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   Prologue
 
    
 
    
 
   When did I meet Oliver? Let me see. How to put this? I know. I met Oliver at the moment when I needed to meet Oliver. It was as if the universe was responding to my silent plea for proof there was a decent man left in the cosmos. When I could appreciate him. He came into my life just as I truly began to believe there was no decency or goodness or kindness in men. I did, truly truly with all of my heart, believe this. I thought all men were a bunch of shits. Then there was Oliver. A good and kind man. The best friend I had ever had, or ever would have. Everything he did, his every move, was smooth with no obvious premeditation. My father would have given a fortune to have had that sublime ease, that inborn elegance, that absolute command of who he was that Oliver had naturally.  And he was handsome. Oh how handsome he was. I cannot tell you how handsome he was. I truly can't. Beautiful even. His lips were very nearly too full and his eyes, impossibly blue. 
 
   Hmmm? What? Oh... You want to know when, as in the moment in time, I met Oliver. Excuse me. Let's see... It was autumn. The leaves had begun to turn. I remember the first time we were intimate. I looked out the window, past the white lawn curtains, and remember a tree. It was brilliant orange in front of an equally brilliant blue sky. Yes. It was autumn. I'll never forget. When he was done, he kissed me like he loved me. Like I was precious to him and not a stranger. For certain it was autumn. We spent nearly a week together in Paris that autumn. It was glorious. 
 
   We were in Paris for a party. A Halloween party. The Matchmaker's girlfriend was a party planner and we were on the guest list. Yes. Those parties! Oh my dear... what a life I have lived... We were at one of those parties just after we returned from a trip to Japan. It was a Halloween party. What was my costume? I must think... I know. I was a shadow. Yes. A shadow. Body paint was all the rage at the time. I was painted up a smoky gray from head to toe. Yes! Truly! Just me in my skin. Oh my dear... Those were some days. How scandalized my children would be if they knew what their mother had gotten up to in her youth. Oliver? No... I've never called him Ollie. Everyone else does. Not me. But let's see... He was a vampire. They were all the rage at the time. What was the party like? Let's see how well I remember...
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   1 Paris in autumn
 
    
 
    
 
   What do I really want to do right now? I want to go to bed and sleep for about ten hours. I'm tired. I'm jetlagged. My ass hurts. I have a bruise on my knee. I have cramps. But I have to go to a party. Because that's what I do. I don't get the option of calling in sick. So what do I do? I do what I'm paid extremely well to do. I pull myself together. I make myself pretty. I do my job. 
 
   Instead of flying to London, Oliver and I were instructed to make a detour to Paris. Oliver was actually instructed to go to Paris. I could have gone home to London. People want to meet Oliver. They will all be in attendance at the annual Halloween party of The Vicomte. I used to think The Vicomte was what royal people were like. Sort of full of sin and dissipation. Now I know that royal people are more like Oliver. They have to be. He's so classy and has such good manners. He's really polite. He doesn't even complain when I make him take me shopping. He just sits in that chair the boutiques always have for the men reading magazines and drinking tea and telling me that whatever I wear only pales in comparison to my beauty. How sweet is that? 
 
   I told him I would be with him from start to finish. We went to Japan together. We go home together. The end of our trip has just been prolonged. So we go to Paris. I hate when this happens. I like sticking to the plan. I love Paris. But I was planning on taking a few days off after Japan just to recover. None the less, here I am in Paris. What is in Paris? The Halloween Party of The Vicomte. Louche little man. He'll adore Oliver. I adore Oliver. 
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   Memoirs of a Gigolo – Happy Halloween Oliver
 
   Oliver did exceptionally well in Japan. Oliver and The Samurai are BFF's. Harold and The Samurai never spent evening after evening getting drunk and singing karaoke. I don't want to hurt Oliver's feelings ever, but he really can't sing. I'll never tell him this. It would hurt his feelings to know that he is neither more attractive nor a better singer when he's drunk. Men don't want to know this. I do know that I'll never be able to hear You Light Up My Life again without laughing. 
 
   The Samurai was on Oliver constantly. I know he's feeling it. He has to be. Not that he's complained. He wouldn't. Stiff upper lip and all of that. Part of me feels terrible for him. He's such a lovely man. Kind. Gentle. Sweet. Far too nice to do this work without it destroying him. I swear I'll take care of him. I will. I'll take care of him whether he wants me to or not.
 
