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    My First Interview with Dr. Elon Sørensen 
 
      
 
    L.E. Just so you know, we are recording.  
 
    E.S. Thank you.  
 
    L.E. Margaret, please note the following at the beginning of the typed transcript. This is the first of four interviews I will be conducting with Dr. Elon Sørensen, Professor of Philosophy at University College London and lifelong friend of Lord Harklon. He is also the father of Anna Sørensen who is the wife of Lord James Adair, eldest son and heir of Lord Harklon. Please make note of date and time and make certain every page is marked one of four. Before we begin, is there anything you would like to ask me Dr. Sørensen?  
 
    E.S. I am curious to know why you agreed to participate in this project. I know full well that you write children’s books under a pseudonym. This seems a bit of a stretch for a woman whose last series of books was a runaway success with girls aged between seven and eleven. Writing about sex and prostitution isn’t precisely your thing. Whatever shall you do if your loyal fan base finds out you like to write about cock? Surely their mummies and daddies might find that objectionable.  
 
    L.E. You reached a moment in your life that you decided you needed to do something different. You returned to university and pursued your doctorate. Perhaps I’ve reached a point in my career that I need to do something that doesn’t involve fairy godmothers and wicked goblins.  
 
    E.S. Why this project? Why not go and write some dystopian vampires saving the world from the zombie apocalypse novel? Why write about Oliver?  
 
    L.S. Why not write about him? I started out as a ghostwriter. It’s something I know. It’s a good way to break out of the glitter encrusted ghetto of writing fairy princess chapter books for children.  I’m curious about him. I find his story interesting. Conducting interviews with you and the other people who are still living that he writes about in his memoirs is helping me to get a complete picture of that time.  
 
    E.S. The list grows shorter and shorter with every passing year. Tell me truthfully, how much luck are you having in getting the living to cooperate? I can’t imagine Mi Young would be quick to respond to your request.  
 
    L.E. She has agreed to speak to me as long as the strictest of confidence is maintained.  
 
    E.S. That is interesting and unexpected. What about Olga? She seems all gung-ho about this foolishness.   
 
    L.E. I’ve already interviewed her several times. 
 
    E.S. As sure as the sun rises, Olga will indulge Oliver in any way she possibly can. What about Gita?  
 
    L.E. She thinks it’s important Oliver tell his story. She’s very supportive.  
 
    E.S. Of course she is. Gita and Oliver are practically partners in crime. 
 
    L.E. But you are not so very supportive. 
 
    E.S. I understand that Oliver feels this pressing need to somehow make some universal ‘I was here’ statement before he breathes his last breath, but I truly am of two minds about supporting him in this.  
 
    L.E. Can I ask why? 
 
    E.S. You can always ask.  
 
    (long pause) 
 
    L.E. Why?  
 
    E.S. Because this isn’t just about him. Fine – if he wanted to write some blue novel about the year he spent fucking for cash, that’s his prerogative. But it’s more than that. He’s involving more people than just himself. He’s naming names. This involves my daughter and my son-in-law.  Anna is like me, live and let live, but James is taking all of this very hard. I can’t help but to feel for him.  
 
    L.E. Are you bothered by the fact he wants to include his recollections the time you were lovers? 
 
    E.S. Not at all. We were lovers. This is a part of our history. What I would like is for it to not be only part of our history that is immortalized in his little tome.  We were lovers – fair enough. But more than that, Oliver Adair has been and will forever be the best friend I have ever had. I’m concerned that simple fact will get lost behind the lurid details of man on man sex. What I would like, if I had my way of it, would be for him to tell his story without the sex. Which is not possible I suppose. Anyhow.  
 
    L.E. I don’t think it would be possible. I’m trying my best not to put in sex for the sake of sex – a lot of it is important because a lot of it shaped him. Quite frankly, as disgusting as he was, The Baboon and his fetishes deserve to be described in as much detail in the final version as Oliver used in is diaries.  
 
    E.S. No matter. What is it you want from me? What can I tell you that you haven’t already learned from Oliver or his extensive journals that someone should have put a match to years ago? Small aside – it is extremely trying being best friends with someone that has an obsessive need to chronicle every fart and every drop of rain that falls as if he had OCD. 
 
    L.E. Noted.  
 
    E.S. You’re probably one of those diary keepers. Have you ever considered that by chronicling every moment that passes you are in effect altering the way in which you live your life?  
 
    L.E. Nope. Tell me about Oliver.  
 
    E.S. You’re going to need to be more specific. Fifty plus years of friendship covers a lot of territory.  
 
    L.E. Okay – if we go back to the beginning of the period of time he wants to cover in his memoirs, the two of you had a falling out over his decision to work for The Matchmaker.  
 
    E.S. A falling out? (laughter) Is that what we’re calling it? Very well. We had a falling out. Actually no. We did not have a falling out. That diminishes the impact of what happened. We had a misunderstanding predicated by my inability to see the whole of what he was facing at that moment rather than just my part in it. He was my best friend. I didn’t want him to sell his body when I had the means at my disposal to erase his burdens. I thought then the same as I think now – it was an idiotic decision. The danger he put himself at was enormous. As a general rule I do not ever regret the fact we were lovers except in this one instance. Had we not been lovers then he wouldn’t have felt that taking the money from me to manage his financial troubles was somehow putting him in a position where he had to continue to be physically intimate with me.  
 
    L.E. But if he hadn’t gone to work for The Matchmaker then he never would have met Gita or Olga and you for certain never would have met Roland.  
 
    E.S. You don’t know that. Nothing is certain. What is known is only that which has happened. Even that is distorted by how we remember it. We shape our own memoires to our liking. Part of me wonders if Oliver setting himself to this task isn’t his way of justifying what he did. Somehow making it noble.  
 
    L.E. He likes to think of it as his heroic quest.  
 
    E.S. (loud prolonged laughter) Yes! Yes he would. My dear Oliver. I’m having dinner with him tonight. I will make absolutely certain to give him no end of grief over that.  
 
    L.E. There are parallels between his journey and that of a heroic journey.  
 
    E.S. There are. But then again, we all live our lives as a sort of heroic journey. We travel from one challenge to the next. Oliver has had greater challenges in his life than most men. That is for certain. He has either been profoundly foolish or overwhelmingly brave depending on how one looks at the story of Oliver.  
 
    L.E. What do you think? Brave or foolish?  
 
    E.S. Neither. He is my friend. I don’t think of him in these terms.  
 
    L.E. How do you think of him? When you think back on that time, especially at the beginning what do you think of?  
 
    E.S. I remember how helpless I felt. How frustrated I was that for once he wasn’t just doing as I told him to do. I was jealous of what he was developing with Olga. I wanted to fall in love. I resented that. I wanted to be the one that was falling in love. Not that it isn’t wholly entertaining being a witness to Oliver falling in love. As long as one is smart enough to stay out of the fallout zone that is. I’ve been a witness to it three times. That’s what you should write about. The Outrageous Adventures of Ollie in Love.  
 
    L.E. What is Oliver like when he’s falling in love?  
 
    E.S. Now that is a question I can properly answer. Oliver is a force to be reckoned with when he’s in the grip of Eros. He is a supernova, a hurricane, a Black-Friday sale on electronics. Oliver is… (long pause) Oliver in love is Superman leaping tall buildings then crashing into low flying aircraft. Oliver in love is Batman whipping around corners in the Batmobile only to miscalculate his trajectory and wipe out a bunch of nuns waiting at a bus stop.  Oliver in love is… (long pause) it is heroic. He throws himself into the process of falling in love like a prima ballerina dedicates herself to learning every move to perfection when she is to play Giselle or Princess Aurora.  
 
    L.E. Was he like this with Olga?  
 
    E.S. No. Which made it all the more interesting to watch. He resisted his natural urge to charge in like some lovesick Lancelot and rescue her from her chosen fate. At this time he was still grieving for his father and his grandfather, he had yet to make peace with his mother, and he was still nursing a broken heart. That said Oliver tends to be a bit dramatic when it comes to wallowing in his own misery. He should have known that things were never really ever going to work out with the Swedish Princess. This was clear from the start. Not to be unkind, but she never had any intention of leaving her husband for Oliver. That was his own fantasy. Oliver was a bit of fun for her. As soon as the thrill of infidelity wore off, she was ready to move on. As for the Saudi Princess, that is a perfect illustration for how things go horribly wrong when Oliver falls crashingly in love.  
 
    L.E. She was the low flying aircraft and the bus stop full of nuns?  
 
    E.S. You are paying attention.  
 
    L.E. I am.  
 
    E.S. She was the low flying aircraft and the bus stop full of nuns. If it hadn’t been for her and her desire to get even with him for not loving her, then the proverbial shit probably wouldn’t have hit the fan. For certain the tabloids never would have gotten wind of the story. At least they wouldn’t have paid more attention to him than they normally did. But, as you have correctly pointed out, had it not been for that one thing setting in motion a chain of events, our lives probably would have been very different.  
 
    L.E. Care to speculate?  
 
    E.S. Whatever for?  
 
    L.E. Curiosity. My curiosity.  
 
    E.S. All-right. Let’s satisfy your curiosity with a bit of pointless speculation. Probably if Oliver hadn’t walked out on me that afternoon after he’d made the decision to work for The Matchmaker, I never would have come to the conclusion that we truly could only be friends. I might have eventually, but that was a bucket of ice-water on the head. I would very well have never met Roland. Without Roland I probably wouldn’t have made the decision to pursue my post graduate education. Without Roland I most definitely would never have been able to raise Anna. Poor girl would have suffered with just me as a parent.  
 
    L.E. Are you the fun parent?  
 
    E.S. Absolutely! Anna and I have always known who the real boss in the house is. It was never me.  That she has turned out so well is a testament to him and not to the double-whammy of bad genetics she received from me and her mother. Is this the moment when you’re going to ask me about Anna’s mother?  
 
    L.E. I’ll get there eventually. What I would like to know is more about your take on Oliver in the first weeks and months of his time with The Matchmaker and his relationship with Olga. Why do you think he didn’t try to – to quote you “to charge in like some lovesick Lancelot and rescue her from her chosen fate”.  
 
    E.S. He didn’t want to fall in love with her. He had learned his lesson about falling in love with the wrong woman from his experience with the Swedish Princess. He wasn’t going to make that mistake again. No – he was going to let The Matchmaker do her job and find him a rich wife. And to give her credit, she bloody well did just that.  
 
    L.E. Gita.  
 
    E.S. Gita.  
 
    L.E. Is there any one incident that sticks out at you as worth making a record of? I would like to explore what happened between Oliver and Olga in those months between the time they first met, they clearly developed feelings for each other, and The Matchmaker found Gita?  
 
    (long pause) 
 
    E.S. Let me think. (long pause) I think the moment I knew Oliver was falling in love with Olga was when I somehow managed to end up traveling to Russia with the two of them in the bloody middle of winter for Christmas. Something happened on that trip to both of them that changed the nature of their relationship.  
 
    L.E. Why did you go with them to Russia for Christmas?  
 
    E.S. Habit mostly. I’ve spent every Christmas with Oliver since we were a pair of very lonely schoolboys trying very hard to make certain the world knew it didn’t matter to us at all that our parents would rather do something else than try to make a family holiday with us. So I tagged along. Olga and I were becoming very good friends at this point. We bonded over our mutual irritation with Renata.  
 
    L.E. Tell me about Christmas in Russia.  
 
    E.S. Let’s see… it was a bitter cold winter’s day that Christmas eve when the ghost of my father came to me. He told that that I would be visited by three spirits during the course of one night. As the clock struck midnight…  
 
    L.E. Really?  
 
    E.S. The day we left London for St. Petersburg the snow was coming down in big wet flakes. It was bitter cold, the sky was gray as steel wool and I was convinced we would never get out. I’m Norwegian. I can read the snow as easily as I can read a book. For sure we were going to be late to the airport if we were to get there at all.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Statistically, the Biggest Travel Day of the Year 
 
      
 
    I stand outside of the house next to a taxi driver watching in no small amount of wonder as Olga tries to convince Oliver that she really cannot go to Russia for ten days then on to Switzerland where they had a booking over New Years without the six suitcases she insisted were absolutely necessary.  
 
