby Wilfred the Third. Thank fuck for that—I’ve got enough trouble with my own face without borrowing one that makes corgis dry-heave. I’m just Owen Croft, the daft sod from Mossley who spent decades scribbling depraved nonsense on lager-stained notepads and finally decided to inflict it on the world.

      This book is a biography, written more like an autobiography, sort of. More like a biography of a bloke who swears he’s a royal reject, told in his own foul-mouthed voice. Tarquin (or whatever his real name is) collared me in a pub one night, pissed as a newt, waving a carrier bag full of dog-eared notebooks and shouting, “Write this or I’ll haunt your dreams, you ugly bastard!” Reader, I am already haunted by my dreams, so I said yes.

      Everything in here came straight from his gob—via scribbled pages, drunken voice notes, and one memorable evening where he cried into a Greggs steak bake while dictating the OnlyFans chapter. I just tidied it up, stopped him libelling half the aristocracy (mostly), and tried to make the rope-snapping suicide attempt slightly less bleak. Failed on that last one.

      If you believe a single word of it, you’re as gullible as I am. If you don’t, you’re probably posh and already reaching for the smelling salts. Either way, enjoy the ride.

      No corgis were consulted. No royals were warned. And no, I’m not splitting the royalties with Tarquin—he spent his advance on lager and a new slingshot for pigeon warfare.

      Right, that’s enough from me. Over to the hideous goblin himself.

      Owen Croft

      Somewhere damp, Mossley
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      In the gilded sewer that is the British royal family, where secrets are buried deeper than corgi shit in the Balmoral gardens and scandals are snorted through crisp fifty-pound notes like royal breakfast, one child was deemed too hideous to keep.

      Me.

      Tarquin Archibold Barnaby Wilfred the Third.

      Abandoned at birth because my face looked like God had taken a dump and then tried to sculpt it into a human using only his elbows. The midwife screamed. The Queen retched. The corgis backed away whimpering. And that was that – bundled into a black bin-liner and dumped on the steps of a Barnsley orphanage with a note that read: “Return to sender – too fucking ugly.”

      They say every family has its black sheep. I was the entire slaughterhouse.

      This is not a fairy tale. There’s no handsome prince, no glass slipper, no happy ending with a princess who sees past the monstrous exterior. This is the story of what happens when the monster wins – not by becoming beautiful, but by embracing the filth, the ugliness, the sheer bastardy of survival.

      From orphanage beatings to council estate hustles, from mopping jizz in nightclub bogs to failed OnlyFans wanks in a royal-crested sock, from royal lookalike disasters to rock-bottom suicide attempts thwarted by my own repellent face – this is the unvarnished, unapologetic chronicle of a life rejected by the palace and embraced by the gutter.

      It’s dark. It’s twisted. It’s filthy as a royal secret.

      And it’s all true.

      Well, mostly.

      The names have been changed to protect the guilty (and the inbred). The events are real enough to make you wince, laugh, and question why you’re reading this instead of something uplifting.

      So pull up a stained chair, crack open something cheap and warm, and join me – Tarquin the Third, the royal the palace couldn’t stomach, the peasant who became king of the scum.

      Forget the horse head. Meet the face even the corgis wouldn’t lick.

      Tarquin Archibold Barnaby Wilfred the Third

      (The one they didn’t want. The one you can’t forget.)
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      This book is pure fiction – a twisted, filthy figment of a deranged mind that really ought to get out more.

      Every character, event, location, royal rejection, corgi hair theft, nightclub jizz-mopping session, OnlyFans sock-wank, Greggs crying, and lighter-fluid swig is entirely made up. Any resemblance to actual persons, living, dead, dying, or somewhere in the miserable middle, is purely coincidental and probably says more about you than it does about me.

      No royals were harmed (or even mildly inconvenienced) in the writing of this bollocks. No corgis were consulted. No Greggs pasties were wasted (though several were dreamed about).

      If you recognise yourself in these pages, put the book down, step away from the mirror, and seek immediate professional help.

      The author, the publisher, and even the printer’s dog accept no responsibility for therapy bills, bruised egos, involuntary laughter, or sudden urges to cry in a bakery queue.

      You’ve been warned, ya filthy animal.

      Now turn the page – if you dare.
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