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   A Note to the Reader
 
   Thank you for downloading Memoirs of a Gigolo–Happy Valentine’s Day Oliver during the promotional period on Amazon. My very special Valentine for those of you lovely readers who keep returning for more Oliver and Olga. 
 
   If you are new to the Memoirs of a Gigolo serial and this is the first instalment you are reading, you will be lost. You are coming in to the story well into the middle of it. The characters have already been introduced and the story defined. What follows will make very little sense as it is taken out of a much larger context. 
 
   I will be offering Volume One of Memoirs of a Gigolo on the 15th and 16th of February for free on Amazon. I strongly encourage you to start at the beginning.
 
   Thank you again for downloading! I hope you enjoy. 
 
    
 
   Love Livia  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Prologue
 
   Parvati Singh was precisely what Oliver believed he wanted in a wife. This is why I introduced them first. The first rule of matchmaking; give them what they think they want first. Then show them what they really want. Parvati ticked every box. Wealthy, beautiful, wholly disinterested in him. 
 
   I was very good at what I did. I came from a long line of matchmakers. The women of my family have been shadchan for generations. I watched my mother, her mother, and even my great-grandmothermake matches. I learned to seek out the right information. I knew which questions to ask. I understood what I needed to be aware of. I didn’t walk in blind to Oliver’s situation.
 
   When he walked in my door I probably knew him better than he knew himself at that moment. Not difficult as he was very lost and very confused. He was in a moment of personal transformation. He’d lost his grandparents. His fiancée had left him then two weeks later his father was dead. 
 
   The problem with a younger man involving himself in a relationship with an older woman–actually let me say it like this–the problem with an immature younger man, who is still resolving the issues of his childhood, involving himself in a relationship with an older woman, that revels in nurturing and caring for him, is that he will never grow up and she will forever be tidying up after him. I have no issue with an older woman and a younger man or vice-verse. A couple has to be at the same level of maturity for a relationship works. That said I’ve known some fairly childish octogenarians and some world weary twenty year olds. 
 
   Olga was world weary when they met. I’d wanted her to move along out of the business for some time when Oliver arrived on the scene. I understood she was punishing her father by working for me. This is why I had her work for me. It was either me, or she would go to someone else. At least I could watch over her. Vladimir understood this. This is why we never had a problem. 
 
   Did I believe he would end up with Olga? Never. Not for a moment. They were unsuited for each other on many levels. Olga was a lovely girl, but the truth was that she was a bit gauche. By gauche I mean she lacked the sort of sophistication and quite frankly class Oliver would have wanted in a wife. She was beautiful, savvy, kind and charming, but she was uneducated and that mattered deeply to Oliver. Not that he ever said so, but he didn’t need to. I also knew Olga’s father well enough to know that he would probably accept Oliver, but not on Oliver’s terms. Oliver was far too noble, too much of a gentleman, and far too honest to ever find common ground with Vladimir. 
 
   If Olga and Oliver were ever going to be together as it was, there would be too much compromise on either side for them to ever truly be happy with the sacrifices they had to make to be together. For them to ever get together something would have to happen to change them both. Mostly Olga. But she wasn’t going to wake up one morning, decide to go to university, and somehow transform herself from a Paris Hilton to a Chelsea Clinton. Oliver wanted a Chelsea Clinton. Not a Paris Hilton. 
 
   He wanted a woman that was as intelligent, educated, and kind. In essence, he wanted his former fiancée. He just didn’t know it. I have seen it many many many times in my career. The person who didn’t realize what he had until it was gone. Oliver was one of those people although he had yet to come to that realization. 
 
   This was why I introduced him to Parvati Singh first. Then I planned on introducing him to Gita Premji. Dr. Premji was precisely what he wanted. That or his former fiancée. But that was never going to happen. The proverbial snowball in hell had more of a chance than those two.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   1 Weekly Meeting
 
   The Matchmaker is possibly the perfect woman in my estimation. Unlike younger women, she is supremely aware of who she is and what her place in the universe is. Her pure confidence is the sort of thing one can only aspire to rather than hope to ever achieve. Her body is hers wholly. It does not own her so much a she owns it. It holds no grip on her psyche. She no longer was plagued by media boogey men telling her that she was fat when she was thin, ugly when she was beautiful in a psychological onslaught to get her to buy creams and potions with the promise she might one day be remotely acceptable if only she tried just a little harder. 
 
   This is the beauty of the Matchmaker. If she has cellulite on her thighs then such is the way of life. If her breasts are less than perfectly firm, it is the result of tending to the needs of her infant so many years earlier. 
 
   What was the one thing I learned about the Matchmaker that most took me by surprise–she is a mother. Very few people know this. I only found this out because we were having our weekly meeting when her daughter called. 
 
   Our weekly meetings have always taken place in her bedroom. What does it say about me that I wasn’t even remotely taken aback the first time she took me to bed? Probably nothing good. Somehow I had known from the beginning this would be where we would end up. We’re a lot alike the two of us. Sex is sex. Gender is gender. One need not limit oneself based on societal conventions. That and the fact we both like screwing around on the sly. We both get off on being deviant. She has a girlfriend and I’m her employee. I’m the ultimate forbidden fruit. 
 
   Do I need to note that she is a phenomenal lover? No. But she is. My god that woman knows her stuff. Her hands are like butterflies, her tongue is a velvet ribbon, her skin is a warm satin cover. Her bed is a large four poster thing that is designed for an afternoon of pure sexual bliss. 
 
   Monday is a good day for both of us to get together. Neither of us has particularly packed schedules at the head of the week. I’ll be honest–I look forward to Mondays. I get my dry-cleaning dropped off, I have lunch with my mother, I clean my bedroom, I have a standing appointment with the aesthetician, I do my laundry, I catch up on my reading, go for a run weather permitting, and in general have a relaxing day. Monday is my Sunday. 
 
   This particular Monday I combine two tasks in one. I run to the Matchmaker’s. Being totally honest, I look good. I’ve followed Olga’s rather punitive work out regime for nearly five months, and the difference is notable. I have definition in my arms and abs that I never thought I would have. A certain sort of vanity sparks inside of me. I care about my appearance in a way I never imagined I could. 
 
   I arrive at her offices just as the clock strikes ten. I’m covered in sweat and she’s on a call. I go straight up to her bedroom. Her office staff knows well enough to not notice me. 
 
   I like to mix it up weekly with the Matchmaker. Try new things. She’s a good person to experiment on. I have yet to encounter a situation with her that we either couldn’t laugh off or wasn’t a success. Olga would probably like to think she alone could take credit for my improved ability in the sack, but the simple truth is the Matchmaker was really my tutor. She was my Mrs. Robinson, my George Sand, my Edith Piaf, my Demi Moore, my Madonna. My older woman that enjoyed the enthusiasm and desire to learn of this much younger man.  
 
   She has one of those steam showers that I will have installed in Wold Hall when (not if–but when!) I have the means to make it so. I’m in the water and nearly ready to get out when the bathroom door opens then closes. 
 
   She’s sorry. She had to take that call. Her daughter. 
 
   I had no idea she had a daughter. 
 
   Not many people know this. 
 
   Is it a secret? 
 
   No. Just not something she discusses. Surely I can understand this. 
 
   I do. I don’t discuss my family. Not from some desire to keep an air of mystery about me, but rather there is nothing to say. 
 
   She steps into the shower with me, wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me. This is our real hello. Not the random chit-chat. No. A good, deep, tongue twirling kiss is the real hello. Her hands are all over me immediately. Her mouth touches my neck as her fingers reach up to my scalp and continue to scrub. Nothing quite gets me as neck kisses. I’m rinsed, and then she reaches for the conditioner. My hair is covered then she reaches for my cock. 
 
   Now this is when it gets interesting and noteworthy. How did I never think of this before? I’m quite certain there is no lube quite as perfectly made as conditioner. It’s just the right consistency and always conveniently available for playing with a man’s junk in the shower. 
 
   She tugs me rapidly, her slippery hand sliding over the length of my shaft as her fingers exerted just the right amount of pressure. Like a woman that knows a man’s body well enough to lay claim to it, she lets me go just before I reach the point that I will ejaculate whether she continues or not. 
 
   We take a moment to let me back away from that physical precipice her hard working hand nearly pushed me over. 
 
   I touch the curve of a nicely rounded breast admiring the fullness of her flesh. I slip the fingers of a hand between her thighs and let a single digit locate her clit. We talk as I lightly stimulate her. I know how she likes to orgasm and this isn’t it. She likes to be brought to it slowly. 
 
   We have time and there is no rush. This is why I enjoy these Monday meetings with her. I’m not on the clock. If I were to tell her I no longer wanted to be physically intimate with her that would probably be okay. But I need this intimacy. It is free. There is no cost associated with it. 
 
   I pick her up and wrap her legs around my waist. She slides around me as I press her against the tile wall of the shower. Her body has quickly become familiar to me. How many times have we had sex? I don't know. If I thought about it I might be able to come up with a number. It doesn't matter. Not really. We are lovers that know each other well. The best sort of all. 
 
   I move slowly to bring myself up to the edge, but not as close as I was earlier. This will be one of those times that I come once and it will be well worth the build-up. 
 
   She pushes me on the shoulder and tells me to put her down.  We’re going to try something different. I love different. 
 
   She bends over at the waist (god bless the Hindu that invented yoga) and places her hands on the floor of the shower. I slip inside of her and penetrate her deeply. I go for it with alternating deep then shallow thrusts. She controls my increasing desire by raising her body up and preventing me from going as deep as I would like. I make mental notes as we progress. 
 
   I hold her around the waist as the water comes from every angle and my heart races along with the blood in my veins. I don’t want to stop, but she makes me. This is another of her powers. She controls me utterly. 
 
   At her urging, we leave the shower and the bathroom. 
 
   Does it worry me that her red-headed girlfriend the party planner is in her bedroom? Not in the slightest. It’s always sort of a hit or miss thing with her. Sometimes she joins us. Sometimes she doesn’t. The Party Planner is turned out nicely in the sort of bra, panties and stocking combination she seems to prefer. Lacy red. Very sexy. I quite like it. I’m not in control here. I’m just a participant in her sexual adventures. 
 
   I’m pushed back on her bed as the Matchmaker straddles me. She slides down me and presses her hands to my chest as she finds her place. When I’m thrust deep inside of her, her back arches and her head dips back. She grinds down slightly until I’m fully seated inside of her. 
 