    The two of them stand over the pile of luggage and argue in a never ending circuit that would only end either when a trained hostage negotiator arrived, or I took steps.  
 
    There really and truly was nothing she could live without in the six suitcases. 
 
    There had to be something she could give up.  He watched her pack. He knows perfectly well she has a suitcase with just boots. Not shoes and boots. Just boots.  
 
    Boots are very important. Boots matter. Has he never been to Switzerland before? How could he expect her to go to Switzerland without at least ten pairs of boots? As it was, she was sacrificing.  
 
    They were going to be in Switzerland for ten days. Does she truly need a different pair of boots each day? Might it not be just a touch possible she was exaggerating her needs just a pinch?  
 
    There really was nothing in the six suitcases she could live without. In fact, in the spirit of generosity and cooperation, she’d forgone a seventh suitcase and put some things in his suit bag.  
 
    There was no room in his suit bag.  
 
    She had to take a few things out to make room.  
 
    Like what?  
 
    Things he won’t need.  
 
    Such as?  
 
    Things he’s not going to need. Why didn’t he just let her pack for them the way she wanted to? Why does he always have to be so difficult? How can he expect her to coordinate them properly without making them look matchy-matchy if she can’t pick out his clothing?  
 
    It is at this point the taxi driver offers me a cigarette which I take. He asks me one question. Are they always like this?  
 
    Yes.  
 
    Does the bloke realize eventually the pretty lady is going to get what she wants?  
 
    Probably. He just enjoys living under the illusion he has some control left in his life.  
 
    Don’t we all?  
 
    This went on for at least twenty minutes as the meter clicked and the snow continued to fall. Finally I just called a halt to it.  
 
    Put the baggage in the car. Just put it in the car. We are leaving.  
 
    Olga smiles at me. How pretty she is in her mink coat and hat. Like a Russian Snow Queen. I honestly don’t know why Oliver bothered arguing with her about the luggage. I knew she was going to get what she wanted. The taxi driver knew she was going to get what she wanted. All of the curious passersby that stopped to look at the pretty lady in the fur coat argue with the handsome gentleman in the wool overcoat and fedora over her pile of luggage knew she was going to get what she wanted. It is the prerogative of the Olgas of this world to win these sorts of arguments and for the Olivers of this world to just simply accept the fact they have chosen to make their bed with a woman that needed six suitcases to go anywhere that involved at least one wardrobe change.  
 
    Somehow, Oliver, The Taxi Driver, and me managed to get all ten pieces of our luggage into the car as Olga sat in the back, her jewel case on her lap, her handbag at her feet, warming her hands and fiddling with her telephone. Miracle of Miracles, we made it to the airport in time to get Olga’s baggage checked and to our airplane while somehow managing to stop at a newsstand where no less than two dozen fashion and gossip magazines were purchased. Every magazine was absolutely necessary. There was no argument this time. We didn’t have the time for it. Oliver just tossed pound notes at the cashier before hustling Olga to the plane as the final boarding call was announced.  
 
    I sat across the aisle from the two of them as they cooed and mumbled sweet nothings too each other. Honestly it was nauseating.  At least I had Olga’s stack fashion and gossip magazines to keep me occupied. At some point during the three-and-a-half hour journey the two of them disappeared in the direction of the lavatories for what can only be described as an extended period of time. My keen powers of observation took note of the fact Oliver failed to tuck his shirt in properly and that Olga had that look on her face I have often observed on both women and men when they know they have the object of their desire conveniently wrapped around a finger.  
 
    I sat in my seat chuckling to myself as Olga fixed her lipstick.  
 
    Oliver stared at me. What? His practically insufferable sense of propriety begs to be poked at. 
 
    Nothing. Your shirt is untucked in the back.  
 
    He gets all fumbling and proper as he fixes his shirt.  
 
    Member of the mile high club are we?  
 
    Olga smiles at me. Oliver ignores me. The seat next to me is empty. Olga comes and joins me. I’m her sweetie, her darling, her favorite gayboy.  
 
    She leans into me and places her head on my shoulder. I’m gay so that makes me safe. This is why straight women love me. We flick through Italian Vogue together as Oliver falls asleep. I know the two of them worked into the wee hours of the morning. I try not to think about this choice Oliver made. I just hope he stays safe and ends his career before it either emotionally or physically damages him. I am eternally grateful to Olga. She watches over him better than I ever could.  
 
    I rub my cheek against her hair. Did she tucker him out?  
 
    She needed to do something to make him happy after the whole luggage thing. Why couldn’t he just do what she wanted? Life would be so much easier if he just did what she wanted.  
 
    Of course it would. But what fun would that be?  
 
    I do have a point.  
 
    She’d be bored in a day if he always gave in.  
 
    I am wise. Do I want to meet her friend Marcus? He plays polo and he’s from Texas.  
 
    Is he gay?  
 
    Yes.  
 
    Is he hot?  
 
    Yes. He’s a phenomenal lover.  
 
    I thought he was gay.  
 
    Last time she checked I was going to be a father in a few months. Not like I’d never been with a woman. Marcus is big into group sex. He’s been to a couple of The Matchmaker’s parties.  
 
    I want to meet him.  
 
    He’ll be at her father’s house for the wedding and the Christmas party. She’ll hook us up.   
 
    Do. Just out of curiosity, what did she take out of Oliver’s suitcase?  
 
    Nothing. She was just messing with him.  
 
    She truly is a very naughty girl.  
 
    He deserved it.  
 
    I kiss her on the forehead. Be nice to Oliver.  
 
    She’s very nice to Oliver. He’s her best friend.  
 
    I’m hurt. I thought I was her best friend.  
 
    Oliver is her best friend with green eyes. I am her best friend with blue eyes.  
 
    I can live with this.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Land of Rus 
 
      
 
    The plane descends through a frosty blue sky and lands without a bump. We move seamlessly from the airport, through baggage claim, customs and finally the terminal. In the terminal we are rushed by four young women. All beautiful. All wearing ruinously expensive fur coats. All distinctly similar to Olga in practically every way.  
 
    Oliver and I hang back.  
 
    He looks at me. Those must be the sisters.  
 
    Must be.  
 
    It’s not too late to get a hotel.  
 
    I’m not the one that has anything to worry about. I’m not the one fucking the Russian gangster’s daughter.  
 
    We aren’t exactly certain Olga’s father is a Russian gangster.  
 
    Aren’t we? I thought we’d pretty much agreed that any man who made a living doing a bit of this and a bit of that was probably a gangster.  
 
    Maybe staying at a hotel is a good idea. Just to be certain we’re not creating an inconvenience.  
 
    How very thoughtful of us.  
 
    We both watch as three men approach the group of young women. Three large men. I cannot be wholly certain without genetic sampling, but I am fairly certain one of them must be the missing link. He must be. It is the only way to explain the prominent brow ridge and the general meatiness of him. That or he’s a hockey player. The other of the two younger men is handsome, slim, and pretty much everything that makes my heart flutter.  
 
    Oliver looks at me again. You don’t suppose that one there is her father do you?  
 
    The Missing Link?  
 
    Sasquatch.  
 
    My eyes move to the eldest of the three. A man of perhaps fifty or slightly more wearing a fur coat and hat. He looked like a bear and the other two men were clearly deferential to him.  
 
    Yes. That would more than likely be the father.  
 
    I don’t recall Olga mentioning her father was a large man.  
 
    I’m just going to say here and now, that I am very happy it is you and not me that is sticking it to his daughter on a regular basis.  
 
    Why did I join them again?  
 
    I was invited. I’m Olga’s best friend with blue eyes.  
 
    The group can only ignore us for so long as they have their reunion. We are introduced to the sisters. Ana, Tatiana, Maria and Xenia. We are introduced to The Missing Link and Foxy. The Missing Link is for all intents and purposes, a henchman. Foxy, it turns out, is the very same Marcus Olga told me about in the airplane. Thank you Olga. I’m very interested indeed just as he is based on the looks I’m getting.  
 
    Sasquatch is in fact Olga’s father. I’m too busy being charming to give much thought to the fact Oliver is dancing from foot to foot under the withering gaze of Vladimir Lenin. Yes. Vladimir Lenin. He was even bald. If only he sported the same sort of Van Dyke the Russian Marxist revolutionary wore then he would truly be terrifying. I hope to get friendly enough to the man to suggest some facial hair.  
 
    I watched as one watches monkeys in a zoo as Olga introduced Oliver to her father and sisters. The girls looked ready to gobble him up. The father looked ready to devour him. I watched until I could take no more. Then I turned to Marcus.  
 
    So. Polo? Why?  
 
    Vladimir thinks it’s classy. He wants people to think he’s classy. He has his own polo team. It’s classy.  
 
    Is he classy?  
 
    Have I ever met anyone in my life that was classy that felt a need to prove they were?  
 
    I can’t be certain, but I think I fell in love at that moment.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Break in the Interview 
 
      
 
    L.E. Can I stop you?  
 
    E.S. Can I stop you from stopping me?  
 
    (Prolonged silence)   
 
    L.E. You met Marcus at the airport?  
 
    E.S. I met Marcus for the first time at the airport. He wore jeans, a heavy black waterproof coat, a marled gray ski cap, an atrocious orange scarf, and Sorel snow boots. He also needed a shave and a haircut. But then again he always did. Why?  
 
    L.E. Oliver writes in his memoirs that the first time he spoke with Marcus was at the cocktail party that evening.  
 
    E.S. This is a question I have been meaning to ask you. Clearly Oliver’s memory is failing him. Why are you relying on interviews with him to construct your opus?  
 
    L.E. I’m not relying on interviews with Oliver to construct my opus. Good word by the way. I am relying on interviews with everyone else that knew him at the time and his diaries.  
 
    E.S. Then why do you spend so much time speaking with him?  
 
    L.E. I enjoy his company. He’s charming and often very lucid when speaking of the past. Besides – I need the Countess’ cooperation. She has instructed me to involve him in the process. There really is no saying no to her.  
 
    E.S. No – there is not. Just as long as you are mindful that because Oliver recalls an event in a particular way or even recorded it in his musings, doesn’t necessarily mean what he recollects was as it happened.  Before you ask, I am quite certain. Marcus and I were lovers by the time the cocktail party started.  
 
    L.E. You work fast.  
 
    E.S. Marcus and I weren’t particularly known for our discretion. Marcus especially. He was the definitive man-whore. If you ever want to do a sequel there’s a story for you. The Disastrous Tale of a Doomed Love.   
 
    L.E. I’ll keep that in mind.  
 
    E.S. Lots of sex – you’d like that – swinging, some bondage, and lots of man on man fucking. You wouldn’t even have to bother with the emotional and psychological elements.  
 
    L.E. Because there weren’t any?  
 
    E.S. Because you’d never get me to talk.  
 
    L.E. That’s all right. I’m scheduled to fly to Argentina in two weeks to meet with Marcus myself.  
 
    E.S. Are you now? Whatever do you think he could add to the discussion?  
 
    L.E. Who knows? What I know is that he was a part of the story. 
 
    (Prolonged Silence)  
 
    L.E. I will tell you that his husband is very happy to have me visit. Charming man. But then again I suspect the man that got Marcus to finally settle down has to be very special. I’ve never been to the Andean foothills. I hear it’s supposed to be beautiful. Shall I give them your best?  
 
    E.S. Oh please do. Considering we haven’t spoken since we broke up that wouldn’t be awkward at all. But – I think we can safely say enough water has flowed under the bridge. Do tell him hello from me.  
 
    L.E. I will. So you met at the airport.  
 