   After we landed in Paris, Oliver did everything. He gathered our luggage, arranged to have the bulk of it forwarded on to London, found a porter, held the umbrella over both of us as we waited in the rain in the taxi rank. When our turn came, he spoke to the driver in French. Why do these things impress me? Never mind. They impress me. I don't know how well he speaks French, but the driver didn't seem to question Oliver's instructions. 
 
   The taxi was a black Mercedes and the driver Ukrainian. He thought we couldn't understand him. He's half right. Oliver couldn't. I could. He spoke in Russian on his mobile until he nearly killed us driving through the same tunnel Princess Diana died in. Poor Princess Diana. She really was the Queen of Hearts. Her father was an earl. Like Oliver. She was so classy and pretty. But really I'm more of a Kate. Her father was self-made... My father was self-made... Maybe a little different there... but okay... still... we're both average girls that are a lot alike. At least I think we're a lot alike. I never met her, but it would be so cool to be a princess. Or a countess. I would be an excellent countess. 
 
   Anyhow... Oliver started shouting in French at the driver that nearly killed us. The driver finished his call, but not before whomever he spoke to is told that he has a couple of rich English assholes in his car and that he'll get back to him. I think this means Oliver speaks French with an accent. But again, I don't really know. 
 
   We are expected at The Vicomte's house near the Champs Elysees. It's just the sort of place I would like to have. The Vicomte's home is beautiful. From the top floors, the Arc de Triomphe is visible. The décor is exceptional. Very fancy. Classy. The front of the house is exquisite. Big windows that are draped in black on the interior. Can't have the neighbors peeping inside!! 
 
   The same person that did the Vicomte's home did my father's home. How is it that my father's home looks like a brothel and The Vicomte's home is so elegant? How is this possible? Anyhow... the home will be the location of what can only be called an orgy. Why he lets people inside to fuck on the damask upholstery defies logic. If I had a home like his, I'd make everyone keep their clothes on and take their shoes off. 
 
   The Matchmaker's girlfriend Hortense is truly an extraordinary party planner. If I ever get married (and why wouldn't I?) she will plan my wedding. Every year, Hortense plans and executes a Halloween party for The Vicomte. It's a randy affair that is by highly sought after invitation only. The Vicomte, who already has a reputation for being a bon vivant and kind of an asshole, loves to throw his yearly party as a way of dishing out retribution for the previous year’s slights, both perceived and real. 
 
   Being on the list, means you are in with the in crowd. Being off the list, means you might as well be living in a mountainside cave eating whatever bugs pass in front of you. An invitation to The Vicomte's Halloween party is the ultimate tap. If one is worthy, then they are deemed sufficiently attractive, wealthy, hedonistic, interesting, and decadent. If one is off the list after having been on it, then they are ugly, poor, boring, puritanical, and parsimonious. It's really that simple. 
 
   Oliver and I are on the list as guests, rather than entertainment. Our presence, his actually, may be required, but even The Matchmaker is not unaware that we are coming off of a long flight and a week with The Samurai. But he has to be there. Too many people want to get a look at the new boy. He's getting a reputation for being a goer. I know his price has already gone up. 
 
   The taxi with the lunatic driver pulled up in front of the house with a squeal of brakes. A footman opened the rear door to let me out. I like being treated like a princess. Oliver pays the taxi driver. I don't know how much the Samurai tipped him, but I think it was a lot. More than he ever tipped Harold. Probably more than he tipped me. I won't ask him. I'm sure that's bad manners. There has been a shift in our relationship. He pays for things, like taxis and lunch, as if it's his obligation. I really wish I hadn't made him pay me interest on the money I loaned him. Those things made me look like I have no manners or class. I just don't know not to do them sometimes. Watching Oliver helps. I've learned a lot just by watching him. 
 
   The footman took our bags and brought us just inside the door. The interior of the home has been transformed. The Halloween theme is clearly in evidence. Lots of draping black fabric, jack o'lanterns, chunky candles, and places for people to fuck. That's the point after all. The main foyer we've entered the house into opens onto an atrium. I know that this space will be the focal point of the evening’s entertainment. At least it has been in the past and based on what I'm looking at, it will be once again. 
 
   We are given rooms and instructions. Oliver can wear what he wants within reason, I have to get painted. I don't loathe body paint, there are times I quite enjoy the whimsy of it, I'm just not in the mood to have to stand for three hours while someone brushes daisies on my bum, roses on my nipples and vines down my legs. Not that I have the time for that anyway. When we arrived, the party was on the edge of beginning. The music was already going and the candles were being lit. The early guests had already arrived and The Vicomte was swanning around in a red velvet smoking jacket complete with ascot (no – I could not make that up) and the booze was flowing. 
 
