
VAMPIRE MIDWIVES

Sex, Violence & Warm Straight-Jackets


Table of Contents

Title Page

Stan Arnold

Novels by Stan Arnold | They Win. You Lose.

Daring Dooz

Sea View Babylon

Vampire Midwives

Botox Boulevard

Papa Ratzy

Thunderbald

Farewell My Ugly

To my wife, Dee

VAMPIRE MIDWIVES

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

41

42

43

44

45

46

47

48

49

50

51

52

53

54

55

56

57

58

59

60

61

62

63

64

65

66

67

68

69

70

THE END

BOTOX BOULEVARD

1

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Stan Arnold





[image: image]


Copyright © Stan Arnold 2014

ASIN: B00JQTFW0O

Stan Arnold has asserted his right under the Copyright Designs and Patents Act, 1988 to be identified as the author of this work. This novel is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely co-incidental.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Novels by Stan Arnold


They Win. You Lose.

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & Songs from the Shows

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Daring Dooz

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & Useful Household Cleaning Tips

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Sea View Babylon

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & Spanish Verb Conjugation

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Vampire Midwives

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & Warm Straight-Jackets

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Botox Boulevard

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & The Art of Geranium Maintenance

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Papa Ratzy

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & Straddled Chainsaws

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Thunderbald

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & Feminine Sensibilities

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Farewell My Ugly

[image: image]


Sex, Violence & Not So Safe Spaces

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

To my wife, Dee


[image: image]


Who supported me non-stop, while enduring countless hours acting as a soundboard for my character and plot ideas late into the night at the Tipico Canario restaurant, Playa Blanca, Lanzarote.

And for coming up with some hilarious phrases which, needless to say, were immediately filched and inserted into the books.
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Michael Selwyn Barton and James Redfern Chartwell walked slowly round the old, green leather-topped desk and stared at the package. A few minutes earlier, there’d been a knock at the door of Implosion Productions, their highly unsuccessful corporate video production company, in the heart of London’s Soho. The knock was followed by the sound of scampering feet on the corridor’s linoleum.

When Mick opened the door, there was a parcel - a cube, about a foot square. 

The wrapping paper was black with gold hieroglyphics, and when he bent down to see if it was ticking, he detected a distinct aroma of garlic with just a hint of cordite. Someone had drawn a chalk circle around it.

A label on the parcel said, ‘Open Now - or the spirits will be angry!’

Instead of doing something sensible like calling the fire brigade or the local anti-terrorist squad, Mick picked up the parcel, gave it a good shake next to his ear, then placed it on the desk.

‘Go on,’ squawked Polly the parrot, ‘open the fucker!’

Mick and Jim, in a misguided flush of guilt, had rescued the foul-beaked Polly from the Sea View Guest House in Lanzarote, home to their recent uncalled-for adventures.

Polly had been taught his astounding range of shocking and extremely vulgar phrases by British holidaymakers in the Dead Duck beach bar, prior to his transfer to Sea View.

‘Did you hear that?’ said Jim. ‘It’s as though he knows what’s going on!’

‘Look,’ said Mick, ‘he’s just a bird. He has so many vile catchphrases, that, just occasionally, his obscenities match the moment. “Open the fucker”, if I remember correctly, was a delightful phrase he used to use when the waiter bought someone a can of beer. He could’ve said anything.’

‘What a pair of tits!’ squawked Polly.

‘There you are,’ said Mick, ‘there’s not a woman in the place.’

‘No,’ said Jim, ‘but he could be on about two gormless blokes walking round a table staring at a package.’

‘No chance, my old fruitette,’ said Mick. ‘If that parrot understands a single word we’re saying, I’ll eat the sandpaper from the bottom of his cage.’

‘I dunno,’ said Jim. ‘Back in Lanzarote, I asked him, “whose a clever boy, then?” And he said, “minus b, plus or minus the square root of b squared, minus 4ac, all over 2a”.’

‘So what,’ said Mick, ‘some drunken sod doing A-Level Maths spent quality time with him. But he could’ve just have easily replied, “Real Madrid have oral sex with alligators” or, “Barcelona shag hedgehogs”. You know what he’s like. Poor sod. Those holidaymakers kept feeding him lines, even when the filthometer went right off the scale.’

The argument remained unsettled as Jim gently slipped the cover over Polly’s cage. 