   With my hands behind my head I just let it all happen to me. 
 
   The Party Planner and the Matchmaker kiss. The Party Planner pinches the Matchmaker’s nipples until they are stretched and bright pink. I know from personal experience the Party Planner likes it rough. When I needed to learn how to really give a good spanking, she was more than willing to be my mentor. 
 
   The Party Planner kisses a line down the bare body of the Matchmaker, her mouth stopping at the juncture where our sex meets. The Matchmaker spreads the lips of her vagina open offering her clit to the Party Planner who attacks it with the tip of her tongue. From my angle, I can only see a head of red hair planted on my stomach. But what I feel is extraordinary. 
 
   A darting slippery tongue randomly touching my skin then the hard knot of flesh of the Matchmaker’s clit is the sort of thing that defies explanation. It simply must be experienced. The Matchmaker’s vaginal muscles squeeze me like a hand as the Party Planner’s tongue goes to work on her. It’s bliss. Heaven. I would cum but those fucking women won’t let me. 
 
   The Party Planner stops working the Matchmaker with her tongue. There is a bit of discussion that I am not a part of beyond my role in their sexual gymnastics. Decisions are made. Positions are changed. How do we end up? I’m on my feet, the Party Planner is bent over in front of me, and the Matchmaker is on the bed with her lover’s face buried between her thighs. 
 
   I do enjoy fucking the Party Planner. She likes it as hard as I can put it to her. If I’m delicate with her, she’s likely to turn around and slap me whilst telling me to not be such a pussy. She is really scary sometimes. But in a good sexy way. 
 
   The first to fall over the orgasmic cliff is the Matchmaker. The Party Planner’s relentlessly twitching and swirling tongue knows how to get a job done. I’m next. As I predicted in the shower, the physical sensation of my body releasing the pent up energy through an orgasm was mind altering. 
 
   I don’t pull out of the Party Planner so much as she moves away from me. She lieson the bed next to the Matchmaker. The two roll into each other’s arms, kissing and touching.  I’m not a part of this. I don’t need to be told to back off. The Party Planner likes me just fine, but the Matchmaker is the one she is in the bedroom for. 
 
   I’m ignored as they touch. I still watch. I’m human and a male. Watching two beautiful women make love to one another is not something that I’m going to turn away from. Especially two creatures as lovely the Matchmaker and the Party Planner. 
 
   Certainly I find what they do as their fingers explore erotic. But more than that, no one knows better than another woman what a woman wants. I watch to learn. 
 
   I am invited to join them by the Party Planner and I do. What can I say? Sometimes a girl just wants cock. I’m always happy to oblige. I give it to her good until she screams. Yes. Screams. Bless her, she’s a screamer. I love a woman that lets me know with such unrestrained enthusiasm that I know how to dot the i’s and cross the t’s. 
 
   How do I feel as I pull out of the Party Planner and rise to my feet? Like a star. Endorphins are rushing through my system first from my run and then from my sexual marathon. 
 
   I leave the two of them and dip back into the shower for a minute. When I return to the bedroom with a towel around my waist the Matchmaker is in the silk robe I brought her from Japan and the Party Planner is walking around in her bra and panties.  
 
   I compliment her on her choice. I like the red. 
 
   It’s Valentine’s Day. What else would she wear? 
 
   Oh–typical male–I hadn’t realized it was Valentine’s Day. I make no comment on the fact Valentine’s Day is for twats and fourteen year old girls. Especially when I notice the large arrangement of red roses that was not in the bedroom when I first entered. Someone likes Valentine’s Day. Go figure. The Party Planner has a romantic side. I never would have guessed. 
 
   I have shirts and trousers at the Matchmaker’s place. Technically not my shirts and trousers. They’re all Harold’s. Harold. That insufferable prick. That loathsome man-whore. That evil bastard. I despise Harold. But I admire his taste in clothing. Most of the time. The shell suits and the trainers are a bit awful.  I can only imagine how much The Matchmaker spent on Harold based on the contents of the closets back at the house and in her home. 
 
   There are so many parallels between my relationship with my former fiancée and that the Matchmaker had with Harold, I can't help but to feel like a total shit at times. I don't question whether or not I have it in me to marry for money. I do. But I can't pretend to be in love with someone again just because I want her money. I'll do what I need to do, but I'm going to be honest about it. But then again if I am being honest about it, did I truly never love my former fiancée, or was it a different kind of love? Was it a quiet love like that between friends? I don’t know. 
 
   What are my plans for the day? The Matchmaker choses a shirt for me and takes the one I have in my hand. I slip it on. She’s right. It’s a better choice. And I’ll admit it, even if I do think Valentine’s Day is a sham, I’m not averse to wearing the deep red slim-cut shirt she chose. I actually rather like it with the black trousers she hands me next. 
 
   What are my plans? None really. Quiet day. I have to meet up with my former fiancée. I’m having drinks with Elon. I have a thing with Olga tonight. Monday is usually pretty slow for me. 
 
   Why am I meeting up with my former fiancée on Valentine’s Day? 
 
   Actually I don’t think either of us realized it was Valentine’s Day during the email exchange that equalledour planning to meet up. It was more about her schedule and mine and how we are both very busy people. Odd that. I used to be available whenever she wanted me. Having to coordinate is new. We were never Valentine’s people. 
 
   Were we never really Valentine’s people, or am I one of those men that’s really kind of an asshole and made her feel bad for wanting some flowers and a box of chocolates on a day devoted to being romantic? (Thisis the Party Planner asking–the Matchmaker is much nicer when it comes to men being assholes.) She can only imagine how I pissed and moaned about the commercialization of a fucking commercial holiday rather than just sucking it up and being romantic. 
 
   Actually that was probably more like it. 
 
   Does Olga know this? 
 
   That I’m meeting with my former fiancée? Yes. 
 
   How did that conversation go? 
 
   Worryingly well. 
 
   What do I have with Olga? 
 
   I don’t know. I’m meeting her and Elon at five. We have a client at the Four Seasons.
 
   Men are ass holes. (Againthe party planner) Here’s a though–why don’t I bring her some flowers and tell her I’m sorry for being a dickhead all of the Valentine’s Days we were together? 
 
   Sure. I’ll do that. Not. I never bought her flowers when it wasn’t Valentine’s Day and we were together. Why would I buy her flowers when we’re not together and they are at their priciest? Putting as fine a point on it as I can, she’s driving me to bankruptcy. 
 
   The Matchmaker tells me to meet her downstairs in her office. She’ll be with me in a moment.
 
   I leave the bedroom. I like the Party Planner just fine, especially when she has my dick in her mouth, but there are times she drives me crazy. I get men aren’t really her thing. Fine. But we’re not all knuckle dragging Neanderthals that are incapable of thinking with anything other than our dicks.  
 
   What do I not say because it’s none of their business? Truth be told, my former fiancée never said anything when I did nothing for her for Valentine’s Day. Probably because by the time our first Valentine’s Day together rolled around she’d already resigned herself to the fact I was never going to be the sort of romantic assbag that did things like buy her flowers, pick out saucy panties for her, or get a hotel for a naughty night together. I’ll be honest; I never felt that kind of passion for her. Maybe if I’d made an effort to think of her that way, then I would have seen her that way. But I didn’t and she never objected. 
 
   I sit in the office where I was offered a job so many months earlier. The door opens just about at the moment I’m ready to get up and leave. The Matchmaker, in one of her pant suits in a brilliant red, enters and sits. 
 
   Don’t let the Party Planner bother me. 
 
   I don’t. 
 
   Of course I do. I was a terrible fiancé. Surely I must realize this. 
 
   I know. I was. 
 
   Having our faults pointed out to us is never nice. Perhaps next time I find a woman to share my life with I will have learned from the mistakes of my past. 
 
   One can only hope. 
 
   She has nothing if not hope for me. How is business? 
 
   I pull the envelope with her share of the takings from my messenger bag along with my diary. The envelope is set on the desk. She picks it up and counts the contents. It’s all there. Of course it is. I wouldn’t bite the hand that feeds me. 
 
   She’s worried about me. I’m working a lot. Am I disappearing into the job? 
 
   Maybe. 
 
   It happens. Maybe I need a vacation. It’s not too late to get to India to join the Singh family for the week of festivities leading up to Parvati’s sisters’wedding. 
 
   No. I’ve figured out Parvati. The more I tell her no, the more she wants me. Besides, I’m heading to the Reunion Islands to meet up with the Latin Pop Star in a few weeks. 
 
   The parents are pushing to have a date set for the engagement. 
 
   They can push all they want. Until they agree to a June wedding in England, I’m not budging. 
 
   They won’t agree. 
 
   They will. That or I’ll move on. 
 
   How is my friendship with Dr. Gita Premji progressing? 
 
   Gita is a great friend. For that reason amongst others I can tell her honestly that we are not a match. I would rather have Gita’s friendship than anything else. 
 
   Good things often bloom in the soil of friendship. 
 
   Sure. But there is really nothing there. At least with Parvati I feel a physical attraction. That’s not there with Gita. 
 
   Did I feel a physical attraction to my former fiancée? 
 
   Not really. Yes and no. It was comfortable. Familiar. 
 
   Something must have pushed us together. What was that? 
 
   I’d had a bad day and she was there. Being kind and strong when I needed that. Then she just kept on being there and I rather liked it. I don’t want to discuss this. 
 
   Fair enough. 
 
   Has she found anyone else for Gita? 
 
   No. In fact Dr. Premji has decided she no longer needs the services of a matchmaker. 
 
   Not surprising. She’s really not interested in getting married. Her father is satisfied. She’ll find someone in her own time. 
 
   Have I met Dr. Premji’s father? 
 
   Yes. In fact I have. Actually, oddly enough, he and my mother have become very close. 
 
   If a woman with a heart condition is going to cultivate a new friendship, choosing one of the foremost heart specialists in the world is probably a good pick. 
 
   He’s a very good man. Very kind. I quite like him. 
 
   His books changed her life. 
 
   My mother said the same thing. Maybe I should read one of them. I need some life changing. 
 