    E.S. We met at the airport. We are taken in those obnoxious fossil fuel earth poisoning Humvee limousines to the house. At the time, Vladimir lived in a one-hundred-fifty year old petite palais which had once been owned by a member of the Romanov family. The place was positively cavernous. An inferno wouldn’t have warmed it. Oliver probably felt right at home. He was used to living in a home that would never be warm regardless of the exterior temperature.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The House That Vladimir Lenin Bought because it was Classy 
 
      
 
    We are dropped at the door to the home of Vladimir Lenin – Russian capitalist gangster who loved money and obvious signs of wealth the way a child loves toy shopping. If ever there was a man incorrectly named, it is Vladimir Lenin. We are ushered into this enormous home with its French façade and fading glory. The girls disappear. Marcus goes off with Vladimir. Something about horses. Vladimir turns us over to The Missing Link who turns us over to a butler. A very proper very English butler who I am fairly certain is not English. I’ve lived amongst the English for more than half of my life. There is a twang to his accent that doesn’t sound right to my ear. He addresses Oliver as ‘My Lord’ and is appropriately deferential. We are escorted through the house to what we were told was our bedroom.  
 
    I try to walk in step with the butler who moves exceptionally fast through the busy hallways of the house.  There is much ado occurring.  
 
    What does he mean share a bedroom?  
 
    Space is at a premium because of the holiday and the wedding. His instructions from Mr. Lenin are to put us together.  
 
    Oliver, who seemed to have more sway with the butler, points out the obvious. He expected to be bunking with Olga.  
 
    The butler doesn’t slow for a moment. Mr. Lenin was very clear. Us gentlemen would be sharing a room. If there is an issue, we are at our leisure to discuss it directly with Mr. Lenin.  
 
    Double white doors are flung open by the butler. We follow him in the bedroom. Our luggage has been left so we know we are in the right room.  
 
    My eyes are assaulted and my senses are punished. We have entered what could only be described as a girl’s bedroom as envisioned by someone on acid.  It is enormous. It is a cavern. It is the sum total of every dream every little girl ever had in what a bedroom should be. It is so incredibly pink.  
 
    It’s pink, Oliver gasps in horror. It’s all pink. It’s like being in a womb. A glittery, frosted womb.  
 
    Along one wall are five beds. Five girl beds made to look like Cinderella’s enchanted carriage. Five glimmering white and silver pumpkin carriage beds covered in a layer of cushions and stuffed toys.  
 
    The butler informs us it is girls’ bedroom.  
 
    No shit. Neither of us assumed we’d walked into the billiards room.  
 
    This is where we are staying.  
 
    Where are the girls? I ask the obvious question.  
 
    They have their own bedrooms now. Xenia, the youngest, moved out in anticipation of the room being needed for the guests. If we need anything (the butler points to a sparkling princess phone) just ask. Cocktails begin in an hour. Dress is formal.  
 
    Oliver raises a hand. Where is Olga?  
 
    Probably preparing for the cocktail party in the salon. Which begins in one hour sharp in the ballroom. Dress is formal. He leaves, shutting the double white doors which are gold from the inside of the room.  
 
    I look at Oliver. I can’t sleep in here. I’ll have nightmares. I’ll dream I’m being drowned in Pepto Bismol.  
 
    Oliver examines one of the five pumpkin carriage beds. He is fairly certain we are both too tall to fit into the carriages. He lies down on the bed. We are too tall to fit into the beds. His feet dangle over the end. He reaches in his pocket for his phone. Olga took his phone. Do I have my phone?  
 
    It’s already in my hand. I call Olga. She answers after four rings and the sound of a hairdryer buzzes in the background.  
 
    What?  
 
    We have been taken to a pink bedroom and we are being made to sleep in frosty white carriages. She must do something.  
 
    Stop being such a baby. She’s getting her hair done. Don’t bother her. The call ends.  
 
    Well? Oliver sits up and looks at me.  
 
    She hung up on me.  
 
    Fuck. Is it too late to get back to the airport and fly to Cuba for a week?  
 
    Probably. Besides, think of what Olga could do to him when she caught him.  
 
    Excellent point. What next?  
 
    Get ready?  
 
    Might as well.  
 
    After testing several doors and finding a mini cinema, a room sized doll house, a closet filled with a wardrobe to suit the needs any female between birth and young adulthood, a compact salon complete with hair washing bowl and stand hairdryer, and, at last, a bathroom.  
 
    We each take in the whole of the bathroom then look at each other simultaneously.  
 
    There is no shower but there are five bathtubs, five sinks and five pink doors each with a name in purple scrolling writing in Cyrillic.  
 
    Oliver looks at me. Is he the only one that finds something very creepy about all of this?  
 
    There is something very creepy about it. They’re like the seven dwarves, but there are five of them.  
 
    Oliver tries every door. Five little toilets behind the five doors. The final door is to a walk in linen closet. There is no shower. What are we supposed to do without a shower?  
 
    We bathe.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Renata & Marcus 
 
      
 
    I can’t tie a bow tie. I can’t. I’ve never been able to tie my own bow tie. This, amongst many other reasons, I keep Oliver around.  
 
    Here we stand. In our pink bedroom in which all contents are repeated in a pattern of five without variation.  
 
    The door opens and Olga enters. She’s wearing a silver sequined Versace gown that is as elegant as she is with her black hair pulled into a pile on top of her head. I recognize the sapphires in her ears, around her neck and on her finger. They were Oliver’s grandmother’s and probably a few other old countesses down the line before her. If Oliver had been a true mercenary, he probably could have literally sold the family jewels, paintings, furniture and assorted chattel to save his bacon. This was not him. He held on to his treasures like a drowning man held on to a hunk of wood.  
 
    Why are we not ready? We annoy her. Oliver is swatted away and my bow tie is tied with two flicks of her fingers. I’m done. Marcus was looking for me. Go find him. They need five minutes alone.  
 
    I’m pretty well pushed out the door which is closed and locked behind me. I will never understand their relationship. It is clear Olga’s father has money. But there is something more to it. If she really wanted Oliver, she could just marry him and wipe away his troubles with her dowry. Yes – old fashioned for certain, but in essence that was what Oliver was looking for and clearly Olga’s father had some money. So what was the problem? I had no idea. For whatever reason she persisted in working as an escort. Oh I’d heard many a tale of her retched father and his criminal leanings and her desire to punish him for making her admit she needed his money. But there was more to it. Another reason. Tied to that reason was her motivation to let her relationship with Oliver continue as it was. A casual sort of thing that could end without warning on either person’s part. I just didn’t understand. It was as if at times they circled each other like a couple of pugilists in the ring waiting for the other to flinch first. That’s it. They were mutually trying to starve the other out. But to what end, I could not fathom.  
 
    This is what I ponder as I wander in search of the source of the music which fills the house. This and the fact that in no less than four months I will be the father to an ill-conceived child currently baking in the belly of that moronic Renata. Damian sprung from a better gene pool than my sexless and nameless bastard. I give a fleeting thought to Renata. I realize I have absolutely no idea where she is.  If she so desires, she could just disappear from my life forever with her bundle of cells brewing in her uterus. How convenient that would be.  I am more than a little convinced she refused to terminate the pregnancy so that she could have something to forever bind us together. Like herpes. Not for a moment do I believe that she didn’t realize she was pregnant until she was four months along.  No. It’s not possible. Not even she is that obtuse.  
 
    My phone buzzes in my pocket. I find a quiet corner then pull it out. Renata. It’s like she senses I was thinking of her. I take the call.  
 
    What does she want?  
 
    Can’t she call to say hello? We used to be friends. Let’s be friends again. She’s very sorry about that little falling out we had which is truly neither of our faults.  
 
    I’m not convinced.  
 
    It’s that awful Olga that started it.  
 
    Started it how?  I was there. I witnessed her trying to grind up Olga into a paste and Olga fighting back.  
 
    How is it her fault Olga can’t take some good-natured teasing? 
 
    That was not good-natured teasing by anyone’s standard.  
 
    Whatever. Are we going to have a civil conversation or no?  
 
    Fine. Where is she? I tried to contact her before I left. We need to discuss some things.  
 
    At an undisclosed location.  
 
    We need to have a conversation about what she plans on doing about her fetus.  
 
    Our fetus.  
 
    It’s not our fetus. Decisions must be made.  
 
    Decisions such as?  
 
    Where will the child live? How will she support the child? What does she presume my role in the child’s life will be?  
 
    The child will live with her and I will be expected to pay her a large sum of cash monthly to support the child. I will have no role in the child’s life.  
 
    That’s it isn’t it? She wants money.  
 
    Of course. What else could there be?  
 
    I want 50% of time with the child. (I actually don’t but I’m a fan of screwing with Renata) 
 
    Not ever. Just be a good boy and pay lots of child support and don’t give her any fuss.  
 
    No. (I’m starting to catch on – it’s taken a while) In fact how about we agree that I will relinquish all parental rights and she can go on her merry way.  
 
    Big sigh – just give her the money.  
 
    Is she broke? Is that why she did this?  
 
    Funds are a bit tight.  
 
    Where is she?  
 
    London.  
 
    Where am I?  
 
    Russia.  
 
    Oh of course! When is Oliver going to get bored with Olga? It really can’t happen soon enough in her opinion. This has all gone on long enough. Time for us gang of three to get back to business as normal.  
 
    That’s probably never going to happen. In fact I think she can count on Oliver pretty much wiping her out of his life at this point. Where in London is she?  
 
    Back with her mother. It’s ghastly.  
 
    How much does she need?  
 
    Twenty-million pounds. In small bills.  
 
    Be serious.  
 
    A hundred or two thousand should do until she comes to term.  
 
    Here’s a thought. How about I take that money, hire a flotilla of lawyers and detectives to come at her like the first wave of a tsunami, and then we can talk money? We both know perfectly well that there isn’t a court in the world that would determine her to be a fit mother under any circumstance.  
 
    She’ll sell me the baby for a million pounds.  
 
    Now there is a solution. Maybe we could sell it. Or give it  away. I don’t think selling babies is legal.  
 
    Don’t I care about my baby?  
 
    Not particularly, no. I have no emotional attachment to the fetus she is carrying. I’m not particularly paternal and find children to be a nuisance. Put the thing up for adoption.  
 
    She knows what the sex is. Do I want to know?  
 
    I really don’t care.  
 
    It’s a girl. We’re having a girl.  
 
    We are not having a girl. She is going to give birth to a girl. If she wants to try to use the child as a means to extract money out of me, then she will find me a more difficult target than she first imagined. I’m getting angry. What bothers me the most is that we were friends. How could one friend do this to another?  
 
    It really was an accident. She’ll sell the baby to me for five-hundred-thousand.  
 
    I wouldn’t take it for free.  
 
    So if I don’t want it for free, then why do I want fifty-percent custody? What would I do with the child during my time?  
 
    Hire a very well trained nanny. I have to go. I am due at a cocktail party. Did she call for a reason other than to ruin my evening?  
 
    She really needs money. She can’t stay with her mother. Her mother is drinking again. It’s just toxic. Like it or not, she is carrying my child and she needs my help.  
 
    Go to my place. She can stay there until something else can be arranged. I’ll be back in about ten days. Do not trash the place. I changed the security code. Find out what can be done to be rid of the child. Chances are it shouldn’t be too hard to pawn a healthy white baby off on to some couple longing for a bundle of joy.  
 
    How much will I give her to give up the kid?  
 
    I’m finished with this conversation. I will be back after Christmas.  
 
    I end the call.  
 
    Marcus stands before me. His bowtie is untied and hanging limply about his neck. The top buttons on his shirt are undone. I don’t know how much of the conversation he’s heard. For certain he hasn’t heard enough to send him running.  
 
    Friend of mine pregnant?  
 
    Yes.  
 
    Children are a nuisance.  
 
    I couldn’t agree more.  
 
    He takes the cuff of my jacket sleeve and uses it to tug me through a door.  
 
    E.S. this is the moment when you want to cue the boomchicawaawaa music.  
 
    L.E. please just continue.  
 
    E.S. We have sex. What do you want?  
 
    L.E. What happened?  
 
    E.S. Why do I think I’m correct in assuming you’re some kind of naughty voyeur?  
 