‘Thanks for nothing, tosspot,’ murmured Polly, as darkness descended.

They returned to the package.

‘You know,’ said Mick, ‘in situations like this, I always wonder what old Sherlock - Basil Rathbone to you and me - would do.’

‘Go on,’ said Jim, sensing some light relief.

‘First, he’d check the paper, then the string, then the note, the handwriting and the type of pen they’d used.’

‘At what do you - er - make of it, Holmes?’ said Jim in a reasonable impersonation of Nigel Bruce’s Dr Watson.

‘It was sent by a merchant seaman,’ said Mick, pacing the floor and puffing on an imaginary briar, ‘who had a serious leg injury, when he was twelve. He now smokes roll-up cigarettes and plays the accordion.’

‘Then there’s a knock on the door,’ said Jim, ‘and when Holmes opens it, there’s Mrs Hudson with “a gentleman to see you, sir.” And it’s a merchant seaman with a limp, a roll-up behind his ear and an accordion case slung over his shoulder.’

‘Well, if I was really going to do a Sherlock,’ said Mick, ‘those hieroglyphics look a bit magical to me, so I reckon the man arriving at our door in a few moments will be dressed in a black cloak with gold symbols and a black, pointed hat. And he’d have a long, grey beard and gold-rimmed spectacles.’ 

‘That’s bloody Dumbledore, you cretin!’

Before the argument could descend to below playground level, there was a real knock on the door.

Unfortunately, there was no time for Jim to set up a bet.

When Mick opened the door, much to Jim’s satisfaction, there wasn’t a wizard in sight.

However, the man standing on the mat was impressive. He was about fifty years old and had a confident look about him. 

The lightweight tweed suit with matching waistcoat was classic Savile Row bespoke. Accessories included a fob watch with a gold chain and a yellow silk paisley handkerchief in his top pocket. 

His brogues were hand-made. His grey hair was brushed back tight to his head, in an ex-military style. His eyes were dark brown and looked as if they’d been specially chosen to complement his suit and tie, although Mick suspected it was the other way round. 

‘Awfully sorry to bother you,’ said the man, and handed Mick his card, ‘but I wondered if I could have a word?’

Mick looked down. The card said - Lord Polo Wurstley, 5th Baron Yaxley. There was a heraldic crest and full contact details - Yaxley Hall, Grillmoor Risling, Yorkshire.

‘Yes, of course, come in,’ said Mick, who was only used to answering the door to milkmen demanding payment, or Big Issue sellers who’d come in from the cold.

Mick handed Lord Wurstley an Implosion Productions card. It had both their names on it, and a logo that looked like something you might find splattered up the wall of a Soho pub on a Saturday night - hopefully on the outside. 

Nevertheless, Mick’s ‘They Win. You Lose.’ approach to life - that everything is going to be crap, so expect it, and don’t freak out when it happens, kicked in, albeit in a small way.

‘Do have a seat,’ he said, pointing rather too flamboyantly at the spare office armchair.

Mick made a mental note to thank Mrs Hathaway, their svelte, sixty-year-old, cleaning lady, who doubled as an internationally acclaimed street-fighter and dangerous sports exponent, for removing the curry stains and tomato soup splashes.

Nevertheless, the chair was threadbare, with tufts of rather pubic-looking horsehair sticking out at different angles.

‘Sorry about the chair, we’re having the office completely refurbished, and one can’t get tradesmen to deliver to Soho, for love nor money. Absolute bore, what!’

Jim was wondering what this obsequiousness was all about, when Mick handed him the card. 

It obviously made an impression. The way Jim asked if Lord Wurstley would he like a cup of coffee, had a deferential ring that one would only expect to hear at high altar in the Vatican, or perhaps when wind farm advocates were being interviewed on the BBC.

Beverages supplied, they sat down.

‘By the way,’ said Lord Wurstley, ‘call me Polo, everybody else does!’ 

‘I’ll get straight to the point, if that’s OK?’

They nodded.

‘I don’t want to cause any upset, but I felt I had to come and see you, because I believe you may be in a certain amount of danger.’

He took a sip of coffee.

Mick and Jim agitated their cups in their saucers, but only slightly.

‘I see on your rather charming desk there, that you’ve recently received a parcel, which, to say the least, is somewhat unconventional. I also noticed a chalk circle on your doormat, and guess the parcel was placed in its centre.’

‘Yes,’ said Mick.