   The meeting is over. She walks me to her office door. I’m given a kiss on both cheeks. She’ll see me next Monday. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   2 The Slowest Night of the Year for a Working Girl (or Boy)
 
    
 
   There is a distinct smell when I walk into the house in Knotting Hill that is far more pleasant than the one that was present the first time I walked through the doors. 
 
   Uncle Harvey, playing the part of Wright the butler, has turned the place around. Giving credit where credit is due, Uncle Harvey is a great butler. 
 
   I find him in the kitchen. He’s in his white shirt-sleeves with black waist-coat, greytie and apron on. He’s lost weight. The work has been good for him. The house is clean, the girls love him, and there is cake. 
 
   How was the meeting? 
 
   I shrug. I reach for cake. My hand is swatted away. That is for the girls. 
 
   Why do the girls get cake? Why can’t I have cake? 
 
   Because he has a very special evening planned for the girls that involves cake. 
 
   What about me? 
 
   Don’t I have plans with Olga? 
 
   No. Yes. With a client. 
 
   How romantic I am. Every stereotype about the dashing English lord is reinforced by me on a daily basis. 
 
   Valentine’s Day is for wankers. 
 
   I do make him despair. Am I aware that my father, a man with faults he was–but none unworthy of forgiveness, always showered my mother with roses and chocolates on Valentine’s Day? How can I, his only child, be so heartlessly unromantic? 
 
   Is there a reason he’s speaking like he’s delivering a Shakespearian monologue? 
 
   I do make him despair. 
 
   No seriously–is there a reason? 
 
   Actually he and the ethereally beautiful Elizabeth (he places a hand to his heart and sighs at this moment) are preparing a small entertainment for the girls that evening. He’s getting into character. 
 
   Bleck. Really? Bleck. Honestly. Bleck. He’s preparing an entertainment? What in the name of all things worthy of making me want to gag are they going to do? 
 
   A bit of Twelfth Night. 
 
   Do the other girls know this? 
 
   Yes. In fact Mi Young will be treating us to a traditional Chinese dance, Emer will grace us with a song or two on her harp, Simone is preparing her canard aux pommes, and Talitha has agreed to not be a noisome little bitch during the screening of Love Actually. It shall all be divine. 
 
   Is it a day off and no one told me? 
 
   No. Who books a prostitute on Valentine’s Day? Seriously. If there is one day a year a man is actually going to make the effort with his significant other, it’s going to be Valentine’s Day. None of the girls have a booking or a date for that matter. They’re all quite glum about it. Hence the party. 
 
   Seriously–a smart man lays the law down immediately when he enters into a relationship when it comes to Valentine’s Day. 
 
   Oh do tell. What would that law be? 
 
   Valentine’s Day is bullshit. I refuse to be told that I must spend a bloody fortune on a woman. I blame society and advertising. They get women all wound up about what they deserve on Valentine’s Day and then when they don’t get it, they bitch and moan like a bunch of little girls. 
 
   Why don’t women deserve to be honouredon Valentine’s Day? 
 
   It’s a fake holiday.
 
   They’re all manufactured. They were all invented by man to fulfila societal need. Valentine’s Day was set aside as a moment to honour ones lover. How is this a bad thing? 
 
   If I want to buy a woman a bunch of flowers I’m going to do it because I want to and not because it’s expected of me.
 
   The battle cry of the man who really just doesn’t get it. 
 
   It’s extortion. 
 
   It’s romantic. It’s lovely. A day devoted to being romantic. 
 
   It has nothing to do with romance. 
 
   But it can if we so choose it to be. All things are what we make of them. 
 
   I’d rather be spontaneous. To show that I care when I’m not told to. 
 
   How often did I buy my former fiancée flowers? 
 
   Well, never actually. 
 
   So I wasn’t exactly showering her with spontaneous demonstrations of my affection. 
 
   She agreed with me about this. At least the Valentine’s Day part. She thought it was bullshit too. 
 
   Really? He’s met my former fiancée many times. Am I absolutely certain she thought it was bullshit, or is it more like she didn’t want to get her hopes up because I had repeatedly disappointed her? What seems more likely? Hmmm?
 
   She never said a word about the fact Valentine’s Day was a non-starter. 
 
   Is it possible she said nothing because she didn’t want to get her hopes up in anticipation of me being a fundamental disappointment? Let’s be honest, I wasn’t the best to her. She knew this. She just thought I would magically change one day. But I didn’t. 
 
   Fuck, I hate that he know me as well as he does sometimes. 
 
   Such is the hell of family. 
 
   I still think it’s bullshit. 
 
   It is bullshit. So are mistletoe and Easter eggs. That’s not the point. The point is taking a moment out of life to say you matter to me, you are special, I love you. 
 
   I get what he’s trying to say, but I’m still just not convinced. I’m certainly not a convert to the cult of Valentine’s Day. Maybe I’m becoming cynical. Has the job made me cynical? I’m worried the job has made me cynical. 
 
   Possibly. But then again I’ve always been rather cynical. I was a cynical child. Disturbing really. The way I used to sit and wait for people to disappoint me. Unnerving. 
 
   I blame my parents. 
 
   Convenient. 
 
   Yes. That’s why I generally blame my parents for all the bad in me. Is he coming with me for lunch? 
 
   No. Next week. He’s too busy. Give Martina and Lucy his love. He has a hamper for them that I need to take with me. 
 
   I can do that. 
 
   Upstairs in my bedroom I find Olga, Mi Young and Elizabeth. There are dresses laid out on the bed and Elizabeth is having her hair fussed with by Mi Young. 
 
   Why are they in my room? 
 
   There’s more space. 
 
   No. There really isn’t. Why must they congregate in my room? 
 
   They ignore me. I go through to the bathroom and fetch the envelope of cash I have set aside to bring with me to lunch with my mother and aunt. 
 
   The three are sitting on my bed when I pass through on the way out. 
 
   Where are the car keys? 
 
   Olga gets up. She’s coming with me. I need to take the two bags she pokes with her toe. 
 
   (Why does she do this to me in front of Mi Young and Elizabeth? Probably because she knows I won’t argue with her in front of them. My mother likes Olga just fine. Joining us for lunch would be okay. After lunch when I need to go and meet my former fiancéeI don’t need Olga around. I just need this to be a day in which I don’t have to tell Olga to go away because there is something I have to do without her. I hate those discussions.)
 
   She wants to go to lunch with me and my mother and aunt? 
 
   Yes. Of course she wants to go. Unfortunately, she’s busy. Next week will be better. I need to drop her off at the Four Seasons. 
 
   Of course, darling. (Giant silent sigh of relief) But we need to get going. 
 
   Fine. Don’t forget the bags. 
 
   Of course, darling. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   3 Mum has a Boyfriend 
 
    
 
   Mum has a boyfriend and I’m really not certain what to do about this. I’m really not. I’m so used to mum being with dad that the idea of her having a boyfriend sort of unnerves me.
 
   This is all my fault. When I met Gita through an arrangement made with the Matchmaker we hit it off. But there was no spark. Neither of us sought a second date. No feelings were hurt. I even considered calling her just to see if she wanted to get together and go to one of those exhibitions we both agreed we enjoy. But I didn’t because the truth is I’m not in a place in my life to be making new friends. 
 
   Then I run into Gita with her father while I’m with my mother on one of our Monday outings. Because we are all polite civilized people and my mother would like to talk to Sanjay Premji about his books and how they changed her life, we sit down for tea and cakes. 
 
   From there it just cascaded. A month later and the two are with each other more than they are not. 
 
   Granted, they deny it, but I know what a relationship looks like when I see it. 
 
   I go to meet mum and Aunt Lucy for lunch at a cafénear to where her cardiologist is located. When I get there I find Gita and Sanjay Premji are going to join us. Mum brought them with her to her doctor’s appointment. Sanjay Premji, cardiologist and how to live until you’re a thousand by getting to bed by nine every night after doing yoga and drinking plenty of water fame,is mum’s friend. 
 
   Fine by me. I’m rather fond of his daughter in a very platonic and sisterly sort of way. I have a brief moment of clarity as we are having lunch that Gita would be a great wife. I like her just fine. What more could I want? I realize that when I was with my former fiancée liking her just finenever seemed like enough. Now that she’s declared herself done with me once and for all, I sort of miss the comfort of being with someone I like just fine. Now that I have an appreciation for liking the person I’m with, Gita and I could make it work. 
 
   But I know it just won’t happen. Besides, I have this sinking suspicion as my mother drinks her tomato bisque one spoonful at a time as the ever attentive Dr. Sanjay Premji sits at her elbow, that Gita and I are going to be connected to each other in a different way. 
 
   After lunch, Sanjay offers to take mum and Aunt Lucy home. 
 
   Gita takes my offer to walk her back to work. 
 
   Does she think our parents are dating? 
 
   She doesn’t think dating is the right word. But they are certainly fond of each other. 
 
   This is weird. I shouldn’t say this, but it’s the truth. I think it’s weird. Dad hasn’t even been dead a year. 
 
   Did I know that the people who are most in love with their spouse when they die tend to remarry the most rapidly? 
 
   Is she making that up? 
 
   No. She read it somewhere once. I must remember that mum is very ill. It probably comforts her a great deal to know that Sanjay is taking an emotional interest in her. 
 
   What does she think about this? 
 
   Her father is a grown man. She thinks mum is a kind woman that is very frightened, but trying to be brave. We are their adult children. We have our own lives. 
 
   Does she want to marry me? 
 
   No. But she does appreciate the offer. 
 
   If I brought her flowers, saucy panties, and chocolates would she marry me? 
 
   She has hay fever, doesn’t wear panties, but would take the chocolate. And no–she doesn’t want to marry me. 
 
   She really doesn’t wear panties? 
 
   Actually she does. She was just being funny. 
 
   I don’t get Valentine’s Day. I really don’t. As a woman, does it really matter? 
 
   Do I expect her to speak on behalf of all women or just her? 
 
   All women. 
 
   A big responsibility. But she’ll give it a go. Does Valentine’s Day matter? Is that the question? 
 
   Yes. 
 
   Did I forget to buy a present for Olga? 
 
   She is not my girlfriend. 
 
   That is a conversation I need to have with Olga. Preferably when she is not around. 
 
   I grumble a little. Is she absolutely certain she doesn’t want to marry me? She could be a countess. And have me. 
 
   Tempting. But she is going to pass. As for Valentine’s Day. No–it doesn’t matter. But it is not nice to be the only girl in the office that doesn’t get flowers. It takes fifteen minutes to make Valentine’s Day special. What really is the harm? 
 