    L.E. I could just ask Marcus when I’m in Argentina.  
 
    E.S. Oral.  
 
    L.E. Thank you. Please continue.  
 
    There was no conversation. We both knew what the other wanted.  
 
    His fingers are quick and well-practiced at undoing a man’s trousers. He slides down my legs as I lean against the wall of what I think is a linens closet. I can’t be certain. The light is off and the door is closed.  
 
    His mouth finds my cock. Marcus bobs back and forth as he sucks me hard and deep into his throat. His lips wrap tightly around my shaft and he uses just enough tongue on the tip to make me want to scream. My new lover releases my cock from his mouth and takes it with his hand. His lips grab hold of my balls and draw them into his mouth as his hand continues to work me.  
 
    He knows what he’s doing and it has been a long time since I’ve been with a man that clearly likes cock. I want this to last forever and he isn’t pushing me toward an orgasm. He takes his time which lets me savor the experience of being sucked. 
 
    One hand massages my cock and the other seeks out my entrance. When he finds it I smile. His fingertip plays with the pucker of my anus, but he doesn’t penetrate me. He releases my balls from his mouth and retakes my cock between his lips. His head bobs up and down as if  he’s fucking me with his mouth. That teasing finger playing at my anus presses in past the hard ring of flesh. The slowly building orgasm takes control of my body. I want to come and I do.  
 
    My head leans forward as I look at him kneeling before me. His hands grasp my thighs, massaging up and down. He stands up, hands me a condom and drops his trousers. He tells me to fuck him hard which I do. He’s a total unapologetic slut and I adore it. I’ve wanted a man like this in my life for a long time. Waiting in vain for Oliver hasn’t been the best for my sex life. Time to move on and what better choice than a man that orders me to fuck him?  
 
    By the time we arrive at the party, I feel as if I am one half of a fabulous gay couple. I’ve never been one half of a fabulous gay couple.  
 
    Oliver and Olga are already present. They stand with their heads close together. Oliver is smiling as Olga speaks animatedly in his ear. His arm is around her waist as she leans in to him. They are in their own world. For the first time I am truly aware of the fact that they are in love whether they know it or not. I also know that I could never have with Oliver what Olga does. He doesn’t love me like he loves her. What we have is a friendship that has crossed the line a few too many times. 
 
    Marcus stands at my shoulder. He feels sorry for Oliver.  
 
    Why the devil would he feel sorry for Oliver? From where I stand, Oliver has the appearance of the man most worthy of envy in the room.  
 
    As a rule Vladimir enjoys busting the thumbs of men that touch his daughters. Vladimir has plans for Oliver.  
 
    He’s not going to hurt him is he?  
 
    No. Nothing like that. Keep in mind that Vladimir is an unapologetic social climber that thinks things like class and breeding are for sale. The idea of having a daughter that was royalty is like catnip for him.  
 
    Can I ask him a question?  
 
    Will we spend the night together? The answer is yes.  
 
    Good to know. What I would really like to know, is how much is Vladimir really worth?  
 
    Nobody really knows. It’s an enigma shrouded in a mystery wrapped in a blanket of offshore accounts. What he knows is that he has enough cash on hand to have his own private polo team that he matches up against the private polo teams of other rich bastards.  
 
    What’s the deal with him and Olga?  
 
    Do I know what a Mexican Standoff is?  
 
    I do.  
 
    There you go. Neither of them will budge. Now Oliver has put himself in the middle.  
 
    If nothing else it should be fun to watch.  
 
    It should. Do I want a drink? What do I drink?  
 
    It’s Russia. I’ll take vodka.  
 
    Good choice. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver Remembers Well 
 
      
 
    (doorbell ringing) 
 
    E.S. Just a moment.  
 
    L.E. pausing recording.  
 
    (recording breaks at 16:42) 
 
    (recording resumes at 17:01) 
 
    L.E. We are recording again. Please note that Oliver has joined us.  
 
    O.A. Good afternoon Margaret!  
 
    E.S. You understand the disembodied Margaret isn’t really listening at this moment?  
 
    O.A. Don’t be an asshole. What were you discussing?  
 
    E.S. I was about to tell your little inquisitor about Aunt Natasha.  
 
    O.A. Aunt Natasha indeed. (chuckling) You see, it’s funnier if I tell it because I’m the one that lived it.  
 
    E.S. Your memory is suspect. What day of the week is it?  
 
    O.A. It’s Wednesday you dolt.  
 
    E.S. Hmmm… What is your granddaughter’s name?  
 
    O.A. I don’t have a granddaughter. I have six grandsons.  
 
    E.S. Name them. Oldest to youngest.  
 
    O.A. Albert, Henry, George, William, Malcolm and Peter.  
 
    E.S. Not bad. Perhaps you have some of your marbles today. Where did you meet Marcus for the first time?  
 
    O.A. At the airport. Why?  
 
    E.S. Never mind. Aunt Natasha.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Vladimir Lenin 
 
      
 
    Here I am. I’m at this party in this beautiful, yet somewhat dilapidated and clearly poorly decorated home that is like an aging diva in all her threadbare finery.  The ballroom is oval and decorated for Christmas with thousands of glittering fairy lights, red and silver decorations, and lots of gold. Gold everywhere. Midas would be in his heaven.  
 
    Olga is breathtaking and it makes my heart break how perfectly my great-grandmother’s sapphires compliment her. I am so torn that I am nearly ripped asunder by my want and my need. I want her. I need to marry Parvati. If she’ll have me. That remains to be seen. If nothing else, she and the women of her tribe enjoy watching me run their obstacle course. As long as I remain entertaining, I might actually get to marry Parvati and all of her money. To my credit Parvati and I have been very honest with each other since the start. I want her money. She wants to make her sisters cry because she’s a countess and they’re not. We get along.  
 
    Before we joined the party, we spent five minutes alone in that ghastly pink bedroom of hers and her sisters. I didn’t know before, but learned then that this was the first time she’d been home since she’d had that cataclysmic falling out with her father. It mattered to her a great deal that everything go right. Please could I just be her darling and sleep in the girls room? She promised me that she would make time just for us as soon as she could, but at that moment she needed her father to see that I really was a gentleman despite what he may have heard to the contrary.  
 
    Like what had he heard to the contrary?  
 
    He might know that I really don’t work in public relations.  
 
    How would he know this? I thought we’d agreed that this would be what she would tell everyone. Her family thinks she’s a party planner.  
 
    Her father has his ways of knowing things. But it’s okay. Really. At least she hopes it’s okay. She’s counting on the fact her father started out as a truck driver and had to work to make his money. Maybe he’ll respect the fact that I’m willing to work really hard to make a living.  
 
    Is she trying to be funny?  
 
    She kisses me on the cheek. She needs to see what’s keeping her grandmother. The girls need her. This is Xenia’s first big party. She is trying to be a big girl, but really she’s still so young. How is it possible she stayed away for so long when Xenia needed her so much? She’s a bad sister. Her mother would be very disappointed in her. Elon is here at last. Go talk to Elon.  
 
    I go talk to Elon. But I’m stopped. Between us is a woman of probably fifty. I cannot stop staring at her enormous breasts. I can’t. They’re so big and so round I’m honestly worried that if someone pokes one with a cocktail pick it might pop.  
 
    So – she speaks in a Natasha Fatale English accent that shows all W’s no mercy. What is handsome man like me doing at such boring party? She takes a long drink from a comically large martini glass.  
 
    Uhhh…? In my particular line of work, the cougar is my bread and butter. I love my cougars. I adore my cougars. My cougars trade me around like a handbag. I have learned so much about how to please a woman from my cougars. I both admire and respect their experience in the sack. I especially like that they know what it takes to get them off and they have no problem directing me like a crossing guard.  I enjoy going shopping with them. I find it tremendously fun that they spend a lot of money on me their ex-husbands are forced to pay them from ruinous divorce settlements.  I like that we are all out to have a good time without any complications. I would say with a few noteworthy exceptions the bulk of my standing appointments are with woman exactly like the one barring the way to Elon. But this one doesn’t just look like she wants to devour me. I think she has a recipe for grown man tucked away somewhere in that cleavage of hers.  
 
    She is Aunt Natasha. I can call her Aunt Natasha.  
 
    I look to my left. I look to my right.  
 
    A hand falls on my shoulder. 
 
     It’s The Missing Link.  
 
    The Boss wants me now.  
 
    The Boss…?  
 
    Vladimir – Natasha snorts as she laughs. I think she sprays some martini out of her nose. Don’t I know? Vladimir is boss. Don’t forget. He is boss. And if I forget. Vladimir will remind me that he is boss.  
 
    Got it. Where is Olga?  
 
    The Missing Link doesn’t know where Olga is. The Boss wants me now.  
 
    I don’t want to go to The Boss.  
 
    The Boss wants me now.  
 
    I look around. I search for Olga.  
 
    Aunt Natasha smooth’s a hand over my lapel. She’ll be keeping an eye out for me.  Maybe she’ll catch me alone later.  
 
    I go willingly with The Missing Link. I am marched out of the ballroom. 
 
    We walk through the party to a part of the house I haven’t yet ventured into. We stop at a door which is flanked by The Missing Link’s brothers: The Thumb Buster and The Knee Breaker. We are let into the room. It is dimly lit, cavernous, and asthmatically smoky. Vladimir likes his Cubans.  
 
    The man himself sits behind a large wooden desk, a familiar file open before him. Somehow, someway, he has a copy of the dossier the Matchmaker compiled when she was performing my background check.  
 
    I stand until the hand on my shoulder gives me no choice but to sit. I don’t know if there is a psychological element to it, but the chair I sit on has a tendency to pitch me forward. I’m unsettled. I am aware that I am being scrutinized. Vladimir flips through my file one page at a time. Each page is studied then passed to the discard pile. Occasionally he stops and studies something of particular interest.  
 
    I try to see what he sees.  
 
    The Missing Link puts a hand on my shoulder, pressing me back into my wobbling chair.  
 
    Vladimir hands the paper he had been studying to a man in formal wear standing at his shoulder. The man, reads over the document, then speaks to Vladimir in Russian. The two men have a conversation, frequently referring to the paper. I cannot be certain, but I think they are reading the terms of my settlement with my former fiancée.  
 
    The man hands the paper back to Vladimir.  
 
    Vladimir stares at the paper for a moment then looks at me.  
 
    Am I truly Olga’s boyfriend, or am I trying to bullshit him?  
 
    Not the question I expected. Can I be wholly honest with him?  
 
    In the interest of my continuing health, he would recommend total honesty.  
 
    I’m not really in a position to be Olga’s boyfriend. If I were, then I would be. But as it is, as he must be very aware, I am not able to engage myself in a relationship. 
 
    He is aware of my search for a wife. He is also aware that the eldest daughter of Dr. Kumar Premji, Dr. Gita Premji, is at the top of the leader board.  
 
    It’s not like I can deny I’m meeting potential brides. But I do make one correction. Currently Miss Parvati Singh is at the top of the list. I like Parvati. She’s a mercenary.  
 
    His mistake. Have I met Dr. Gita Premji?  
 
    No. I’m not interested in Dr. Premji. I’ve already told The Matchmaker this. I’m certain she’s a lovely woman, but I’m not certain that I want a wife that is a surgeon. It just seems like the sort of career that would demand a lot of a family. Besides, Dr. Kumar Premji’s fortune comes from his inventions and his books. It’s not generational wealth. As a rule people that make the first pile of money tend to be fairly tight with it. That Dr. Premji made the choice to go to medical school even though her father was already a very wealthy man tells me that we might not have the same priorities.  
 
    What about the daughter of Hardip Gautam? There’s a man living off the back of his ancestors.  
 
    I have met Miss Noor Gautam once. We had tea at Claridge’s with her mother, sisters, aunts and The Matchmaker.  
 
    Vladimir looks at me for a long moment then turns to the man at his right hand. The two laugh loudly as they speak. The other men in the room chuckle. I really need to start learning some Russian.  
 
    Finally Vladimir turns back to me.  
 