‘This confirms my suspicions,’ said Polo.

Jim was looking worried. He’d had enough of being shot at, threatened with assassination, attacked by wild animals, dodging MiG fighters and coping with alien abductions. All he wanted was a quiet life, with the emphasis on life.

‘We’ve just got back from a dangerous mission with MI11,’ he said. ‘This isn’t good news. I mean - is it connected with like, you know, espionage - spies, and all that?’

‘Not at all,’ said Lord Wurstley, ‘I’m afraid to say, it could be far worse.’

‘Look, Polo,’ said Mick. ‘You can be straight with us. But remember, after what we’ve just been through, we’re feeling very vulnerable - like a couple of empty wine glasses in Dame Nelly Melba’s bathroom.’

Lord Wurstley sat back with a grim smile, and placed his elbows just where the soup stains had been.

‘It’s something my family have coped with for many years. Centuries, in fact. The villagers used to say, “If thar’ be a Wurst, thar’s cursed”.’

He let the words sink in.

‘Now, I have contacts at the highest levels - people who know what’s really happening in our society - who’s calling the shots, and who knows what about whom. And I have to tell you that both your names are being mentioned in those circles.’

‘What I’m trying to say is, if strange things happen - any peculiar or disturbing events you can’t explain, or sinister, threatening telephone calls - absolutely anything at all - feel free to contact me, immediately.’

Mick and Jim’s faces had turned to what a Dulux paint catalogue would’ve probably listed as Ultra-Subdued Grey. 

Polo stood up and placed his coffee cup on the desk.

‘I know it’s not the best of news, but, at least, now you understand the situation, and you can be assured of my help at all times.’

They shook hands.

‘Unfortunately, I’ve got to go and grab a cab. There’s a vote in the House in half an hour - Land Reform Bill. Not my cup of tea, but then, you’ve got to show willing.’ 

He smiled. Mick and Jim sort of smiled back. Then he left.

As soon as the door closed, Mick and Jim looked at each other. 

‘Wouldn’t you bloody well know it! We’ve no sooner got the CIA, KGB, MI11 and Charlie Sumkins off our backs, and in strolls a Peer of the Realm to tell us we’re next in line to get shafted.’

Mick was unusually sensitive to Jim’s paranoia.

‘There were a lot of “coulds” and “possibles” - so maybe it’ll amount to nothing. And anyway, if anything a bit dodgy happens, we can give him a call. I definitely get the feeling he knows his onions.’

This seemed to lift Jim, a little. 

‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘I suppose you’re right. It’s funny how the upper crust have this air of calm, dependability - always in control, always being able to cope with anything.’

‘You’re right,’ said Mick. ‘Fretius notius! He’s got trust and old money written all over him. I think he’s a decent chap. It’s about time we had someone like him in our corner.’ 

And with that, they snuggled down into their armchairs and finished their nice hot drinks.

As soon as he was back in the corridor, Lord Polo Wurstley, 5th Baron Yaxley, loosened his tie, pulled it up to his forehead, then rotated and re-tightened it so it made a bandana.

He started off down the corridor doing a one-man conga. After a few steps, he took out his yo-yo and did Walking the Dog, Round the World and Jamaican Flag, before flinging his back against the wall. He stretched his arms out on either side, with his palms to the woodchip. Then began to slide carefully along towards the stairwell, looking furtively from left to right.

His first unsupervised day out from the secure unit had been a lot of fun, but he had to be careful. The Yo-Yo Police were everywhere. 
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Illuminated by the light of a full moon, Lady Cordelia Wurstley walked slowly along the ancient battlements of Yaxley Hall and pondered. As she was a domineering, self-centred, conceited, old dragon, pondering was not, normally, something she spent much time on.

However, tonight, she looked out across the moors, where moonlight reflecting off the dew created a never-ending, silver blanket. In the middle distance, she could see a few lights twinkling in the small village of Grillmoor Risling, where the ordinary people lived.

The night was still and the air was fresh. It was a good night for pondering, although that might well depend on what you’d chosen to ponder.

In Lady Cordelia’s case, her deep thoughts concerned the uncertain future of Yaxley Hall. This was strange; because ‘uncertainty’ was something you’d never normally associate with the place. It had an unswerving air of permanence, and with good reason. 

There had been a building of sorts on the site since the Doomsday Book, which recorded a moderately sized cowshed belonging to one Bognor Scrope. Much later, in 1282, a castle keep was built on the site by Gregory the Imbiber. 