   Does she get that it’s commercial and akin to extortion? 
 
   Yes. Do I get that these things really don’t matter? Such a small thing to make someone know that they were thought of. That I was willing to play along. This is what matters. 
 
   I suppose she’s right. It really isn’t a big deal is it? 
 
   No. Not really. As for our parents. They are adults. They find something in each other. Who are we to involve ourselves in what is their business? 
 
   It’s just weird for me. I don’t know what to do about this. 
 
   Why do I need to do anything? 
 
   I don’t know. It’s just mum without dad is so strange. Dad was always so over the top on Valentine’s Day. Maybe that’s why I dislike it so much. 
 
   I need to release these thoughts and emotions. They are poison. Free myself from the demons of my past and I will find a path to the future. 
 
   I find it really annoying that she’s so short and yet so reasonable. Short people have no right to be so reasonable. 
 
   (I get an elbow in the ribs) Didn’t I know that short people are just concentrated wisdom? 
 
   That is not the case. She needs to meet Parvati. She’s short and mean. 
 
   Do not marry that woman. If it comes down to it she’ll marry me instead. 
 
   Really? 
 
   No. Not really. But still–don’t marry that woman. 
 
   If I do end up marrying her, will she stand by my side and tell me often after the fact that she told me so? 
 
   With pleasure. One final thing before she goes back to work. Buy Olga some flowers. Fifty-pounds and five minutes will spare me days of grief. 
 
   I get a kiss on the cheek before she goes off in the direction of the patients that need her kindness more than I do. 
 
   Before I leave the building she works in, I stop at the crowded florist in the lobby and drop the kind of money I never imagined I would spend on flowers for a woman I know I will never have intimate physical knowledge of. I write on the card that I think I love her like a sister and maybe in time our parents will oblige my need to have an older and wiser sibling. 
 
   It is as I’m in the car driving to my standing appointment with the Aesthetician that I get a text from Gita. She loves me too–no matter what, she will always be my friend. The flowers were expensive, but the sentiment was priceless. 
 
   I’m starting to get the point of Valentine’s Day. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   4 That son-of-a-bitch named Martin
 
   Every other week I have a standing appointment with the Aesthetician. I will never be comfortable having my body hair ripped out by the roots, but I’m getting used to it. 
 
   The Aestheticianis ready for me when I arrive. She already knows I’m rushing. That I have a four o’clock that I can’t be late for. I’ll be honest. I want to look good to meet with my Former fiancée. Call me childish, call me what you will, but I want to look good. I want her to regret drop kicking me out of her life before giving me one more chance to make it all right. 
 
   The Aesthetician is in a red mini dress that matches her shoes and nails. There are small sparkling hearts in her giant poof of hair and a sprinkling of red glitter on her shoulders. She looks like a slutty cupid. 
 
   Her bracelets jangle and her hips sway as she walks to the rhythm only she can hear. 
 
   What does she think about Valentine’s Day? 
 
   Am I taking a survey? 
 
   Just curious. 
 
   It’s all bullshit. She fucking hates Valentine’s Day. (Which is why she’s dressed like a slutty cupid–because that’s what people do when they hate something.) Do I know what that son-of-a-bitch named Martin that never fucking appreciates her did that morning? 
 
   No. But I’d really like to know. (I actually do want to know–I’m always curious to hear the latest version of what that son-of-a-bitch named Martin that never fucking appreciates her has done. It all makes my life seem so calm and uninteresting.)
 
   Nothing. He did nothing. Okay fine. She gets that he’s going to do nothing. All he ever does is nothing. But just for once, she thought he would do something. 
 
   She said she thinks it’s bullshit. 
 
   It is bullshit. Doesn’t mean she wouldn’t appreciate a little bullshit. Why can’t men get that even if it’s all bullshit it still matters? That son-of-a-bitch named Martin that never fucking appreciates her. All she does for him. She cooks, she cleans, she takes care of his mother, she listens to him, she cares for him, she loves him with all of her heart. Why the fuck can’t he buy her a goddamned card just once without her having to ask him to do it? All of that bullshit about how it should be spontaneous and done because he wants to do it and not because he’s told to do it is bullshit. Find her the man that does these things spontaneously and he’s either gay or…gay. Does that answer my question? 
 
   Yes. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   5 The Pity of it All 
 
   The apartment is in Knightsbridge. My Former Fiancée and I shopped for it together. We decorated it together. As I enter the building, it is all eerily the same. 
 
   The doormen and security are the same. They must know I’m coming, because no one tries to stop me. Not that they tried to stop me the couple of times I returned the prior May to sort out my possessions. I don’t know if there came a point when my Former Fiancée told them I was not to enter simply because after my father died I never returned. 
 
   It’s wholly possible I could have come back for the tiara without waiting for my Former Fiancée to return from Beijing. I know the combination for the safe. 
 
   But I wouldn’t have done that. The apartment is hers. She paid for it. 
 
   I notice things as I walk through the public areas. Nothing has changed. The sounds and the smells are the same. I’m greeted at the elevator by the attendant as if I were returning after being gone just for the morning. 
 
   Good evening, sir. He says this as he has so many times before. There is chat about cricket as I ascend. 
 
   I’m let off at the floor. For some reason that seems absurd to me after the fact, I pull my keys out of my pocket and use them before I realize I probably should have rung the bell. This is not my home anymore. 
 
   I open the door, but I’m not certain I should walk in. 
 
   My former fiancée is visible from the door. She’s walking around wearing the sort of expensive, well-tailored, dress and jacket she always wore for work. She still has her shoes on. The phone is to her ear. 
 
   She waves me inside and holds up two fingers. She’ll be two minutes. That actually means twenty. If this were still my home I’d go to the kitchen, see what we have in the fridge and open a bottle of wine. Not my home anymore. 
 
   She looks different. Her hair is a lot longer. At least it looks longer in the pony-tail she’s wearing. She’s slimmer than I ever recall her being. 
 
   She walks into the kitchen then returns with a bottle of daffodil coloured wine, a couple of glasses and a corkscrew. This is all done with the phone to her ear. She points at the bottle gives me a thumbs-up then a thumbs-down. 
 
   I give her a thumbs-up. This is a good idea. Maybe we can be civil. I might even be able to get her to call off her father. 
 
   I open the wine and pour. She takes her glass and gives me a wink. It’s all so normal. I want her to get off the phone and ask me what I want to do for dinner then tell me to call the Thai place we order from too often because she is wrecked and would much rather watch Dr. Who then go out. 
 
   I wander around with my glass. There is a half-read paperback with a cover that promises only the most gruesome of murders inside placed on the coffee table along with one of my poetry books from school. I pick it up and it falls open to where a business card of hers marks a place. Byron. 
 
   When we two parted 
 
      In silence and tears,
 
   Half broken-hearted 
 
      To sever for years,
 
   Pale grew thy cheek and cold, 
 
      Colder thy kiss;
 
   Truly that hour foretold 
 
      Sorrow to this.
 
    
 
   The dew of the morning 
 
      Sunk chill on my brow-- 
 
   It felt like the warning
 
      Of what I feel now.
 
   Thy vows are all broken, 
 
      And light is thy fame;
 
   I hear thy name spoken, 
 
      And share in its shame.
 
    
 
   They name thee before me, 
 
      A knell to mine ear;
 
   A shudder comes o'er me--
 
      Why wert thou so dear?
 
   They know not I knew thee, 
 
      Who knew thee too well-
 
   Long, long shall I rue thee, 
 
      Too deeply to tell.
 
    
 
   In secret we met--
 
      In silence I grieve,
 
   That thy heart could forget, 
 
      Thy spirit deceive.
 
   If I should meet thee 
 
      After long years,
 
   How should I greet thee?--
 
      With silence and tears.
 
    
 
   I read through it a good four times. I skim through the rest of the book, then go back to the Byron and read it again. He’d sympathize with me. He was a vain, oversexed, sexually ambiguous, fuck up too. He also went to Harrow. But he was a poet and I’ve never written a poem in my life. Except for school. Those were disastrous. 
 
    
 
   She gets off the phone after another five minutes. 
 
   Sorry. 
 
   Not a problem. (I hold up the poetry anthology)
 
   Take it. She has a few more of my books. It was hard to tell which were hers and which were mine. If I have time I should go through the shelf.  
 
   I’ve got nowhere to be that evening. (Nottrue–but I’d cancel on Olga if I needed to.)
 
   She does. She wasn’t thinking when we made plans. It’s Valentine’s Day.  
 
   So I keep hearing. 
 
   But she’s happy to see me then and there rather than at Margaret’s wedding. Let’s be honest. It might have been a bit awkward. 
 
   I agree. 
 
   She’s sorry she didn’t give me the tiara back sooner. Things ended so badly then my father died. It’s a lame excuse, but honestly she didn’t know what to do. She thought about calling, coming to the funeral, she just didn’t know what to do, so she did nothing which was probably the worst choice of all. 
 
   It’s okay. I understand. I really do. 
 
   Truthfully, if she would have known my father was going to die two weeks later, she probably wouldn’t have broken up with me like she did. 
 
   Does she want to get back together? (Why do I ask this?)
 
   No! She laughs loudly. No! She’s sorry she shouldn’t laugh, but no–never again. 
 
   I was joking. (Was I? I don’t know that I was. When I was with my former fiancée I was ready to get rid of her at every turn. Now that the alternative is Parvati, she’s looking pretty good.) 
 
   Our breaking up was the best thing that ever happened to her. 
 
   Words every man wants to hear. 
 
   She’s not trying to be mean, but surely I wasn’t growing in that relationship either. 
 
   I suppose not. I’ve certainly done a lot of growing up since then. Dad’s death really shook me. Then her father coming after me and attempting to crush me under his boot heel hasn’t helped. 
 
   What am I talking about? 
 
   The fact her father is trying to ruin my life and force me to sell Wold Hall. 
 
   Again, I’m going to have to be a bit clearer. She hasn’t discussed me with her father since right after we broke up. She doesn’t want to disappoint me, but when it was over for her, it was over. It was like she’d lost a huge burden she didn’t even realize she’d been carrying around. 
 
   Nice. 
 
   She’s not trying to be mean. Just honest. If nothing else, we were always truthful. Except when it came to my innumerable infidelities. 
 