    Yuri – he jabs a thumb in the direction of the man who appears to be his consigliore – is like him. A man with many daughters.  Maybe an arranged married supervised by the women of the family is the way to go. They would both sleep better at night. So tell him, what is the going rate for a title?  
 
    Pardon me?  
 
    How much do I want?  
 
    For…?  
 
    Vladimir turns to Yuri. The two speak for a moment.  
 
    Dowry. How much do I want? How much do I want to take his daughter? What is Olga worth? He will give me fifty-thousand dollar. US. Cash.  
 
    First of all, Olga is priceless. Second, she’d probably have both of our nut sacks in a blender if she knew we were having this conversation. 
 
    Sixty thousand.  
 
    Uhhh… Well… I don’t really want to insult him… clearly he’s done well for himself… but to be honest Devak Singh and Hardip Gautam are billionaires. They are two of the wealthiest men in India. Miss Singh and Miss Gautam’s dowries and the financial support we would receive from their families would be substantial. Dr. Premji is a wealthy man by anyone’s standard and his brand will continue to generate a substantial amount of income for many many years. That and the fact he is a widower and his daughter is his only child is noteworthy.  
 
    He will give me seventy-thousand dollar for Olga. US. Cash. Not a penny more.  
 
    I care for Olga a great deal. I truly wish money was not at issue, but it is. In a move made bold by the fact he hasn’t yet put a gun to my head, I reach across his desk for the file. Sure enough the terms of the settlement are at the top of the pile. I really was screwed over. Part of me wonders if Uncle Albert didn’t purposefully annihilate me when negotiating with my former fiancée’s father.  
 
    I shake my head as I read over the amounts I have to pay. Unbelievable. I still don’t see how I’m liable for paying for the whole our multi-million-pound wedding. I had nothing to do with that fecking wedding. I had no input. I had no say. I should have paid for a lawyer with the money I still had. I might have been able to keep a bit more of it.  
 
    I return the paper to the stack. The moment has arrived for some hard truths so I give it to Vladimir like it is.  
 
    I can’t marry Olga. I can’t give her any kind of a life. I’ve emptied my trust fund and depleted the last of my resources and I still have massive debts. I work as a prostitute. Something he also must be aware of. If I don’t marry a woman that brings a substantial financial contribution to match, then I will be put into a position to sell my family home and possibly declare bankruptcy. As much as I would love to have the luxury of marrying for love, if I can marry for money I will. He strikes me as being a smart man. Who precisely is he trying to insult by offering me seventy thousand dollars for Olga?    
 
    Vladimir stares at me. I half expect him to order me hauled out of my chair and disappeared. Instead he thumps his fist against the desk then points a finger at me.  
 
    I have balls.  
 
    He flips open a box on his desk and reaches inside. My heart stops for a moment in anticipation of a gun being aimed at me. Instead he offers me a Cuban, a cutter, and finally a lighter. 
 
    Now that we have established Olga is not for sale, what do I want with her?  
 
    We’re friends. How did he get my file anyway?  
 
    He made a trade with Boris.  
 
    Who is Boris? I keep hearing about Boris.  
 
    Boris is The Matchmaker’s brother. He is her silent partner. He had something Boris wanted. Boris had something he wanted.  
 
    My file?  
 
    No. That was just cherry on cake. He is going to tell me something. I am a fool to accept to pay for the whims of a woman. Why did I agree to pay for this wedding? Her father should have paid for his daughter’s foolishness. She was not my wife. The father is responsible for the daughter until she is someone else’s problem.  
 
    Because I had no choice. They were suing me for a whole lot more. I had to settle.  
 
    The father of my former fiancée has no honor.  If he had been her father he would have had me killed and be done with it.  
 
    Good to know.  
 
    It would have looked like an accident. A painful accident. But still an accident. The Missing Link is very good at making things look like accidents.  
 
    I shall make a mental note of that.  
 
    He admires me. He thinks I have balls. Only a man with balls would do what I am doing to honor my debts. That takes balls. Here is what is going to happen.  
 
    I’m on the edge of my seat in anticipation.  
 
    He’s going to offer me a job.  
 
    Excuse me?  
 
    A job. Make money. Work for him. Not for Boris.  
 
    I don’t work for Boris.  
 
    Yes. I work for Boris. I just don’t know it.  
 
    That’s interesting. To be honest, I’m settled in with The Matchmaker, she’s doing well in looking for potential brides for me, and I don’t plan on working as an escort for much longer. I have a good feeling that I’ll be out of the business and possibly married by the summer.  
 
    What about Olga?  
 
    We have always been very honest with each other. She knows what’s going to happen.  
 
    Do I plan to keep her as a mistress?  
 
    No. I care far too much for her to do that. Besides, I owe it to whomever I marry to give it a legitimate go.  
 
    Vladimir stares at me. He leans back in his chair. Only Ben Kingsley, Željko Ivanek or Miguel Ferrer could out menace Vladimir. Maybe. He might have the three of them beat. They’re just actors. Vladimir is the real thing.  
 
    Tell him the truth. How much money am I looking for? How much do I expect to get from the family of my future wife?  
 
    I’d prefer not to discuss this.  
 
    He would prefer I was not fucking his daughter. Should we discuss that instead?  
 
    I’d like to get enough to pay off what I owe to my former fiancée and her father, enough to replenish my trust and provide for my family, and bring my castle up to modern standards.  
 
    Ten million?  
 
    About that.  
 
    That’s the going price to become a duchess?  
 
    Actually that would probably be a bit more. I’m an earl. My wife will be a countess.  
 
    Is there really a difference?  
 
    Only to the dukes and the earls.  
 
    I really have a castle?  
 
    I really have a castle.  
 
    He’s going to offer me a job. A job I will find difficult to say no to if I truly care for Olga. Am I willing to hear him out? 
 
    I am a guest in his home. The least I can do is hear the man out.  
 
    Get Olga to quit working for The Matchmaker.  
 
    Somehow I knew that would be what he would want.  
 
    Get Olga to quit working for The Matchmaker and he will get my money back for me. What was mine will be restored to me.  
 
    How precisely would he do that?  
 
    Yuri is a very resourceful man. Do we have an agreement?  
 
    How about this instead. I’ll get Olga to quit working for The Matchmaker and he makes it seem like she won for the rest of his life. Is he willing to fake having a heart attack? Because if he is, then calling her to his bedside and begging her to change her life might just do it.  
 
    He’ll think about it. What about the money?  
 
    I wouldn’t mind having my money back. I’d rather he made peace with his daughter. If my marriage plans work out, I really won’t need the money.  
 
    Do I not want revenge for the wrong that has been done to me?  
 
    No. Not really. I’m not a revenge sort of guy (at least not at that moment – I have times when I think about the sort horrible things I would like to have inflicted upon my former fiancée and her father, but sitting across from Vladimir reminds me that I’m better than that). Personally I think it annoys my former fiancée and her father all the much more that I don’t really seem to care what they’ve done to me. They’re just petty upstarts that would be nothing if he hadn’t made a fortune selling chips and fried chicken to a nation already burdened with obesity problems.  
 
    He stares at me. Again I get that feeling that I’m being sized up for purchase. I have balls. This is an admirable quality. He has another job for me.  
 
    Does it involve… 
 
    The door bangs open and Olga stomps in. She begins shouting at her father while pulling me up from the chair by the scruff of my neck. Fortunately I’ve nearly finished my cigar.  
 
    Did he hurt you? She runs her hands over me as if looking for contusions or broken bones.  
 
    No. We were just having a chat.  
 
    She turns back to her father and starts shouting at him whilst shaking a finger. I really need to learn Russian.  
 
    What were we chatting about? She shouts at both of us. She’ll go home to London. She will.  
 
    I look to Vladimir. This is his house. I respect the sanctity of a man’s castle even though I have every intention of violating his daughter within its walls.  
 
    Vladimir says something to Olga. She looks at me. What does he want?  
 
    We were just getting there.  
 
    Olga turns back to her father. Well?  
 
    Vladimir smiles. It’s a chilling sort of thing. To play for his polo team of course. Some of the boys have gone home for Christmas. He thought it would be fun to have a little match. The smile broadens. Axe murderers look less crazy.  
 
    Olga absorbs this for a moment. That sounds nice. Okay. That’s acceptable. Do I want to play polo for her father?  
 
    Uhhh… sure… Small problem. I don’t have horses or gear. 
 
    These are small things. Marcus can sort these things out.  
 
    She places her hands on either side of my face and gives me a peck on the lips. She looks at her father. We are done. We are going back to the party. Her hand slips into mine.  
 
    I grasp her fingers as if we are sutured together. I will never let her go.  
 
    She leads me out of the room and down the hallway.  
 
    Honestly – she sighs grandly – can’t she leave me alone for a minute?  
 
    It’s not my fault! The Missing Link practically kidnapped me.  
 
    Who?  
 
    The Missing Link. The one with the prominent brow ridge that was at the airport.  
 
    Mischa. Don’t let him catch me calling him the missing link. He’s very fond of her. Very protective.  
 
    He grabbed me and made me go see The Boss. Who is her father. Was she aware her father was The Boss? 
 
    Like she doesn’t know who The Boss is. For future reference, she’s the boss of me. Not her father.  
 
    Is she the boss of me? This makes me laugh. I kiss her on the cheek.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Boss of Me 
 
      
 
    As we round the corner we are brought to an abrupt halt by the appearance of a younger Olga wearing a worryingly slutty dress. If she were my daughter I’d order her to return to her bedroom and change. Fortunately, Olga is a step ahead of me. I don’t speak Russian, but I don’t need to.  
 
    Without releasing my hand, she charges after the girl. I’m dragged along behind her. The one advantage Olga has over the girl is her experience sprinting in heels.  
 
    I am introduced to Xenia for the second time as Olga has her quite literally by the ear as she is propelled along the hallways. Without a pause we are brought to a bedroom. Olga marches her sister into a second room. A slamming door cuts off the shouting. I am left standing next to a queen sized bed that looks sinfully inviting especially when held up in comparison to my enchanted pumpkin carriage. My feet won’t dangle off the end. If I had handcuffs I’d chain myself to it and dare Vladimir to try to dislodge me. But I promised Olga I’d be a gentleman.  
 
    I lay on the bed after kicking my shoes off. I haven’t slept properly in… A week? I don’t know. It’s been a long time. I fall asleep. I am transported in my dream to a place I was precisely one year earlier.  
 
    I am in Switzerland. I have fallen in love like a cliff diver in Mexico goes plunging into the sea. My princess and I are woefully inept adulterers. Fortunately we are both with people that would rather not know we were unfaithful to them. And, of course, we have Elon. Elon is the best best friend to have when one wants to do something underhanded. He revels in our bad behavior.  
 
    My princess’ husband, The Assbag-Danish-Banker, is in Zurich doing whatever it is assbag bankers do. Idiot. If I had a beautiful wife I wouldn’t spend my time at some job I really didn’t need whilst she was skiing. I would be skiing with her. My Former Fiancée doesn’t ski. This gives me a great deal of time to do whatever I want while she is either at the spa or thinks I’m skiing. Or both. She trusts me which either makes her gullible or me an asshole.  
 
    We are both staying in chalets. So to accommodate our rendezvous, we get a room at the hotel between our residences. Not the five-star hotel populated by the wealthy and the fabulous. We both knew too many people in the swanky hotel to risk it. So we took a room under the names Mr. and Mrs. John Smith. Seriously. Mr. and Mrs. John Smith. The Hotel Romantik. A gingerbread house complete with witch. The frau that ran the establishment stomped and thundered around the place tormenting her husband and terrorizing the staff. To her credit, the place was immaculate and the schnitzel and chips were phenomenal.  
 
    The room was ours for two weeks. This had all been arranged in advance. Our trip was premeditated. We have planned these two weeks together since we met in Cannes. Adultery is intoxicating.  
 