This was an unfortunate initiative, really, as Edward I had asked him to build the keep in North Wales. But because of his prodigious mead intake and inability to read maps, he’d started laying the foundations at Grillmoor Risling, rather than Prestatyn. 

Any peasant or stonemason who pointed out the ninety-mile discrepancy was dealt with severely. Usually, this meant being flogged to death, by way of providing a little light entertainment, mid-way through one of the many alcohol-fuelled feasts Gregory held for himself and the young girls of the village.

Communications in those days were poor, and the keep was built and fully operational by the time Edward I found out about its location. Following Gregory’s presentation of the construction bill and his immediate execution in the Tower of London, the keep could’ve fallen into disrepair had it not been for the fact that Edward II found it a good place to store mistresses. 

Over the years, the fortunes of the keep waxed and waned in tandem with those of British monarchs, noblemen, landowners and clergy. Yaxley changed hands many times, but, all in all, it didn’t do badly. 

Substantial, if rather prosaic, outhouses were added, along with a bailey. Later, a moat was dug with its own portcullis and drawbridge. Yaxley gradually morphed from a keep into a castle. 

The walls became steeper, higher and more foreboding, and the corner towers had arrow slits added, along with places where boiling oil could be poured onto attacking Welsh rebels. Strange to relate, the Welsh never attacked.

There were further additions - two strange 15th-century gothic arches spanning the courtyard, which seemed to have no use whatsoever, and, in Regency times, Brighton Pavilion-style onion domes were inexpertly added to some of the towers. 

In the late 19th century, the castle was purchased by a family of shipbuilders from Newcastle who fancied playing at Lord of the Manor and District. They disliked the name Yaxley Castle and preferred Yaxley Hall. Castle had such a frightfully brutish ring. 

So the shipbuilders set about using their enormous wealth to augment the castle’s confused outlines with a highly ornate front elevation, which, as people rode in from Grillmoor Risling, gave the appearance of a prosperous Victorian gentleman’s country residence. Much more refined.

In the 1920s, Richard, the Wurstley family’s banished idiot, discovered a number of diamond mines in South Africa. He eventually returned to his native Yorkshire, and, having far more money than sense, bought Yaxley Hall at a highly inflated price, a few months before the start of the great depression. It had remained in the Wurstley family, whether they liked it or not, ever since.

Yaxley Hall’s strange convoluted juxtaposition of styles had survived into the 21st century. This gave the edifice a certain degree of notoriety in professional circles. Readers of the internationally acclaimed magazine, Architectural Travesties, awarded it second place in their Historic UK Buildings We Would Like To See Flattened poll. Yaxley Hall was only topped by Soho’s infamous Lanzarote Lizard Lounge.

Lady Cordelia was aware she owned a ludicrously expensive-to-maintain dog’s dinner. But her attachment was unshakable. 

She had an aggressive, almost maternal affinity with the architecture of Gregory the Imbiber and, in particular, the battlements. She felt at one with the old stonework - it was solid, intimidating and built to last. Just like her.

The only thing she was, that Yaxley wasn’t, was voluptuous. In fact, she occasionally admitted to herself that she fell into the category of ultra-voluptuous - or as medical practitioners would insist on calling it, morbidly obese. 

She looked out across the moors and did some more pondering. There were threats to the security of Yaxley Hall, not to mention her tenure - and they were growing. 

And there was an additional problem - her one emotional weakness - her dear darling nephew, Polo. He should be here in Yaxley. She should be looking after him. She should be his pillar of strength as he gradually returned to a normal, happy life. She needed a plan, which, no doubt, would have to be devious in the extreme.

Just as she was winding herself up into as devious a planning mode as possible, she heard footsteps. She turned.

It was the family chauffeur, Thompson.

He was incredibly handsome with a muscular build, dressed in a well-cut chauffer’s outfit, circa 1930 - side-buttoned black jacket, black trousers, shiny black riding boots, black gloves and a black peaked cap.

‘Ah! There you are, madam,’ he said with a slight frown. ‘I expected to find you down in the courtyard. It can be very dangerous up here.’ 

And that was true. There was an unprotected, forty-foot drop down to Gregory the Imbiber’s uneven flagstones.

‘Thank you, Thompson, but I’m quite happy here.’