   In the name of being honest, she needs to have a conversation about me with her father. He’s coming after me for the cost of the wedding and the renovations on Wold Hall. 
 
   Is he? 
 
   Yes. 
 
   Sounds like the sort of thing he’d do. 
 
   Does, doesn’t it? 
 
   She’ll talk with him. 
 
   She really doesn’t know anything about what’s happening? 
 
   No. Her father has been smart enough not to mention me to her. If he’s going after what he paid towards the wedding, then that’s his prerogative. If I want her to intervene and get him to stop, then she’ll consider it. But that’s really between me and her father. What is between us are the renovations on Wold Hall. What she will do is pay to get the plumbing and the electric working. She was the one that had it pulled out. The least she can do is have it put back to the broke-down jerry- rigged state it was in before she ordered it fixed. 
 
   I would actually really appreciate that. 
 
   Fine. She’ll call Mr. Gresham and get it sorted out. 
 
   We finish the first bottle of wine during this conversation and move to the living room with the view that sold us on the place with a second bottle. 
 
   I tell her that I think the archaeologists were spying on me. 
 
   She thinks I’m deluded. Her father doesn’t need a bunch of archaeologists spying on me to figure out what’s going on at Wold Hall. It’s not like the place has any security. We don’t even lock the doors. It’s a wonder the place hasn’t been robbed. 
 
   I tell her I’m working. 
 
   This is nothing short of amazing. How many times did she ask me if I wanted to come to work with her at the chicken burger empire? Too many to count. Maybe her father pushing me to financial ruin is good for me. At least it’s gotten me up off of my spoiled entitled ass. 
 
   I tell her that I’m taking mum to Margaret’s wedding. I don’t mention that I have a date. Seems like the wrong moment for that. I tell her mum is dying. 
 
   That’s too bad. Mum wasn’t so bad after all. Neither was dad for that matter. They were just very unaware of how narcissistic and self-absorbed they were. Not people that should have had a child. It’s no wonder I turned out the way I did with the two of them as parents, but still…It’s all too bad. Maybe I’d be more of an adult if my parents hadn’t been such a pair of juveniles. Maybe it’s not too late for me to change. Really a pity about mum. She did like her. 
 
   Did she ever like me even a little? Because it’s sort of sounding like she really kind of hates me. 
 
   She doesn’t hate me. She’s over that. Our breaking up was the best thing that could have happened to her. She dates men now. Not boys in man bodies. Honestly though what was she thinking? I’m eight years younger than her. Probably a good thing she got that out of her system before it was too late. 
 
   I probably should get going. Can I get the tiara?
 
   Did she hurt my feelings? 
 
   Yes. She’s hurt my feelings. As she was want to do, she’s bulldozed me. I fucking have feelings. Here’s the truth. I’m sorry. If I could go back in time, I would do things a lot differently. I am sorry. I wish I would have figured some things out sooner. But I didn’t. I’ve lost just about everyone I love and now mum is dying. I don’t believe she’s as unaware of what her father is doing as she claims to be. I know how close they are. I’m not certain what she’s getting out of burying me, but I certainly hope it’s worth it. 
 
   Okay. She’ll talk to her father. She didn’t know what she was doing, but she also has very purposefully not asked any questions. Am I really sorry? 
 
   Yes. I’m really sorry. 
 
   She forgives me. She does. She forgives me and it feels great. In fact, it feels fantastic. She’s never felt so free before. I’m not her emotional sinkhole anymore. She really has moved on!
 
   I’m so very delighted for her. Can I get my tiara? I don’t want to have to interrupt her when she’s doing the dance of joy in her panties at her absolute delight at being rid of me once and for all. 
 
   She’s sorry. She’s just so happy. 
 
   Marvellous. I’m thrilled. I’ve lost my grandparents, my father, my mother is dying, and her father is trying to force me to sell my home to pay for the million pound wedding I always said was ridiculously overpriced. I’m just so happy she’s so happy. Tiara? 
 
   She puts her hand on mine. She’s sorry. She’s being inappropriate. She leans over and kisses my cheek. 
 
   Anyone that’s ever had a long term ex they’ve broken up with and never slept with again after the fact probably will never be able to understand why what happened next did. But it did. 
 
   First there was kissing. Familiar kisses. But then again, not so familiar. There’s an edge of passion to the way her mouth moves against my neck that is unlike anything she had done before. 
 
   We move from the couch to the bedroom within minutes. Not because I’m pushing and nudging, but because she is. This is not the woman I know. This amorous, grabbing, tugging, squeezing, little vixen that gets me on my back and whips my trousers off of me like they were on fire. 
 
   Not only does she not close the curtains, she doesn’t insist we get under the blankets. And it’s still light outside. I truly cannot recall us having sex in any kind of light before and being uncovered. More than this. She’s all over me. I like this! This is different. This is what I always wanted. A little zing in the bedroom. Something to dust off the cobwebs on occasion. 
 
   When we were together, we did things her way in bed. Granted, I was okay with this. A bit bored maybe, but I was okay with the fact things were pretty vanilla. Truth be told, I always assumed she would be the mother of my children. Call me old fashioned, but there are just some things I never imagined doing with the mother of my children. 
 
   Clearly things are different. There is rolling around, changing positions, moaning, sighing, fumbling, and nibbling. 
 
   I cannot believe what is happening even as it’s happening. I’m aroused by my former fiancée in a way I have never been before. She’s a little tiger and I like it. 
 
   When she’s done with me and finished, we lay on the bed staring at the ceiling. There is still a smear of bug guts where I killed a fly. She hasn’t gotten the ceiling painted. 
 
   She’s not going to get the ceiling painted because I squashed a bug. How many times has she told me that I need to kill them mid-air and not just flatten them? 
 
   A few. 
 
   Besides, she might sell the place and buy a house. 
 
   Any reason?
 
   She’s actively looking for a husband. If that doesn’t work out she might just have a child on her own. Adopt a baby in China. Find a sperm donor. She hasn’t really decided. Anyhow…Have I been working out? 
 
   Yes. In fact I have been working out. I have this evil Russian trainer. No mercy. 
 
   I look good. The body waxing might be a bit too much, but still, kind of foxy. 
 
   She looks good too. 
 
   Getting rid of me was the best thing that ever happened to her.
 
   I aim to please. 
 
   She gets out of bed as I’m left to lay there staring at the bug smear on the ceiling.   
 
   My bed feels so good I never want to get up again. I have missed my bed more than I realized. The pillows are still the same and the sheets are familiar. This is my bed. I may never leave it again. 
 
   My trousers being tossed on me is a message. 
 
   I need to get up. She has a date. 
 
   What? 
 
   She has a date. It’s Valentine’s Day. Just because I was a selfish prick that refused to treat her like a woman and her fiancée on Valentine’s Day doesn’t mean all men are assholes. I need to go. Now. 
 
   She has a date? 
 
   Yes. She has a date. What do I think? She’s not dating? How else is she going to find a husband? I’ve sucked away four years’worth of her fertility. One of the reasons she’s moving back from Beijing. 
 
   She’s moving back from Beijing? 
 
   Yes. She wants to find a man. Not impossible in Beijing, but certainly easier in London. She knows people that know people in London. People that can introduce her to eligible men. Friends. Speaking of friends, how is my band of merry misfits? God help her, she actually misses them on occasion. 
 
   Renata’s pregnant. 
 
   Seriously? That’s just bad. Who’s the father? 
 
   Elon. 
 
   She starts laughing loudly. She sits on the edge of the bed, misses, then falls to the ground. 
 
   I know. I laugh along with her. 
 
   Why does she miss this? For some reason she misses this. Ridiculous. Poor baby. When is it due?
 
   Another month. 
 
   Poor baby. Why is it the Renata’s of the world get pregnant when a man blows in their ear and she can’t? 
 
   Not like we tried. 
 
   True. We didn’t try. We were the rare exception that actually wanted to be married before we started trying to make babies. Maybe a baby would have changed me. But probably not. 
 
   A baby would have changed me. 
 
   She isn’t so sure about that, but it’s possible. Anyhow, we’ll never know. 
 
   So this isn’t going to make Margaret’s wedding weird is it? 
 
   Nope. Not even a little. It’s all good. 
 
   She hands me the leather box that contains the tiara after I get my shirt on. 
 
   Am I seeing anyone? 
 
   Sort of. I don’t want to be rude, but she really should give me the engagement ring back. 
 
   Of course. She doesn’t have it in London. It’s at the house in Inverness. She’s going there after the wedding. She’ll pick it up. We can get together when she’s back in London. 
 
   Together together? (I give her the smile that always worked on her no matter how busy she was)
 
   No. Never again. The look doesn’t work anymore. 
 
   I’m ushered to the door. She practically uses her foot to boot me out. 
 
   I get it. We’re done. It’s over. Get out. Blah blah blah. 
 
   If it’s any consolation, I’m still great in bed. 
 
   Thanks. At least I can do one thing well. 
 
   I do many things well. It wasn’t all bad. 
 
   No. It wasn’t all bad. (I bend over and kiss her one last time) I’ll see her at Margaret’s wedding. 
 
   She’ll let me know when she’s back in London for the ring. 
 
   Good. Maybe we can have lunch. 
 
   No. She doesn’t want to be seen in public with me. 
 
   Seriously? 
 
   Yes. Does that actually surprise me? 
 
   No. Sadly no. Does it bother her I never bought her flowers or did anything special on Valentine’s Day? 
 
   Why do I ask? 
 
   Curious. 
 
   Yes. It bothered her a lot. In fact it broke her heart every time I made it very clear to her she wasn’t worth even minimal effort. 
 
   I’m sorry. 
 
   Yes–I am very sorry. In fact I’m the sorriest person she has ever known. I am also the most damaged person she has ever known.  That she thought she could somehow fix me is a testament to how dumb she can be at times. Just so we are clear, it hurt a lot when I didn’t treat her like a woman but rather her chum. Flowers, lingerie, dirty weekends, making plans for us rather than waiting around for her to do all of the work.  She would have liked these things. A modicum of effort on occasion to let her know she was something more than just a bank account I could draw funds from would have been nice. 
 
   I never thought of her like that. I didn’t. I didn’t think she’d like lingerie or dirty weekends. 
 
   Because I offered and she refused? 
 