    We meet at the hotel at regular intervals. This time when I arrive to meet her, it isn’t my blond princess. In my dreams it is Olga that is waiting for me. She’s on the bed. For some reason I think she’s wearing feathers. I have no idea why this is what my dream state produces. Feathers? Maybe not feathers, but certainly something shimmering and diaphanous. She has a lot of that sort of thing in her extensive lingerie collection. If everything means something in a dream then the feathers (not totally convinced they weren’t feathers) have to have a purpose. What they are I don’t know. But I go with it. It’s not like she was dressed like a chicken or anything. They were very sexy feathers.  
 
    In reality when this particular meeting occurred, I walked in the door wearing some combination of clothing or another. There was probably a bit of conversation about our plans for the day, what we had done earlier, and the general how is your health and isn’t the weather lovely sort of thing. In my dream, I’m already in the nip and ready to go.  
 
    Olga gives me that smile, wink, beckoning of the finger thing she does before rolling onto her knees and presenting me with a fine shimmering bottom. Maybe it wasn’t feathers. Maybe it was glitter. I don’t know. It was a dream it doesn’t matter. What does matter is that I’m dreaming of Olga in place of my princess. This is what matters. Anyhow… 
 
    I kneel on the bed behind her. The mattress gives under my weight and she shifts slightly. I hold my cock as I press  the tip against her opening. I give it a small press  then pull back. I press forward and then back away and pull out. Olga likes a little teasing. I stand on the ground. Then they’re both on the bed. My princess and Olga. My first thought as I recollect this is yes – fantasy realized –thank you subconscious mind for listening. Then I wonder if I would really want these two women that mean so much to me together as they are.  I don’t think I would. In reality I would never want these two worlds to collide.  
 
    The voyeur in me is rewarded. I watch blond on brunette as they pleasure each other. I’m not invited to join them as they bump and rub their pussies together. This is no longer my fantasy. This is something else. This is me being excluded. This is all about me being made to watch from the outside. And watch I do. It’s like porn. The excellent sort of lipstick lesbian porn where they keep their shoes on and a great deal of time has been taken to pick out just the right earrings and ankle bracelets. That kind of porn.  
 
    It is as they are mouths to pussies and Olga’s ass is up in the air that I decide it is my dream and I can very well join in if I so choose. I let my cock slip into Olga as my princess’ tongue abuses her clit. Olga loves this. I know she does from experience. Nothing will get her off quite like being fucked and licked at the same time. Except having something up her ass at the same time. Being that it’s a dream, I’m able to produce the slim silver vibrator I know is in my nightstand back home in the house in London.  
 
    Olga shimmers. Yes. She shimmers. The feathers or the glitter or whatever it is her body is covered in shimmers. She shimmers as she climaxes. I don’t know if the princess has cum, but Olga has. I slip out of her and she rolls off the princess onto the bed. She reaches for me and I fall on her. I enter her and continue.  
 
    I don’t know what happens to the princess, but she’s no longer there. It’s just us. Shimmering Olga with her arms and legs wrapped around me as I fuck her. The shimmer touches my body where she touches me. I begin to glow with her as my orgasm builds.  When I ejaculate the room is filled with the shimmer. It’s blinding and bright and when the moment passes we lay on the bed our bodies glowing.  
 
    I have no idea what any of this means, but I’m content to stay just as I am. Unfortunately reality won’t have it. I’m woken by the feeling of a presence watching me.  
 
    My eyes open and Xenia is observing me. No more eye makeup and just a swipe of pale lipstick across her lips. The dress that I would find shocking yet appealing on Olga, has been swapped for an age appropriate red velvet dress with a wide silk sash tied into a bow. If I had a little girl just her age, it is exactly how I would want her to be turned out. She looks like a very pretty girl. Not a slutty teenager.  
 
    She smiles at me. Hello.  
 
    Hi. I lean up and check my watch. The transformation and my nap took about a half hour. I feel enormously refreshed. You speak English?  
 
    Yes. Doesn’t everyone?  
 
    No.  
 
    Her nanny is English. She goes to an English school. Do I think she’s pretty?  
 
    Very.  
 
    Am I really Olga’s boyfriend?  
 
    Is that what Olga said?  
 
    Yes.  
 
    Then I am her boyfriend.  
 
    Do I really have a castle?  
 
    Yes.  
 
    Can she visit my castle?  
 
    Did Olga say she could visit my castle?  
 
    Yes.  
 
    Then she can visit my castle.  
 
    Will I introduce her to a real prince?  
 
    Depends on the prince. She’s far too pretty to be introduced to some of the princes I’ve met.  
 
    Do I really think she looks pretty without any makeup?  
 
    Yes. She is a very pretty girl. Especially without makeup.  
 
    Olga walks out of the second room, adjusting an earring. Leave Oliver alone.  
 
    We were just getting acquainted. I understand Xenia will be traveling to England to visit my castle. 
 
    If she’s a good girl she can come visit us. We’re done getting acquainted. If Olga catches Xenia looking like a slapper again, they will have a conversation. A very unpleasant conversation.  
 
    Olga isn’t the boss of her.  
 
    That is where Xenia is incorrect. She is back now. The days of running around unsupervised are over. Just because grandmamma is too old, Anastasia is too self-absorbed, and their other sisters are away at university doesn’t mean she gets to do what she wants. Mama would be appalled as Xenia well knows if she had seen her youngest daughter looking the way she had before Olga caught her.  
 
    There is no argument from Xenia. Instead the sisters hug. Xenia is given a light kiss on the forehead which leaves a lipstick mark that is quickly smudged away. Xenia is sent off and we are alone.  
 
    Any chance I can convince her to convince her father that we really should be allowed to sleep in the same room?  
 
    No. But that doesn’t mean I can’t sneak through the halls after dark.  
 
    Can I? Hope fills my body. I may not end up with a crick in my neck after all.  
 
    The door will be unlocked. I just need to be prepared to leave before dawn.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After the party 
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s well after midnight when the party starts to break up. In this time, I have met Olga’s other three sisters, the fiancé of Anastasia, their maternal grandmother, Uncle Vasilly the husband of the persistent Aunt Natasha, and a few members of the polo team. Marcus assures me that horses and gear are no problem. This is great. I couldn’t be more thrilled. I’m not only going to get on a horse in the near future, I’m going to get to play polo with professionals. I warn them that I’m hardly a pro, but they don’t care.  This is friendly.  
 
    I can’t be certain, but I think Elon and Marcus disappear at around eleven. I’m pleased they are so smitten with each other. They seem well suited. They’re arrogant, attractive, and wholly self-absorbed.  
 
    Just before midnight Olga takes Xenia to bed. I am given instructions before she departs. In approximately forty-five minutes I am to join her.  
 
    I meander around the stragglers. I talk with some of the few remaining players. I refuse their offer to join them at one of Vladimir’s clubs. By clubs I quickly realize they mean strip bars.  Vladimir has many clubs and the booze is always free for the players. I’ll admit I’m sorely tempted to join them for a true lad’s night out. But I can’t. I’ve already received a better offer. They leave without me.  
 
    Finally time has passed. I can go and find my proper man sized bed.  
 
    But then again I can’t. Mischa, or as I like to think of him, The Missing Link stops me. He is like a brick wall barricading the hallway.  
 
    My bedroom is the other way.  
 
    I wasn’t actually going to my bedroom. Surely he understands. Us being men of the world and all of that.  
 
    My bedroom is the other way. He folds his arms across his chest.  
 
    Olga is sort of expecting me.  
 
    My bedroom is the other way.  
 
    He’s not going to let me pass.  
 
    Silence.  
 
    Could he, just for fun, say None Shall Pass?  
 
    Nothing.  
 
    No? None Shall Pass. Just like that. None Shall Pass.  
 
    He’ll show me where my room is.  
 
    A shrubbery! A shrubbery!  
 
    Silence as I am “walked” to my room.  
 
    The Missing Link stands at the door as I open the door. This is where making assumptions about certain things are usually a mistake. Elon having a modicum of consideration for the fact we are supposed to be sharing the princess bedroom is a poor assumption to make. Of course he doesn’t. I turn on the light because I figured he’d gone with Marcus to wherever he calls home.  
 
    But no. Two very startled, very naked men in the middle of sexual congress look at me over and through a tangle of limbs.  
 
    For fuck sakes! What are they doing?  
 
    Isn’t that obvious? They’re fucking.  
 
    So I see. Don’t they have anywhere else to go? 
 
    No. Couldn’t be arsed to go back to Marcus’ flat.  Care to join them?  
 
    No. I do not want to join them. Where the hell am I supposed to sleep? 
 
    They figured I’d be with Olga. Why am I not with Olga? 
 
    The Missing Link intercepted me. Unbelievable.  
 
    The Missing Link is standing sentry outside the door.  
 
    They’re fucking. Where else can I sleep? There has to be an empty bedroom.  
 
    No empty bedroom. Get blanket or freeze. My choice.  
 
    I return to the bedroom. Marcus and Elon don’t bother pausing their moaning and writhing for my benefit. Unbelievable.  
 
    I take the bedding off of two of the beds, bundle it in my arms and stomp out the door. To make it worse the two of them are laughing at me as I exit. 
 
    I show The Missing Link my sparkling pink duvets. Happy?  
 
    He grunts.  
 
    I follow.  
 
    He leads me to a couch in a glass conservatory. The sky is clear and the moon is full and bright. If it weren’t twenty below outside it would probably be beautiful.  
 
    Is there anywhere heated I can sleep?  
 
    No.  But I can go back to girl bedroom with fucking men.  
 
    If I catch a cold and die of pneumonia I’ll return to haunt him.  
 
    Fine. I won’t be the first ghost in the house. The whole place is haunted. 
 
    Good. I like haunted. Makes me feel at home. In my castle. Which I own.  
 
    Then I should sleep just fine. All by myself. On the couch. In the freezing cold room.  
 
    I like sleeping in a cold room.  
 
    Good.  
 
    Fine. Does he have some problem with me?  
 
    Why would he have a problem with a boyfriend of Olga’s that doesn’t stop her from working for Boris and The Matchmaker?  
 
    I don’t own Olga. Olga is the boss of Olga.  
 
    If she were his girlfriend she wouldn’t work for Boris and The Matchmaker anymore.  
 
    Then I get it. I am punishingly dense sometimes. Olga is her own person who makes her own choices.  
 
    If Olga were his girlfriend she wouldn’t have any reason to work for Boris and The Matchmaker. He would treat Olga like princess she is.  
 
    I bow to his superiority. I’m going and sleeping with Olga. Which I have been invited by Olga to do. Because that’s what we do. Sleep together. Every night. Like a couple. He actually can’t stop me.  
 
    He can’t. But The Boss can. Do I want him to tell The Boss?  
 
    No. What I would like is for him to just leave me alone in my freezing cold glass room so I can get some sleep. I get on the couch and wrap the duvets around me. The Missing Link wanders off after I’m tucked in.  It is my intention to seek out Olga after a sufficient enough amount of time for The Missing Link to get bored has passed.  
 
    I wait. I watch the moon. I’m comfortably warm under my double layer of down duvets covered in pink flannel. I count the panes of glass in the dome over my head. I fall into a deep deep sleep. It is as I am asleep that a second dream which must have been generated by my need for rest. 
 
    Instead of dreaming of the hotel and the shimmer, I dream of the Saudi Princess. She’s pursuing me. I think we’re rabbits. Or at least rabbit like. She’s this dark furred, dark eyed rabbit like creature and she’s chasing me. We are running over a map and there are lines behind up as we run. Like in a movie. We’re map traveling I suppose. We run from London, to New York, New York to Hong Kong, Hong Kong to Sydney, Sydney to Paris. Finally in Paris I’m tired of being chased. I’ve run so far for so long and it just never seems like it going to end. So I stop running and I let her catch me.  
 
    When she catches me we are in Paris. It is in Paris that I let her have me. I don’t know why she wants me, but she wants me desperately. My heart hurts and my rabbit feet ache. So we fall together in a bed. She was a virgin. Not something she bothered to tell me in advance. Had I know I might have been willing to run a little longer just to avoid being her first.  
 