‘I think it would be better if you came back with me, madam.’

‘I said, I’m quite happy here, thank you, Thompson.’

Thompson put his hand into his jacket and pulled out a revolver. It glinted unpleasantly in the moonlight. This time he was more insistent.

‘I think it would be best, madam, if you came back with me.’

Lady Cordelia gave him a hard look, then her face relaxed.

‘Oh, alright,’ she said, looking out over the moors, ‘we don’t want that thing to go off bang and frighten the pheasants, do we?’

Just as Thompson thought this was going to be easier than usual, everything changed. She swirled around and began snarling at him. Her eyes were wild. She bared her teeth and began clawing the night air. Thompson stepped back. She threw herself onto the crenulations and began to salivate feverishly over the stonework, stopping only to throw back her head and let out a series of blood-curdling screams.

In the distance, the twinkling lights of Grillmoor Risling increased in number. 

‘I think a gunshot would’ve disturbed the birds rather less,’ said Thompson, coolly, still pointing the gun at her. 

Lady Cordelia stood upright, tossed her head back defiantly, breathed in heavily through her nostrils, then brushed past him.

‘And madam?’

She turned. ‘Yes?’

‘I’ve said before, that, whenever you break out of your cell, it’s best to put on some clothes.’

‘Oh,’ she said, playfully slapping his shoulder, ‘you’re such a fuss-pot.’

She walked slowly in front of him, back along the battlements and off up to her cell in the watchtower.

No words were spoken until they’d climbed the stone spiral staircase and were outside her cell door.

‘One more thing, madam?’

‘Yes, Thompson?’

‘I hope you don’t think it’s presumptuous of me, but, I’m all too aware of how easy it is to catch a chill at this time of night, so I’ve taken the liberty of warming your straight-jacket.’
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‘By the stubble on my inner left thigh, I’d definitely swear this place is haunted,’ said Mick. He sat back in the office armchair and stirred his morning mug of coffee, totally oblivious to Jim’s mounting paranoia.

‘I think we should call Polo,’ said Jim, pacing nervously up and down between the office door and its semi-circular, floor-to-ceiling window. 

Despite having lots of money from their Amazon exploits, Mick and Jim were finding it hard to break the habit of sleeping in their office. So they’d had round-the-clock experience of recent inexplicable events.

Jim listed his concerns. 

‘Bangs in the night. Knocks on the door, with no one there. Mystery breather telephone calls. Tapping on the window at 2 am. And things moving about on their own. As I was getting into my hammock last night, I saw the Yellow Pages sliding about on my desk.’ 

Mick wasn’t too perturbed about the moving Yellow Pages, even though it sounded the strangest of Jim’s worries. This was because when they returned from an evening’s light entertainment at the Lanzarote Lizard Lounge - Triple L to the patrons - things had always tended to move around of their own accord. Last night, this had been particularly true of the office door keyhole, which had avoided his key for a good ten minutes.

‘Look, my old festering fundoshi, Lord Polo is a busy man, and I don’t think he’d appreciate being asked to help with a vague list of our alcohol-fuelled hallucinations.’

‘So what are we going to do?’ groaned Jim. ‘It’s driving me nuts.’

Mick looked across the room with a specially selected, highly irritating, supercilious expression.

‘James, my old chummy, chum, chum. Rest assured. Your nuts are safe in my hands. Would it surprise you, if I told you that Michael Selwyn Barton, your much maligned and abused co-director, protector, guardian, spiritual advisor and bail provider already has a superb plan - all set up and ready to go.’
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‘Well don’t bleeding well blame me,’ muttered Mick, ‘I never said the idea was fool-proof.’

‘We’ve sat up for two whole nights,’ moaned Jim. ‘I’m bloody knackered. And what’ve we seen? Sod - fucking - all.’

‘James, my long-time best friend and colleague,’ said Mick, calmly, ‘this is not the time for potty-mouthed invective. You could’ve easily said, “And what’ve we seen? Absolutely nothing.” That would’ve been quite adequate.’

He paused for a second to let the rebuke sink in, before continuing. ‘And anyway, where’s the fucking cocoa?’

Ten seconds later, the cocoa arrived on either side of Mrs Atkins’ enormous breasts.

‘There you are, gentlemen, Dolly’s finest at your disposal, plus two mugs of cocoa.’

