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Naked Girls

I don’t know that much about naked girls generally. You see I’'m not one of those myself. And so,
as you can imagine, I did have a few problems when a number of them started to disorganise my
hotel.

Perhaps I should explain myself a little. You see, the girls weren’t actually in my hotel; they were
across the street. But unfortunately their showering-room was at the same height as the windows of
my main bar. And, of course, my drinking guests could all see directly into the ladies’” bathroom.
Well, as you would expect any proprietor to do: When I noticed the first commotion of tipsy
gentlemen pointing through my windows, I took myself off to see what had caused so much fuss.
And, you’ll understand my dismay, when I caught sight of a bare, young female in the room across
the causeway, in the midst of her ablutions.

Post haste, I set off across the street to register my objections.

“You can’t go around being naked,” I said. “You never know who might see!”

One young woman, I later found out that her name was Carol, invited me inside the house.

“I can’t stop,” I explained. “I’ve got a hotel to run. But please would you instruct your friends to
put some clothes on?”

Carol had a winning smile.

“I’ll take care of it, right away,” she said. “Are you sure you won’t come in?”

I didn’t quite understand why the young damsel was re-inviting me, when I’d made it perfectly
plain that I was busy. I didn’t answer her question. And I hurried back to see my guests.

By the time I reached my lounge bar, even some of my staff had taken to gawping through the
window. One customer had even tucked himself in on the wrong side of the counter, and, was not
only preparing drinks for himself, but for everybody else as well.

I shooed the bar-staff back to their positions. I would have liked to take some firmer action with
them. But, it was rapidly becoming clear to me that I would need every worker that I had.

I knew a police sergeant. He was actually my ex-brother-in-law, but that’s another story. I was
desperate by that stage. So I called him on the phone.

“Carl,” I said. “These women are naked. Isn’t there something you can do?”

“Like what?”” Carl replied. “I don’t think I’ve got any clothes which would fit them.”

“Well,” I urged. “Can’t you cover them up, or take them away, or caution them, or something?”

“Are they in a public place?” Catl asked.

“No,” I admitted.

“And, are they looking at you, or are you looking in on them?”

At that point I struggled. My former brother-in-law was clearly not prepared to offer me the help
that I needed.

I once tried drawing the lounge curtains. But that did rather make the room look as though it was
being used to host a wake. And, in any case, my guests took to assembling in one corner, and lifting
up the drapes, so that they could peer out underneath.

I was at that point that Carol appeared in our doorway. She was perfectly well dressed. And 1
must say, she even looked rather chic. I was the only person who recognised her. All the men in my
bar looked chastened. And they hastily retook their seats.

“Isn’t it rather dark in here?” Carol said, flicking her head towards my curtains. “Why don’t you
let a little light in?”

“Now’s not a good time for that,” I cautioned. “What can I offer you to drink?”

“Yes!” a chorus of men chimed in. “Why don’t you let a little light in?”’

I’'m I realist, you know? I knew that I was beaten.

“OK,” I said. “What the hell? What harm can it possibly do, that hasn’t already been done?”
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And so I crossed the floor and pulled back my heavy curtains.

Now there wasn’t only one naked girl across the way. There were several of them.

“It’s not a drink that I need,” said Carol. “What I really need are naked men.”

“I’ll go!” one of my customers volunteered.

“Me too!” said another.

And, within no time at all, my bar was completely empty. Minutes later I watched the men
appearing across the way. I saw one of them lifting his pullover off. And then Carol drew her
blinds. That’s odd. I thought. I wonder why she couldn’t have done that earlier. I scratched my
head. And then I set to straightening out the room.

By midnight none of my guests had returned. I started to get a little worried. I told myself that if
they hadn’t made it back in half an hour I’d go and have a look. Thirty minutes later they still
weren’t back. I pulled my jacket on.

Carol’s door was open. I pushed it. The house was silent.

“Carol?” I called. “Carol, where are you?”

Still I heard nothing.

At least I ventured into the showering room. And there, on rows of long benches, covered from
head to foot in paint, I found all my naked customers.

“Mmmmm, mmmm!” one said.

“What?” I replied.

“Mmmmm, mmmmm, mmmm. Uuuu, mmm!”

It wasn’t long before I realised that the poor man couldn’t move at all. It took me and my ex-
brother-in-law several hours to clean the men up and un-glue them from the benches.

“What the hell were you doing?” Carl asked.

“The naked women said that it was art!” one victim replied.

“Art?” Carl snorted. “Con-art, more like! What have you done with all your clothes?”

“Well, that’s the thing!” the naked hotel guest replied. ““The women said that our clothes would
spoil the picture. So, while they were covering us with paint they took our clothes next door.”

In the end I was eternally grateful that I’d kept all my staff that night. They ferried sheets and
blankets over, so that we could wrap all Carol’s victims up and transport them back to my hotel.

And, that’s the story of how I came to be sitting among a dozen or so fleeced men, in a hotel bar, in
the early hours of the morning.

“Give me a list of what’s been taken,” Catl ordered.

Carl’s inventory was impressive. We had managed to lose a small fleet of cars, a dozen wallets
and four solid gold watches.

“Next time you see naked women across the street,” Carl told my customers. “Be good men,
and close the curtains!”
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Thrillers by Patrick Mackeown - available from www.bookscape.co.uk

Mutilation Murders

The torso of a black child has been discovered in London’s Kensington Gardens. Detective Chief
Inspector Hawthorne and his men quickly discover that the boy was a victim of a ritualistic killing.
At Heathrow airport a second child, Jubulani, and his mother disembark from their plane. On his
arrival in London Jubulani is kidnapped. A Ju Ju witchdoctor in South London is preparing the new
child, Jubulani, to be sacrificed. Hawthorne is racing against time to save the boy.

Midwinter’s Children
Georg, a nine-year-old street child, has been captured by human traffickers from Moscow and is

about to be sold to a child pornography ring in Amsterdam. Detective Chief Inspector Hawthorne,
from Suffolk CID, is on the case...

The Black Daimler

Nexus, a London-based Chinese dissident, learns that his friend was found with an axe embedded
in his head. As more of his politically active associates die, he becomes involved in a frantic struggle
to understand and defeat the threat to himself and his organisation.

The Expendability Doctrine

Oil tycoon Keith Connors is found dead in the garden of his villa; undoubtedly the work of a pro.
His ex-wife flees to Libya, where she is linked to the brutal murder of the White House Trade
Representative. In his investigations, Inspector Hawthorne discovers a sinister web of treachery and
greed in the international oil business.

The Devil’s Brothers

Catherine Bronston, a fifteen-year-old girl, is snatched outside her local swimming pool. The
kidnappers, ruthless Albanian mafiosi, issue a ransom demand containing dismembered body parts.
Catherine’s father fears that the ongoing police investigation could reduce the possibility of her
being found alive.

Sign up to the Bookscape Newsletter at www.bookscape.co.uk to be the first to learn
about Patrick Mackeown’s latest work, including thrillers in the style of Dan Brown.
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