    So here we are – furry rabbit creatures fucking wildly and violently. I don’t care about being gentle. She wanted this so much that she chased me around the world for it.  I bend her over both forwards and backwards. I stuff my cock in her mouth and make her take it in until she figures out what to do with it. To her credit, she learns to give a decent blow in those two weeks.  
 
    She tells me I have to marry her because she was a virgin. I can’t marry her because I have a fiancée. Then she destroys my life. Or at least she thinks she does. What she really did was make my life better. Because if she hadn’t tried to ruin me I never would have reached the bottom and had to build my life back up again.  
 
      
 
    E.S. This is the moment when I must interrupt. We must leave.  
 
    O.A. Why?  
 
    E.S. You’re getting agitated.  
 
    O.A. I am not getting agitated. I’m engrossed.  
 
    E.S. Agitated or engrossed. Either way it doesn’t matter. We need to be cutting this short.  
 
    O.A. Why?  
 
    E.S. If we don’t leave now then we will be late for our dinner reservation. If you are late for your dinner reservation than we run the risk of you becoming confused which will make you truly agitated as opposed to simply engrossed. So let us stick to our schedule, shall we? 
 
    O.A. You all exaggerate. My memory really isn’t all that bad and I am not half as delicate as you all pretend. Have you been speaking to Gita?  
 
    E.S. I speak to Gita practically daily.  
 
    O.A. They conspire against me. I’m certain of it. They coddle me like a child.  
 
    E.S. Perhaps we do coddle you. But then again your tendency to remember if we exaggerate or coddle is generally poor. Is your anachronistic recording device halted?  
 
    L.E. No. We’re still recording.  
 
    E.S. Make a note of this. For posterity. Memory is a faulty thing. I remember that first night with Marcus probably very differently than he does. For certain I had completely forgotten about Oliver walking in on us until after he just mentioned it. That moment had wholly disappeared from my recollection of that night. But now I remember the gormless look on Oliver’s face when confronted with a pair of naked men engaged in coitus on that ridiculous enchanted pumpkin bed. I thought I would never forget that room, and there you have it, I had forgotten that room and the fact Oliver had interrupted us. Memory is faulty. I recommend forgoing these interviews and sticking with the information contained in the diaries. That is probably your most accurate source. Not the recollections of a few people who have had forty years to reinvent those moments to best suit their guilty consciences.  
 
    L.E. So are you canceling our meeting in two weeks?  
 
    E.S. No. Just giving you something to consider. How do you turn this thing off?  
 
    L.E. Here.  
 
    Recording ends at 17:57 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Christmas Eve 
 
    As it happened the first time. I dream of Christmas past. Specifically I dream of the Christmas not one, but two years earlier. I was in Switzerland with Elon.  
 
    I am at the Hotel Romatik with my princess. This is our last day together without having to worry about her husband. We have become lax about being seen together. We laugh about the Saudi Princess that has attached herself to me like she is my shadow. She is young and foolish. It is a wonder her family let’s her as much liberty as they do. We agree that it is odd she isn’t watched closer than she is.  
 
    Our lovemaking isn’t the same as it was. It doesn’t have the urgency it once did. We’re not sneaking around. That sort of takes the glow off of this forbidden apple. In fact, the sex has become a bit mundane. Not that there isn’t something nice about the familiar, but we don’t come to each other as if every moment is stolen.  
 
    We are in the bed. I am in her. Her legs wrap around me and flip me over onto my back. This is unexpected. Normally she’s not this aggressive. But it’s no longer my princess. It’s Olga. It’s not my princess in my arms. It’s Olga. It’s always Olga. Glowing shimmering shining Olga that fucks me like it’s the end of the world. She’s wild and passionate. She nips me with her teeth and tells me I make her world turn.  
 
    It’s Olga in place of the Swedish Princess I dream of as a hand on my thigh nudges me out of my sleep. A very welcoming and friendly hand on my thigh slithers up to my dick and gives it a squeeze. I crack open an eye as a smile bends my lips.  
 
    Then I scream like a little girl as I wake instantly.  
 
    Aunt Natasha! Naughty naughty Aunt Natasha! I swat her hand away, but it perseveres like a thirsty mosquito scenting fresh blood.  
 
    I am big boy. Very big boy. So – I want to play game called chop morning wood?  
 
    Aunt Natasha! I scoot back on my couch gathering my duvets up to my chin.  
 
    So... She pursues me as I flee. Do I like older women?  
 
    Yes. No. Yes. No. Aunt Natasha! This is highly inappropriate.  
 
    What inappropriate? I am man – she is woman – what problem?  
 
    Aunt Natasha! Olga’s voice lashes like a whip. Leave him alone.  
 
    What? Aunt Natasha gives me a wink as she removes her hand from my junk.  
 
    Normally I find it objectionable to sleep in my trousers, but for once I truly don’t mind.  
 
    Why am I sleeping on the couch? Olga is dressed in boots and slim black trousers paired with a boxy cold war era looking jacket.  
 
    Because… I move away from Aunt Natasha and her probing hand… The Missing Link wouldn’t let me pass. He made me sleep on the couch.  
 
    Aunt Natasha purrs – Pity I didn’t come to her room. She has big bed.  
 
    What about Uncle Vasilly?  
 
    He snores. Sleeps in own bed. Far far far from her bed.  
 
    Again, why am I sleeping on the couch? Why am I not in the girls’ room?  
 
    Marcus and Elon were occupied in there. I had nowhere else to sleep.  
 
    Never mind. Forget she asked. Just get dressed. I’m taking her shopping. We need gifts.  
 
    Am I allowed to shower and perhaps have some coffee?  
 
    Not the morning for that attitude. She’s had one run in with her father and Xenia is being a double handful. If I could just be her darling and get ready she will get me coffee.  
 
    She walks off leaving me alone with Aunt Natasha.  
 
    So… Aunt Natasha smiles at me. Would I like for her to wash my back?  
 
    And that’s enough of that for me. I gather up my duvets around me and push my way Aunt Natasha. I don’t know if she follows me, but I’m certain I haven’t seen the last of her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My First Kidnapping 
 
      
 
    Some things are universal. Brands offer promises. They are standardized purposefully to breed familiarity. This is the beauty of Starbucks. No matter where Olga might drag me on one of her expeditions, chances are there will be a Starbucks somewhere nearby. I have yet to walk into a Starbucks and not get the same exact Americano I have come to expect worldwide.  
 
    It is with a Venti Americano purposefully poured into a festive red cup in hand that I experience the first of several kidnappings which I will be subjected to in my life.  
 
    I don’t notice the white van that stops dead in the street. It is no different from any other delivery van. I pay scant attention as the side door rolls open. I may notice the four or so men that pile out of the back, but I assume they have nothing to do with me. It’s only at the very last moment. The moment when the one removes my coffee from my hand, Olga finally glances away from her phone and Xenia screams, that I realize they have come for me.  If nothing else, the bag over my head as I am being tossed into the back of the van is a dead giveaway.  
 
    I hear the door close as I feel the momentum of the van as it accelerates at speed into traffic. The thought which astonishes me the most at this moment, once I’ve waded through feelings of being pissed off to utterly terrified, is thank god they didn’t grab Xenia or Olga. Granted, I’m not worth much if they’re looking for ransom money, but I’m me and not a woman or a girl.  
 
    We drive for a period of time that is neither short, nor long. The men speak in Russian. They laugh. They’re loud. There is an atmosphere of collegiate joviality around my kidnapping. I am just paranoid enough to believe they are laughing at me.  
 
    The van pauses for a long moment, edges forward, then comes to a complete stop. I hear the sound of a large industrial door closing as the van door opens.  
 
    I’m pulled from the van and set on my feet. My arms haven’t been bound, but I’m held firmly as I’m walked through what has to be a warehouse.  
 
    Finally I am pushed into a chair and the bag is removed. I’m handed my coffee which is still reasonably hot. Across a desk not unlike Vladimir’s sits a man not unlike Vladimir.  
 
    Hello. He smiles at me. It’s an unsettling sort of thing.  
 
    Hi. I take a drink of my coffee, then think twice about the sense of putting anything in my body that has been in the possession of my kidnappers. So I hold the mouthful of still considerably hot liquid in my gob not certain what I should do with it. Spitting just seems like a bad idea.  
 
    The man across from me seems to understand my quandary. My coffee has not been tampered with.  
 
    It is at this moment that I notice that my file – yes, that file – is open on the desk in front of him.  
 
    Boris? Has to be.  
 
    I am clever. The Matchmaker told him this.  
 
    One can only try. How can I be of service to him?  
 
    We are going to have… he snaps his fingers a few time… employee review. Yes. Employee review. Three month employee review.  
 
    This ought to be interesting.  
 
    I’m quite the little earner. Well done taking over Harold’s clients. I am consistently bringing on new business. I get along well with most of my coworkers. There does seem to be a continuing issue with Talitha that needs to be addressed.  But nothing that can’t be managed. My relationship with Olga… This is a problem.  
 
    A problem?  
 
    Yes – a problem.  
 
    Might I interject?  
 
    Please.  
 
    How is my relationship with Olga a problem? It has yet to interfere with the job. If anything we work well together. Something that is appreciated by many many many of our mutual clients.  
 
    This is in my favor. What is not, is the simple fact our being so close might interfere with the continuing search for a wife for me. The thing that I don’t seem to understand, is that finding a wife for me, more so than my work entertaining clients, has the potential of generating a substantial amount of revenue.  
 
    He’s going to have to forgive me, but I assumed that the fee I agreed to pay for The Matchmaker’s services was… well… the fee.  
 
    Service charges.  
 
    Service charges. What service charges?  
 
    Just service charges. I’m going to marry the daughter of a billionaire – the least I can do is show him a little appreciation for giving me a job. And even more, for not mentioning to anyone the nature of the work I do for him when I am about to get married to the daughter of a billionaire.  
 
    I think that I shall be resigning my employment effective immediately and seek out the services of another matchmaker. If there is nothing else, I am certain that Olga must be absolutely frantic.  
 
    Don’t be so hasty. What is wrong with a little appreciation? A small guarantee that everyone will remain silent.  
 
    My appreciation comes in the form of the 25% I hand over to The Matchmaker weekly. I don’t like his attitude at all. In fact, I’m really very unhappy about the way I’ve been treated. And, as we are having an employee review (I do use air quotes) I’d like a raise. Instead of 25% I propose 20%. That is if I even decide to keep working for The Matchmaker. I don’t want to shock him, but he isn’t the first Russian gangster that’s made me an offer I can’t refuse in the previous twenty-four hours. Clearly I have become a man with options.  
 
    Boris laughs loudly. He’s heard this about me. That I have balls. He’ll discuss the matter of my percentage with The Matchmaker. As for my relationship with Olga. This is a problem. I need to find a new friend. Olga is his best earner. Our relationship is starting to affect her performance. This he cannot have.  
 
    Olga works just as much as I do. In fact, we work together a lot of the time. I know how much she works. How is our friendship and I do stress friendship, having an impact on her doing her job? 
 
    That is for him to know and for me to not worry about. Friendship ends or he will make certain no woman will marry me.  
 
    Again with the threats. How about this – have The Matchmaker redouble her efforts to find me a wife. As soon as I’m married, I will no longer have a relationship with Olga.  
 
    What am I saying?  
 
    As soon as I am engaged, I will end my friendship with Olga. It’s the right thing to do. As close as we are, it would be unfair to enter into a relationship with my future wife having a former lover as a friend. In fact, I have every intention of cutting ties with everyone I have met in a professional capacity.  
 
    This is good. This is very good.  
 
    I’m so pleased that he is pleased. Could I at least have my phone back so I can call Olga? Chances are she has probably called the police at this point.  
 
    This makes Boris and his henchmen laugh.  
 
    Olga will not have called the police. She will have called Vladimir.  
 
    Do I give him my word, man to man, that I will cut off Olga as soon as I’m engaged?  
 
    I don’t really see where that is necessary.  
 
    So I will not give him my word?  
 