   Well no. I suppose I didn’t. 
 
   While we are on the subject, she put up with more shit from me than she should have. Maybe if she had put her foot down long before that fucking Swedish cunt wormed her way into our lives, then things might have righted themselves. What she should have done was just forced me to end it long before it went anywhere. 
 
   How long did she know about what was going on? 
 
   From the beginning. In case I didn’t know, I am the most fucking inept adulterer known to man. 
 
   Really? 
 
   Yes. Really. And Elon sucks at covering for me. Something to carry forward into my next relationship. 
 
   Good to know. 
 
   She’s absolutely certain that if she’d been such a demanding, punishing, bitch as that fucking Swedish cunt then I might have actually worked a little bit for her love and affection rather than taking it for granted. She is never going to understand me. Never. Maybe if she’d treated me like shit I would have followed her around like an asshole. But no. So to bring the answer back around to the question, YES, it bothered her a lot that I never did jack or shit for Valentine’s Day. She just pretended she didn’t care so it wouldn’t hurt so bad. 
 
   I’m sorry? 
 
   She’ll get the ring for me. Her secretary will call me to arrange a time to pick it up. I can piss off. 
 
   The door slams ending the conversation. I take the elevator down. In the lobby I cross paths with The Baron. Thursday afternoons from three-thirty. His office. 
 
   I hate myself and the choices I’ve made so much it burns. It isn’t often I feel like this about the job, but when I do it is the strongest I feel about anything in my life at that moment. Up that elevator shaft and behind a door is the life I once thought I’d have. A life I assumed was mine by some cosmic right. 
 
   He gives me a nod. He lets the elevator go. He’ll get the next one. What am I doing here? 
 
   Business.
 
   Finished? Or heading to? 
 
   Finished. Moving on to my next appointment. 
 
   His car is out front. Do I want some quick business? 
 
   Sure. 
 
   We go to his car. He makes a call that takes thirty seconds. He tells whoever it was he was on his way to meet that he’s been held up. He’ll be there in fifteen minutes. 
 
   I take that number as a challenge. Not much of one. We both know I’m good and he takes about seven minutes. 
 
   Five minutes later in the back of his blackened out Mercedes limo, I make a quick two-hundred pounds. What was I actually doing in that building? He knows my former fiancée lives in the building. 
 
   How does he know this? 
 
   That isn’t the question. The reason he likes me is because I have a lot to lose if the true nature of my employment comes to light. He knows a whole lot about me. What was I doing visiting my former fiancée? 
 
   I had to pick something up from her that I left behind. 
 
   What? 
 
   Instead of engaging myself in a conversation that will go nowhere, I simply pull out the leather box and show him what I was picking up. 
 
   He examines the tiara. Nice. Where did I get it? 
 
   It was a gift to my great-great grandmother from Empress Alexandra of Russia. Faberge. 
 
   Why am I blowing people for a living when I have something like this to sell? 
 
   That’s really my business. 
 
   How much do I want for it? 
 
   It’s not for sale. 
 
   Everything is for sale. Get out of the car. He’ll have a check sent around to me for the tiara. 
 
   He needs to give it back to me. It’s mine. It’s not for sale. 
 
   I don’t realize I’ve received a crack across the jaw until after it happens. 
 
   He doesn’t like the way I get mouthy. He doesn’t like my arrogance. That’s been a long time coming. 
 
   I touch my cheek then look at my fingers. I’m not bleeding, but it stings. 
 
   I’m a touch too proud for him. He doesn’t like that about me. At least Harold understood his place.  That arrogance. He doesn’t like that. That’s the problem with people like me. We’re all really nothing with our meaningless titles. 
 
   Is that so? Is he going to give me my tiara back? 
 
   He already told me. He’ll give me a check for it. Now get the fuck out of his car.
 
   I pull my phone out of my pocket. I will call the police and I will report that he stole my property from me. Too many people know that tiara belongs to my family for him to get away with taking it from me. I already told him it was not for sale. What’s it going to be? 
 
   He tosses the box at me and orders me out of his car. 
 
   I get out and disappear. But I don’t go far. I go to the bar across the road where the two of us went often enough for drinks when we felt like getting out of the house. Elon is waiting for me. 
 
   What the fuck took so long? 
 
   We might have hooked up. 
 
   Genius. Because so many good things will come from that. 
 
   I know. 
 
   Not that he’s really one to talk. 
 
   Nope. 
 
   Looking forward to the Reunion Islands. 
 
   Can he go? 
 
   Maybe. 
 
   Seriously. 
 
   Maybe. Does he really want to go? 
 
   Sure. 
 
   He asked me to bring a friend. 
 
   What about Olga? She’s a friend. 
 
   Not that kind of friend. 
 
   He thought we weren’t going down that road again. 
 
   Ehhh…As long as we both agree that this isn’t about anything other than fucking around and going on vacation. 
 
   He can live with that. 
 
   What about Marcus? 
 
   What about him? They have an open relationship. Does Marcus know they have an open relationship? 
 
   Elon takes his phone out of his pocket and dials a number. 
 
   He poses the following questions to Marcus. 
 
   •              Do we have an open relationship? 
 
   •              I have been invited to go to the Reunion Islands for what will more than likely be a big gay male orgy. Do you have any objections to my going? 
 
   •              Just a moment.
 
   Elon looks at me. Can Marcus come? 
 
   No. But I’ll hook him up for the Saint Patrick’s party The Matchmaker’s girlfriend is organizing in Dublin. 
 
   We have come to an agreement. 
 
   The two talk for a few minutes. 
 
   I don’t know what to make of their relationship. I don’t. I think Elon is in love with Marcus, but that Marcus is neither willing nor desirous of committing himself wholly to a relationship. In my heart I believe Elon wants to be in love with all of the accoutrements. Monogamy, stability, constancy. This is not Marcus’thing. At least not as far as I can tell. 
 
   I have another of those revelations that I wish I didn’t have. My former fiancée wanted those things from me. Monogamy, stability, constancy. I didn’t give them to her. I was the Marcus in our relationship. But she kept holding on as Elon does. I feel like such a shit. 
 
   I get another round and pay for our drinks out of the cash I got from The Baron. I text the LPS while I’m waiting on our order. Olga is sitting at the table when I arrive. 
 
   I get a text back. Send a picture. 
 
   Move together. 
 
   Olga and Elon move their heads together and smile. I take a picture and send it across the world to Mexico City. 
 
   I get a message back a few minutes later. Smoking hot. Invite along.
 
   I show the message to Elon and Olga. You’d think they’d won the lottery. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   7 Valentine’s Day Olga Style 
 
   When we’ve finished our drinks, Olga smacks her hands together and announces time is wasting and we are leaving. She kisses Elon on the cheek, tells him to be a naughty boy, and then takes me by the hand. We leave together holding hands.
 
   We walk. It’s not far and the evening is mild even for mid-February. She is vague about the clients and I don’t really push. I don’t care enough to push. Clients are clients. I know her well enough at this point that I don’t question much. If there was something I needed to know, she would have told me. 
 
   At the hotel, we go directly to a room. This is Olga. Everything is organized. She already has the key cards. The room is filled with roses, the bed is covered in petals, a bouquet of balloons is tethered to the back of a chair, there is champagne chilling in a bucket, violin music on the sound system and cinnamon flavouredbody oil waiting to be slathered on a willing body. I nearly gag when I spy chocolate covered strawberries. There is no clichéleft untouched. 
 
   She brought a suit for me. It’s hanging in the closet. Put it on. She needs to get dressed. 
 
   I’m ever so good at doing as I’m told, so I put on the black suit, white shirt and red (yes red) tie. 
 
   I comb my hair, give it a coating of gel, then wait. And wait. Women. Bah. 
 
   Olga emerges from the bathroom in a red (yes red) dress that is far prettier than anything I’ve seen her wear. More than pretty, it’s feminine and lovely. Her ass isn’t hanging out and I don’t have a front row view of her boobs. In a word, she’s covered. How extraordinary. I had no idea Olga was capable of looking like a lady. I know that makes me sound a bit like a prick, but being wholly honest, Olga is sort of slutty. 
 
   I ask her again who the client is. Because I can imagine no client of ours that would like Olga in her red chiffon and silk dress with the knee length skirt and the bateau neckline and capped sleeves looks wholly proper.  
 
   There is no client. 
 
   What? 
 
   There is no client. Surprise! I’m her valentine. 
 
   What? 
 
   We have then tickets for music. Royal Albert Hall. Opera. Not opera. It’s like a concert that they’ll be singing a lot of opera songs. That seems like the kind of thing I’d like. She already ordered room service. We can eat quickly, then go. 
 
   I’m confused. Why did she get opera tickets? More specifically why did she get tickets to go to a place that I will more than likely run into someone I know (I don’t say this–but I think it). 
 
   She thought I’d like music. 
 
   I do like music. There is no client. 
 
   There is no client. She wanted to surprise me for Valentine’s Day. Am I surprised? 
 
   Yes. I am very surprised. She should have asked me if I wanted to do something for Valentine’s Day. 
 
   Do I not want to do something for Valentine’s Day? 
 
   That’s not the point. She should have asked me. 
 
   What exactly do I find objectionable? I really don’t want to go out in public with her do I? She’s right. She knew it. I think she’s not good enough for me. This is why I don’t want her going with me to my cousin Margaret’s wedding. It has nothing to do with the fact I’m also bringing my mother. Admit it. 
 
   That’s not it. 
 
   Then what is it? Why don’t I want to be seen in public with her?
 
   We are in public together all of the time. 
 
   Not in proper public. We go to bars and such, but we don’t go to nice places. 
 
   Really? We were out every night when we were in Paris. What about Rome? 
 
   What about London? 
 
   She's got me there. I have no response. It’s true. We don’t go out in London except to places I’m absolutely certain we will not run into anyone I know from my other life.
 
   We never go on dates. I’m ashamed to be seen with her in public. Even when she goes to all the effort to buy a dress that covers her boobs and is so long a nun would wear it.  
 
   If only I had to gun to shoot myself with. There is only one way out of this and that is to capitulate and hope to god we do not run into anyone I know.
 
   Fine. She has made her point. If she wants to go out, then we can go out.  Her dress is lovely. Very nice. Perfectly appropriate for an evening at a concert. I’m an idiot, I’m a fool, I’m wrong, so very wrong. Can she ever forgive me? 
 