She gently pushed Mick and Jim apart with her substantial attributes. Recently applied eau de toilette splashed liberally on her cleavage caused her breasts to shimmer luridly in the sodium streetlights, but Mick and Jim were oblivious.

Their hands reached out tentatively for their mugs, while their eyes stayed firmly glued to their recently purchased night-vision binoculars, which, in turn, stayed firmly glued on the windows of Implosion Productions’ office on the other side of Greek Street. 

Dolly decided the chance of any meaningful action was zero, so she moved on to deliver more cocoa to the room along the corridor, where, who knows, the pickings might be more forthcoming.

*
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For a considerable number of men in the world, Dolly Atkins, owner of the Bio-Diverse Society Motel, would be the perfect woman, at least for a day or two. For a start, she was buxom. In fact, she was buxom all over. She had a buxom double chin, buxom arms and buxom legs, buxom knees and buxom ankles.

The really nice thing about Dolly was that the only thing she thought about was sex. And she didn’t mind who knew it. Her conversations with guests, suppliers, traffic wardens, licensing magistrates, buskers and hotel inspectors from the council was full of rather jolly sexual innuendo and suggestive comments. 

The Bio-Diverse Society Motel, with its capacious underground car park, was extremely successful, but it hadn’t always been so. 

Five years previously, it’d been bought by a Green Party councillor from Brighton and given a name he hoped would attract what he wrongly assumed would be environmentally aware visitors to Soho’s strip clubs, seedy bars, clip joints and sex shops. 

The motel’s rapid demise was hastened by his promotion of an invigorating environmentalists’ planet-saving breakfast consisting of tofu, soaked lentil puree and camels’ milk.

A broken man, he had to sell the motel at well under market value to would-be landlady and recent national lottery winner, Dolly Atkins. Under her inexpert management, the occupancy rate had risen from around three per cent to 97 per cent.

This phenomenal success was due in no small way to Kirkwall Kenny, whose only previous gainful employment had consisted of wiring up bombs - none of which came anywhere near exploding - on behalf of the Orkney Liberation Front.

When the other member of the Front left to open a chip shop in Dumfries, Kenny put his past behind him and hitch-hiked down to London. He met Dolly in the Lanzarote Lizard Lounge and, after a brief romance lasting just under twenty-four hours, she hired him and his electrical expertise to produce a new sign for the motel.

The previous sign had been hand made, using reclaimed timber from sustainable forests treated with non-toxic preservatives. The motel name was added in low-volatile, organic-compound, water-based paints. 

While extremely environmentally sound, the sign immediately started to suffer from Soho’s noxious car fumes and chemically infused rainfall. The paint disappeared within a week, and what was left of the carefully crafted sign was assumed by members of the public to be a strange, rotten, architectural anomaly, which the ever-vigilant Soho Civic Society would soon remove for permanent disposal.

When she purchased the motel, Dolly had decided to keep the name, as it was featured on all the notepaper and in local directories, but Kenny’s commission was to produce something that would really get noticed in the street - something big, red and neon.

Three weeks later, the new sign was up and running. For a week, it worked perfectly, and occupancy rates remained at their previous dismal levels. 

Then, one night, Kenny’s boundless capacity for technical ineptitude kicked in. There was a colossal bang and a bright orange flash, followed by a dramatic shower of sparks, as part of the sign burnt out completely. 

This was both bad news and good news. Bad news because no hotelier likes to have a sign where letters in the hotel name are no longer visible. Good news because only the upper case letters were left illuminated - BDSM. 

Following the electrical malfunction, Dolly was surprised and delighted to see occupancy rates go through the roof.

Of course, there were complaints from the initial patrons who expected a little more than clean sheets, fluffy white towels and a hearty full English. 

But Dolly wasn’t going to let this opportunity slip away. She hadn’t put all that effort into winning the lottery for nothing. And anyway, she found she quite fancied doling out a bit of slap and tickle - or in this case, spank and thrash. 

Within weeks, she’d read everything she could on the BDSM scene, bought all the equipment from the local sex shops, and converted one of the motel’s massive cellars into a soundproof dungeon - Mistress Dolly’s Hall of Pain.
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Mick and Jim knew all about pain. They’d been resting their elbows on the table by the window for about five hours. Skin was raw and tempers were fraying.

‘That’s it,’ said Jim, putting his binoculars down. ‘I’ve had enough. This is a complete waste of time. If the office is haunted, let’s just sell it and get one
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