    Is there honor amongst thieves? Or in this case Russian Mafioso’s and their sex workers?  
 
    Yes. In this we are men of our word.  
 
    All right. What does he offer me in exchange? Because that’s what this is. A negotiation.  
 
    He’ll give me the 20%.  
 
    Fair enough. When I am engaged, I swear I will cut off all ties with Olga and the other people that I work with assuming The Matchmaker finds me a suitable bride.  
 
    What job did Vladimir offer me?  
 
    That is confidential. I am discreet. Something I hope he can appreciate.  
 
    Would I be willing to consider coming to work for him in another capacity?  
 
    Busting knee caps?  
 
    Messenger.  
 
    Would it be a stretch to assume no one will enjoy seeing me coming?  
 
    They will always be happy to see me coming. I would be a good money man. I don’t look like a criminal.  
 
    I’ll think about it. Shockingly, prostitution being legal in the UK works to my advantage. I have yet to break any laws. Maybe. Japan might be one of those grey areas. Long and short, I have yet to run afoul of the law. I’d like to keep it that way.  
 
    Three times as much money and no more having to take it up the arse.  
 
    I actually don’t really take it up the arse that often. 
 
    What are they paying all that money for if not to bugger me?  
 
    I am discreet, professional, and I give an excellent blow.  
 
    Interesting. Employee review over. He gestures to someone behind me. My empty coffee cup is removed from my hand. The bag is placed back over my head. The process of bringing me into the warehouse office is reversed. When the van is halted again and the door is opened, I’m dumped out onto pavement. The van pulls off with a squeal of tires. Before I can pull the bag off of my head, it’s done for me.  
 
    Olga is there. I am sitting on the pavement in front of Vladimir’s petite palais. Vladimir is there. The Missing Link, Elon, Marcus, Aunt Natasha and a half-dozen or so of Vladimir’s boys are milling around.  
 
    Olga is a wreck as I make it to my feet. She’s crying and screaming for blood. At least I think she’s screaming for blood. Again – must learn Russian. Her hands make a genuine effort to ascertain whether or not I’ve truly been hurt.  
 
    Aunt Natasha, god bless her, hands me the rocks glass she’s been drinking from. I sniff then swallow the contents whole. Any person that has the foresight to hand me a healthy dose of scotch after a kidnapping is okay in my book.  
 
    Vladimir wants to talk to me alone.  
 
    Olga very firmly tells him no. We are going inside and we are going to have some time alone. And no more foolishness about us not sharing a room. Enough is enough. It’s not funny. None of this is funny.  
 
    How is it possible that although I was the one that was accosted, that I am required to comfort a distraught Olga? Actually this is preferable. It gives me something to focus on.  
 
    No one objects when we make our way inside and disappear. Olga locks her bedroom door and I hold her. I assure her that truly I am fine. I tell her what happened. It’s after it’s over that I start to realize how much danger I probably was in. Psychological terror jet-lag.  
 
    The Matchmaker calls me and tells me that Boris has overstepped his authority. I am to ignore him. She will deal with him. Olga talks to her briefly. All is good. We are all friends. She cares for us. The call ends after a few minutes.  
 
    I make a decision as I hold Olga. I’m going to do what her father wants. If it’s the last thing I do before I get married and forever say goodbye to her, I’m going to convince her to do something else with her life. Something that doesn’t involve working for Boris.  
 
    That night we attend the party. Neither of us consider not going. We will carry on. Kidnappings don’t stop us. At the party my “incident” with Boris is a source of much amusement. We dance. We laugh. We are merry. We do not leave each other’s side. Olga will not stop touching me. I think she wants to confirm every moment or so that I am in fact still at her side. I don’t mind.  
 
    We are not the first to leave the party nor are we the last. In bed we cling to each other. There is urgency to our lovemaking that speaks of a need for affirmation. I wonder if I wouldn’t have as strong a reaction to my kidnapping as I have if I didn’t have Olga so very frightened about my safety clinging to me as we come together. She is soft and pliant and willing. If it had all been nothing to her, very possibly it would all be nothing to me. Her fear needs assuaging and I am the only one that can do that. Somehow she is the one that needs rescuing more than I ever did. So I do my part. In every conceivable way.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Christmas Day 
 
    Olga wakes me with kisses on Christmas morning. She is still clinging and soft. I like her like this. Being her hero, although I’ve done nothing but survive a kidnapping, suits me just fine. It appeals to the knight errant in me.  
 
    I’ve been moved into her bedroom by the butler. Who is not English. I think he might be Canadian, but he is not English. He knows I know this although I have said nothing and neither has he. I respect the fact he has a good thing going. He also has been around for a long time. It is with this in mind that I corner him while Olga is in the shower.  
 
    You’re not English. Don’t deny it. You’re going to give me information and I’m going to keep my mouth shut. I’m guessing the only reason Vladimir hired you was because he thought you were a real (I use air quotes – I must stop with the air quotes. I’m beginning to annoy myself with the air quotes) English butler.  
 
    Silence is his answer.  
 
    How about this? You just nod for yes and shake your head for no?  
 
    He nods.  
 
    Are there listening devices or cameras or anything like that in Olga’s rooms?  
 
    He shakes his head no.  
 
    In the girls bedroom? 
 
    That’s a yes.  
 
    Marvelous. I hope someone got an eyeful of Marcus and Elon fucking. Am I correct in assuming Boris would not ever have interfered with a member of Vladimir’s family without some sort of prior understanding?  
 
    A nod. That’s a yes.  
 
    Piss off.  
 
    He leaves.  
 
    I walk into the bathroom where Olga has begun the process of doing her hair.  
 
    Do I want my Christmas present now, or later?  
 
    Now.  
 
    She reaches into her makeup bag and hands me the key to the Aston Martin.  
 
    I don’t understand.  
 
    She kisses me on the cheek. The car. She’s giving me the car for Christmas. She would have bought me a new one, but she couldn’t imagine I’d like another one better. It’s not like she drives it. But we still have our agreement. I have to drive her wherever she wants to go.  
 
    I’ve never received such a perfect more thoughtful gift before.  
 
    I kiss her on the cheek. I really wish I hadn’t bought her an iTunes gift card. I am both cheap and thoughtless.  
 
    She wants her present. She holds out her hand and closes her eyes.  
 
    I take her lovely hand in mine and kiss her knuckles. My darling, my gift for you won’t fit in your hand.  
 
    Her eyes open. There is skepticism in those deep blue irises.  
 
    I kiss her knuckles again as I think faster than any man has ever thought in the history of angry women wanting something more than a gift card for Christmas.  
 
    I’m taking us on a well needed holiday in the sun. Just us. Sun. Sand. Rest. Relaxation.  
 
    Her eyes widen. A smile appears. I’ve won at relationship roulette.  
 
    Yes my darling. Just us. A week in the sun.  
 
    Brazil? Please tell me we’re going to Brazil. She knew she’d been giving me a lot of hints, (hints? there were hints?) but still..  
 
    Yes. Brazil. We go directly from Switzerland. 
 
    I am so wonderful! But how can I possibly expect her to go from winter to summer without repacking?  
 
    Surely she wouldn’t find some shopping in Rio objectionable?  
 
    My face is covered in kisses and my clothing is made redundant as I’m pushed out of the bathroom and into the bedroom.  
 
    Soft, sensuous Olga is replaced by that dynamic little firecracker in the sack I’ve grown to love. She gives me the seeing too I’ve been itching for. When I am spent and ready to just lie in bed for the remainder of the day with Olga and a selection of movies I loaded onto my iPad, she pulls herself away. My trousers are tossed on me.  
 
    Up. Dressed. We’re already late for breakfast.  
 
    Fuck. I hate family sometimes. I check my phone. It’s only six in England. Will she remind me to call my Aunt Lucy?  
 
    She already put a reminder in my phone.  
 
    I check. Sure enough there is a reminder scheduled.  
 
    She sent flowers and a hamper from us.  
 
    What would I do without her? 
 
    Suffer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Four weeks later…  
 
    London. It’s raining in sheets which provide excellent cover for two people that are trying to slip into the city under a cloak of anonymity. At least one of us is trying to keep a low profile. I get on an esthetic level that Olga’s black overcoat, oversized black sunglasses and hair pulled back into a tight Eva Peron chignon were chosen because she thought they seemed discreet, but to my eye she sticks out about as much as a Vegas showgirl in a feather and diamante headdress would.  
 
    Uncle Harvey spots us at about the moment we spot him. He has an umbrella and stands at the door to The Matchmaker’s Rolls Royce. We dive into the back. The luggage is already being dealt with. I didn’t spot any paparazzi, but who knows where those parasites might be lying in wait?  
 
    In the back of the car is The Matchmaker and, as promised several time by Uncle Harvey, are the London tabloids. There we are. The headlines are all pretty much the same. Lord Harklon Frolics on Sands of Copa Cabana with Russian Playmate. Granted we didn’t make the main headlines, but we are a reasonably sized feature box with picture.  
 
    Uncle Harvey tells us it’s not as bad as we think it is.  
 
    Parvati isn’t returning my calls.  
 
    The Matchmaker gets to the point. Parvati’s family has dropped me.  
 
    Fuck Parvati. This is Olga’s answer for it all. I don’t need Parvati.  
 
    Unfortunately I do need Parvati. 
 
    Noor’s family won’t consider me. They are no longer convinced that I am a changed man.  
 
    Damn. I rather liked Noor. A bit plain, but very polite and very English. She was a good second choice to Parvati.  
 
    Consider that door slammed shut behind me. This leaves us with Dr. Gita Premji. She has already been in contact with the Drs. Premji. They’re still willing to meet me. Dr. Gita Premji made it very clear to me that the two of you have never even met and she could really care less how you want to spend your holidays. What you want to do in your free time is your business. She wasn’t bothered in the slightest actually.  
 
    I already said I wasn’t interested in marrying a woman that was career minded.  
 
    Then we are back at square one. I have two choices. Either I can seriously consider Dr. Premji or I can let this blow over and we can revisit my search for a wife in a few months. None of my clients have dropped me. Not that she thought they would, but still – business is good. Maybe it’s a sign the economy is improving. 
 
    Set it up. I’ll meet Gita Premji.  
 
    Olga clicks her tongue a few times then holds up a double page spread of the two of us on the Copacabana. Tell her the truth. Should she have her tits done?  
 
    Someone is fucking with me. I can feel it like I feel the starting of a cold before the first sneeze. Someone is fucking with me. I don’t know who, but I don’t trust anyone. I look at Olga as she scrutinizes her tits. I don’t trust anyone. Except for Elon and Uncle Harvey. And Olga. I do still trust Olga. Maybe I shouldn’t. Maybe this is another moment I’ll look back on with regret, but I trust her. I have to believe I can trust her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About Memoirs of a Gigolo 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading Memoirs of a Gigolo Happy Christmas Oliver. If you downloaded this story during a promotion on Kindle, you may not know that it is part of a larger serialized novel. Memoirs of a Gigolo is a twelve part serialization. One part is released each month at the beginning of the month. As of the release of this segment, there are already three volumes available and another holiday special (Happy Halloween Oliver). Although Happy Christmas Oliver is a standalone volume, it demonstrates the deepening and complex relationship between Oliver and Olga. I also introduce a few elements which will be reintroduced as the main story arc continues. 
 
    I am often asked why I chose to serialize a novel rather than release it as a whole.  There are several answers to that question. I wanted to do something different tops the list. Serialization used to be the standard for novel publication. Some of the greatest novelists in the history of literature wrote their books as serials to be published in parts. Charles Dickens, Henry James, Harriet Beecher Stowe, and Herman Melville are a few. My favorite novel, Anna Karenina by Tolstoy, was a serialization. The other reason I chose to serialize is that this is an experiment for me. I’m writing each segment monthly. That isn’t to say I don’t have a broad outline of the story, but it is still fluid. I can change the story in response to feedback from my readers. I’m enjoying the process immensely.  
 
    I do hope you enjoyed it! 
 
    Livia  
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