   This makes her smile. Of course it does. She’s won. I can’t say no to her. Not even for my own self-preservation. 
 
   I open the champagne as instructed. She’s charming and sweet. She makes me toast to things like love and romance. I’m forgiven for not having a proper gift for her as she did sort of surprise me. She’ll give me my gift later. It’s a special surprise. We wish each other a happy Valentine’s Day and kiss. 
 
   Dinner arrives. I can’t eat. I’m too nervous. It’s Valentine’s Day. Everyone that I know with a wife or a girlfriend that is treated with a modicum of respect will be out trying to prove he’s a thoughtful man. 
 
   Time ticks on as it does. The moment arrives in which we must depart. 
 
   I take some consolation in the fact that Olga is both beautiful and appropriately dressed. I feel like an asshole for thinking less of her than she deserves. I’m just not ready for this. But she’s right. I have avoided taking her out in public. I just didn’t realize she had noticed. 
 
   I help her on with her coat. I kiss her cheek. She really is lovely with her black hair tied at the nape of her neck and her makeup purposefully subdued. This is all for me. She is being exactly what she thinks I want her to be and she’s not wrong. I do appreciate the effort. The problem is this lovely young woman is not her. This is not Olga. Olga is all legs and tits. This is an illusion.
 
   We take a car from the hotel to that bastion of all things English. The Royal Albert Hall. Of all places she could have duck marched me into going to. 
 
   Immediately upon arriving we walk straight into the path of Uncle Albert and Aunt Maisie. Immediately! It’s as if they were waiting for us. The instinct and intuition of Uncle Albert to find me when I least want to be found is nothing short of supernatural. 
 
   They are with CousinMargaret, her fiancé, CousinHarry and some woman who I don’t think he knew the name of. Martha or Emily or Towanda. Either or neither nor do I care.  There they were. As if it was all planned. 
 
   And it fucking was! Treacherous Olga! Vile evil treacherous Olga! That harridan! That sneak! That wicked naughty girl! 
 
   And double for Cousin Margaret!
 
   The two of them. Sneaky women colluding against me. They planned this. Margaret and her desire for there to be no awkward moments at her wedding. Selfish girl! 
 
   Aunt Maisie is happy to see me. How is my mother? Is she well? Is there anything she can do? She’s already sorting things out with the hotel for when we come for the wedding. 
 
   I give the usual responses to all of these questions. 
 
   It’s Uncle Albert’s turn. He hears I’m working. That I actually have a job. I might actually make something out of my life. 
 
   Aunt Maisie stuns him into silence with a look. 
 
   Margaret takes over. She’s so absolutely totally thoroughly completely unabashedly wholeheartedly and overwhelmingly thrilled to the marrow of her bones and perhaps even down to the cellular level to meet Olga. It’s like they’re sisters or better. Best friends! 
 
   Ditto for Olga. That they didn’t join hands and start skipping around was nothing short of stunning. 
 
   I move on to Harry without waiting for the Olga/Margaret love fest to end. 
 
   He sort of introduces me to his date. Good to see me. Blah blah blah. Nothing–and I mean absolutely nothing–is different about Harry. It’s as if we hadn’t gone without seeing each other since dad’s funeral. This is the magic of family. This ability to continue on as if nothing has interrupted our journey. 
 
   Uncle Albert ends the reunion portion of the evening by clearing his throat and tapping his watch. We are ushered inside. There is some to-do about who has the tickets until Aunt Maisie produces them out of her pocketbook. We make our way to our seats and then there is more shuffling about until we are seated according to some plan that exists only in Aunt Maisie’s mind. There is a girl-boy-girl-boy order that must be adhered to. 
 
   I’m seated between Olga and Cousin Margaret. The two talk over me until they are shushed. 
 
   I lean over and whisper in Olga’s ear. We will be having a conversation about this. 
 
   We switch positions. She loves me. Don’t I know this? How many times does she have to tell me this before I realize that we are meant to be together? Everything she does is to make my life easier. My life will be easier when it comes to attending Margaret’s wedding now that I’ve gotten over having to see Uncle Albert and Aunt Maisie for the first time since my father’s funeral. 
 
   How do I respond to this? I don’t know. I really don’t. 
 
   The music starts ending all conversation. 
 
   She takes my hand and holds it. 
 
   What is on the program? A series of love arias from well-known operas. A sampler of recognizable tunes for those who believe opera to be both romantic and classy, but either don’t really like it or have had no exposure to it. That said, I enjoyed it. 
 
   During intermission we leave our seats and find a place in the champagne bar. 
 
   How many people do I run into there? No less than twenty. If I don’t know them directly, they know Uncle Albert and Aunt Maisie. Everyone knows someone that knows me. 
 
   What do I realize as I stand there holding on to Olga? No one gives a fuck about me anymore. Not a person I run into gives a fuck about my year old scandals. I’m such old news that the old news makes my news look ancient. The world has moved on to royal babies being brewed inside of rounding bellies and dip-shit princes that don’t have the common sense to keep their trousers on at house parties in Las Vegas. 
 
   I’m free. The shackles of my indiscretions have been shaken off. 
 
   I drink my champagne with my hand on Olga’s back as I attempt to make conversation with Uncle Albert. He needs to discuss my father with me. We need to do something about that Scottish chip shop owner that’s trying to take our family home and turn it into an amusement park. Or whatever it is he’s trying to do. 
 
   He talks to Olga who lies smoothly. Or maybe not. I don’t really know where the truth ends and the lies begin with Olga. 
 
   Maybe it’s a truth and maybe it’s a lie that she has a burning desire to go to university. I don’t care. Uncle Albert and Aunt Maisie believe her. 
 
   Olga for once actually looks her age. I forget at times she’s just twenty-two. As she stands there next to me, she looks like what I wish she was. A very pretty young woman that has naught a care in the world and who adores me absolutely. 
 
   To make my life wholly complete and in a very good way, my former fiancée appears with her date just long enough for me to see her and for her to see me. I don’t know the man. 
 
   I can tell by the way Aunt Maisie (who is never quiet) suddenly goes silent, that I’m not the only one that has spotted my former fiancée. 
 
   The Byron poem she had marked in my old schoolbook returns to my thoughts. In silence I grieve that they heart could forget, they spirit deceive. It really cuts to the heart of it. 
 
   Never will I claim to be a man that understands the way women think and what motivates their actions. What happens next is one of those things I fear will haunt me. 
 
   Olga turns and looks. There is a ripple in the air that travels between Olga and my former fiancée. As if the percussionist started to thrum out a low beat on a kettle drum. I could feel the tension in my bones. When she curls closer into my body then places her lips to my ear lasers shoot out of my former fiancée’s eyes and slam into me. 
 
   What does Olga whisper? I don’t remember. It doesn’t really matter. What matters at that moment is that it is Valentine’s Day and the woman that I was going to marry who I never took out for what I called an idiotic commercial holiday for twats and fourteen year old girls has just spotted me with an extraordinarily beautiful woman fifteen years her junior. 
 
   If she had a gun in her pocketbook, she would probably shoot me. A jury of women just like her would not only never convict her, they’d probably give her a medal and throw her a parade for the level of self-restraint she is exhibiting. 
 
   Olga’s body language tells the world she has complete and total ownership of me. And she does at that moment. 
 
   The balance of power has subtly shifted. My former fiancée is the one that exits. Immediately. These are my people in the room. Not hers. She’s the one, her and her chip shop owner father that are the intruders into this world of champagne drinking fading aristocracy. 
 
   Margaret excuses herself quickly and follows the retreating back of my former fiancée. My former fiancée is her friend regardless what happened between the two of us. This has always been her stance. She will not take sides. This has been made clear to me and I’m certain to my former fiancée. 
 
   Uncle Albert is back in my corner. Something must be done about that woman and her father. He’s ignored the issue too long. The fact that chip shop owner is going after Wold Hall is a bridge too far. 
 
   Margaret comes back just as we are signalled to return to our seats. 
 
   I’m given that look that tells me Margaret knows what I did that afternoon. 
 
   I want to avoid all conversation with Margaret after this, but that will not be allowed. She corners me as Uncle Albert and Cousin Harry are sent to fetch the coats and Olga is in the ladies room with Aunt Maisie. I should have gone to the men’s room to hide. But that’s just weird. 
 
   Before she starts, I stop her. 
 
   It just happened. 
 
   She knows. Shit happens. Whatever. If my former fiancée hadn’t been in Beijing it probably would have happened sooner. This is how relationships finally die. There is that one final screw just to get the residual feelings out and into the cosmos. 
 
   Is that what my former fiancée said? 
 
   Nope. She said she thinks I’ve been working out. Apparently I’m looking pretty good. I’m still an asshole, but one with amazing abs. Have I started waxing? 
 
   Cousin Margaret gives me a visual once over. 
 
   Stop it. I laugh loudly. She’s a very bad girl. 
 
   Of course she is. On the plus side, all the potentially awkward encounters have been handled in advance of her wedding. Because, if we’re being totally honest, that’s all that really matters at the moment. 
 
   I kiss her cheek. She’s my favouritecousin. Just don’t tell Harry. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   8 My Unconquerable Soul
 
    
 
   We return to the hotel. The room with it’s over abundance of flowers and chilled champagne. Because this is what makes Valentine’s Day special. Creating memories. Not just letting them happen. I’m getting this on an intellectual level. 
 
   I can’t say that I wholly understand Olga and her motivations. I’m not certain she gets it either. But that’s not the point. Society and the media have invented Valentine’s Day just as much as Christmas, Halloween, and Saint Patrick’s Day are creations. That doesn’t make any of these days any less worthy of marking on the calendar. 
 
   I’ve enjoyed myself. I feel more romantically inclined towards Olga than I ever have before. More than sexually attracted–something deeper. Maybe it isn’t totally genuine; maybe these feelings are as manufactured as the candy hearts with the cloying messages. But I feel the romance. I don’t find the room with the petals on the bed and the fresh bottle of champagne chilling in the bucket as staged as I did previously. 
 
   Maybe I didn’t do everything I could have done to romance my former fiancée, but I don’t recall her every pushing me to make this sort of effort. I may not have surprised her with wine and roses, but the reverse is also true. Never once did this woman who planned everything to the point there was no room for spontaneity to exist surprise me with a hotel room a stone’s throw from our apartment and a bed full of rose petals. She was just as capable as I was of making the first move. And she never did. 
 
   As silly and superficial as Ravel on the stereo is, it is thoughtful. Olga put a lot of thought and planning into the evening. And as I do my part, that being opening the champagne, lighting the no less than thirty candles she’s scattered around the place, and in general waiting impatiently for her to make her appearance, I am touched. I’m also getting deeper and deeper into the spirit of what Valentine’s Day is supposed to mean rather than what it has become under the thumb of the greeting card industry. A day to be romantic and in love. 
 
   And I am. In love. I won’t admit it out loud or to her, but I am in love. I know this as I’ve known it for a long time. Because I’m in love I let myself fall into the moment. Not even I can remain unmoved. 
 
   The candlelight is gentle on my eyes. The music is just right. I find the strawberries dipped in chocolate a bit much, but the cinnamon hearts are nice. Add to that Olga looking positively adorable in a virginal white nighty that stays on her all of about two minutes and I’m a fan of Valentine’s Day.
 
   We roll around on the bed covered in rose petals. We make love like a couple in love. Kisses cover my torso as she inches down my body. My underwear is discarded over the side of the bed. Her mouth inches over my shaft as her tongue does that thing that it does so well. 
 
   I’m allowed a few minutes of this before I reach for the condoms. That moment has arrived. 
 
   She stops me. She's on birth control. We don't need to use condoms if I don't want to. It'll be like we're boyfriend and girlfriend. She won't get pregnant. 
 
   My head understands that this is a bad decision to make when in bed with a woman that I'm about to enter. I know this is not the moment to make this decision. I make a feeble attempt to come to an understanding with her. I don't ask if she's having sex with anyone else. Dumb question. I do ask if she's having sex without condoms with anyone else. 
 
   No one. She's as clean as I am. She was just at The Doctor a couple of days earlier for her monthly. 
 
   I truly want to believe her. So I do.
 
   She doesn’t ask me if I’m having sex without condoms without anyone else. She makes this assumption about me that she shouldn’t. I haven’t had sex with anyone without using a condom except of course for my former fiancée just a few hours earlier. I don’t know if either of us thought about using a condom. We’d never used condoms after those first few days together.  
 
   But to tell Olga this would be to tell her that I had sex with my former fiancée a few hours earlier. I am a bad man. I am an irresponsible bad man. 
 
   So I tell her the truth. I never used condoms with my former fiancée. 
 
   Did I have sex with my former fiancée that afternoon? 
 
   Yes. It just happened. I think it was just one of those things that happen after people breakup. 
 
   She sort of figured that happened based on the way we reacted when we saw each other. Is it over now? 
 
   It’s really over now. 
 
   We don’t have to use condoms as long as I’m done with my former fiancée. 
 
   I’m done with her. 
 
   Is this a stupid thing? Yes. Do I know it at the time? I do. Do I still have unprotected sex with Olga? Yes. Call what we do what I will, end of the day we're a couple of prostitutes. We have sex for money. Is this idiotic and dangerous? Absolutely. But I do it. 
 
   Something else happens. Mentally. Emotionally. I'm not sure. I want to trust her. I need the intimacy. I need to have someone in my life that I trust implicitly with my body. Someone that can touch me and know me like no one else is allowed to. I understand what she wants from me and it’s what I want from her. Someone I can be me with down to the most basic level. 
 
   When I'm done I kiss her. Deeply and slowly.
 
   Again she tells me she loves me. 
 
   I kiss her rather than respond. I cannot say the words despite the fact I feel them. I need to hold something back. 
 
   Do something romantic. 
 
   What I just did and was pretty romantic. 
 
   Do something really romantic. 
 
   What counts in her mind as really romantic that will not involve me having to get out of bed? 
 
   Poems are romantic. 
 
   Fair enough. Poems are romantic. 
 
   What poems do I know? 
 
   Good question. Let’s see–how about this…
 
    
 
   When, in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,
 
   I all alone beweep my outcast state 
 
   And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries
 
   And look upon myself and curse my fate, 
 
   Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
 
   Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,
 
   Desiring this man's art and that man's scope, 
 
   With what I most enjoy contented least…
 
    
 
   Stop! That’s awful!
 
   What’s wrong with that? It’s a poem. Actually it’s a sonnet, but I’m not going to pick nits. 
 
   It’s not very romantic. It’s kind of depressing. 
 
   It gets better.
 
   Am I sure? 
 
   I’m sure. 
 
   Okay.  
 
   Where was I? 
 
   Something something not being content. 
 
   Right…
 
    
 
   With what I most enjoy contented least; 
 
   Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
 
   Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 
 
   Like to the lark at break of day arising 
 
   From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate;
 
   For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings
 
   That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 
 
    
 
   She doesn’t get it. How is that supposed to be romantic? 
 
   Okay–so the man is really unhappy because his life is shit. But then when he thinks of the woman he loves he remembers that despite it all he has everything because he has her love and he’d rather have that than the wealth of kings. 
 
   This is more like it! This is what she’s been saying all along! Did I write that? 
 
   No sweetheart. I didn’t write it. I learned it in school. 
 
   Do I remember when she told my Uncle Albert and Aunt Maisie that she’d really like to go to university? 
 
   I remember that. 
 
   That wasn’t a lie. She’d like to do that. Would I like her more if she went to university? 
 
   I like her just fine the way she is. (Yes–I would really like it if she had a bit more substance to go along with the beauty. Does this make me an asshole? Probably. There are just times I wish she got what I was saying and that I didn’t have to explain it. For certain I would appreciate her knowing I did not write Shakespeare’s Sonnet XXIX. The one thing I could never fault my former fiancée for was that fact that she was not only educated, but that she was well educated. I’m an asshole.)
 
   I could go to work for her father. She could go to university. Wouldn’t that be nice?
 
   Yes. But I’m not going to go work for her father. We’ve already discussed this. 
 
   She thinks I should change my mind. Not everything her father does is illegal. 
 
   I’m not going to go work for her father. 
 
   She doesn’t want to talk about it. 
 
   Good. Neither do I. 
 
   Tell her another poem.
 
    
 
   How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
 
   I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
 
   My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
 
   For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.
 
   I love thee to the level of everyday's
 
   Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight.
 
   I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;
 
   I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.
 
   I love thee with the passion put to use
 
   In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.
 
   I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
 
   With my lost saints,—I love thee with the breath,
 
   Smiles, tears, of all my life!—and, if God choose,
 
   I shall but love thee better after death.
 
    
 
   That’s nice. Did I write that one? 
 
   No sweetheart. That was Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 
 
   Do I know any without the thees and the thous? 
 
   Uh sure. 
 
    
 
   My love is like a red, red rose,
 
   That is newly sprung in June.
 
   My love is like the melody,
 
   That is sweetly played in tune.
 
   As fair are you, my lovely Olga,
 
   So deep in love am I,
 
   And I will love you still, my Dear,
 
   Till all the seas go dry.
 
   Till all the seas go dry, my Dear,
 
   And the rocks melt with the sun
 
   I will love you still, my Dear,
 
   While the sands of life shall run.
 
   And fare you well, my only Love,
 
   And fare you well a while!
 
   And I will come again, my Love,
 
   Although it were ten thousand mile!
 
    
 
   That’s much better. 
 
   So pleased she approves. 
 
   I didn’t write that one either? 
 
   No. Robert Burns. 
 
   Is he dead or alive? 
 
   He’s quite dead. 
 
   Do I know another? 
 
   Yes. They’re practically engraved on my brain. 
 
    
 
   Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?
 
   Thou art more lovely and more temperate;
 
   Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
 
   And summer's lease hath all too short a date;
 
   Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
 
   And often is his gold complexion dimmed;
 
   And every fair from fair sometime declines,
 
   By chance or nature's changing course untrimmed;
 
   But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
 
   Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
 
   Nor shall Death brag thou wanderest in his shade,
 
   When in eternal lines to time thou growest:
 
   So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,
 
   So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
 
    
 
    
 
   Oh that’s very nice. 
 
   I agree. That is very nice. Finally a good use to all of that reading I had to do in school. I should have thought of this years ago. 
 
   Did you write that one? 
 
   Shakespeare. Sweetheart I don’t write poetry. 
 
   If I did write poetry, what do you think you’d write? 
 
   Ah–I don’t know. Probably something like this. 
 
    
 
   Out of the night that covers me,
 
   Black as the pit from pole to pole,
 
   I thank whatever gods may be
 
   For my unconquerable soul.
 
    
 
   In the fell clutch of circumstance
 
   I have not winced nor cried aloud.
 
   Under the bludgeonings of chance
 
   My head is bloody, but unbowed.
 
    
 
   Beyond this place of wrath and tears
 
   Looms but the Horror of the shade,
 
   And yet the menace of the years
 
   Finds and shall find me unafraid.
 
    
 
   It matters not how strait the gate,
 
   How charged with punishments the scroll.
 
   I am the master of my fate:
 
   I am the captain of my soul.
 
    
 
   That’s sad. 
 
   Not really. In fact it’s the opposite of sad. It’s not sad. It’s empowering. Nothing is going to bring me to my knees. I am the master of my fate and the captain of my soul. No one has a gun to my head. I am the one that makes my decisions
 
   Like not going to go work for her father? 
 
   Precisely like not going to work for her father. 
 
   (Her fingers touch my face.) 
 
   Am I sad? 
 
   Yes. 
 
   Why? 
 
   Because for the first time I really own my mistakes. I have fucked up my own life so extraordinarily it is a wonder I am the master of my fate. 
 
   Tell her another poem. A better one. One that doesn’t make me sad. 
 
   No. 
 
   Please. 
 
   Fine. 
 
    
 
   There is no magic any more,
 
         We meet as other people do,
 
   You work no miracle for me
 
         Nor I for you.
 
    
 
   You were the wind and I the sea—
 
        There is no splendor any more,
 
   I have grown listless as the pool
 
         Beside the shore.
 
    
 
   But though the pool is safe from storm
 
         And from the tide has found surcease,
 
   It grows more bitter than the sea,
 
         For all its peace.
 
    
 
    
 
   That’s sad. 
 
   Yes. Endings are sad. What comes after the ending is even sadder. 
 
   What’s after the ending? 
 
   Nothing. Just silence and tears. 
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