   There was no time to have elaborate paint sprayed on me. What I need more than anything else at that moment, is an hour with an aesthetician to take care of the basics before I have to show off my bits for an evening. I get why The Samurai likes pubic hair. Fine. I think it's great too. Nothing at all wrong with being natural. But Oliver keeps on bitching and moaning about getting hairs stuck in the back of his throat.
 
   Fortunately, Hortense thinks of everything. She truly does. There are enough people hired to primp the workers in the prep room to get done what I need done. I'm waxed, stripped, painted, and coiffed in about an hour. The make-up artist that did my body paint at first didn't get why I wanted to be painted a solid dark gray, but then, when she finished turning my eyes into a smoky black mask and my hair was pulled back into a ponytail, she got it. I really did blend into the dark corners like a shadow. Perfect for the girl that doesn't want to call attention to herself in a dimly lit room filled with people that are either drunk, high, or, more than likely, both. 
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   2 The party
 
    
 
    
 
   When the lights are dimmed, the candles are lit, the music is playing and the scent of cinnamon (yes- cinnamon) is wafting through the air, I finish with the prep team. The party is rolling when I exit the prep room. Hortense has outdone herself. She truly has. The Halloween theme of the party is evident down to the smallest details. The wait staff is composed of beautifully formed men stripped to their skin, then painted in solid black with a glow in the dark skeleton brushed over their musculature. The effect in the black light used in the main passages through the party is stunning. The décor itself is Gothic chic. Lots of candelabras, and black velvet. Couches and chaises have been moved in to provide ample places for fornicating as the night and the mood of the party moves on. At the moment I arrive, everyone is still being polite. That won't last much longer. The professionals are already at work in the different party rooms. They'll whip the guests (quite literally in some instances) into the mood, and then the momentum will take over. 
 
   The layout of the rooms is quite ingenious. There is a flow from room to room that speaks of Hortense's ability to keep a party from stagnating and the guests moving. I really will hire her to plan my wedding when I get married. Except for my wedding there will be no young black haired women walking around painted in solid green wearing only witches’ hats and carrying bowls of condoms or trays of dildos. But again, a clever touch. The attention to detail, more than the details themselves, is what I'm noticing. 
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   Memoirs of a Gigolo – Happy Halloween Oliver
 
   I find Hortense as I pass through the dungeon. It's been done up in an Egyptian cult theme complete with both a male and female mummy being spanked by a lapis blue painted Pharaoh. Bondage isn't really my thing, but I understand why people enjoy that feeling of putting themselves wholly and completely under the control of another. I've never been a submissive. I enjoy my control far too much. But maybe with the right person, someone I trust wholly, I would be willing to hand over my body completely. 
 
   Hortense's hair is absolutely to die for. It really is. Red. Lush. Thick. She has it piled in a cone on her head like the fire on a matchstick. She's solid gold from head to toe with swirling flames rising from her toes, up her legs and body that shoot upwards to the crown of her hair.  The flames are a trick of the paint in the black light. Except for the red on her head and the red of her bush which is trimmed to a triangle there is no color other than the gold. That red bush is her signature. There are rumors that back in her day working as an escort, she had clients that would pay a fortune to just pet her. People are very strange. But who am I to judge? Considering my best paying client pays me to one; shower in front of him, and two; to discretely flash him my bare crotch in public places, who truly am I to judge? Weird is my bread and butter. 
 
   We exchange very carefully placed air-kisses. Neither of us want to be mussed. The paint is dry, but we're both particular about our appearances. A great deal of time is spent cooing and oohing over our costumes. She loves that I'm a shadow. I love that she's a golden flame. She makes a request of me. I am to please speak with Oliver. Convince him to be reasonable. He's being surly and unreasonable. How can anyone be surly and unreasonable at one of her parties? 
 
   This just makes me laugh. Oliver doesn't do anything he doesn't want to do. What does she want him to do? Perhaps I can have a word with him. 
 
   Please have him put on a proper costume. Fine, if he doesn't want to be painted, he doesn't have to be as he's technically not on the clock, but the least he could do is to make some small amount of effort. The Sheik, The Actor, The Banker, The Billionaire and his wife, The Austrian, and The Footballer, all want a good look at Oliver. Not for her, but for him, please speak with him. It's his career after all and these are big money clients. 
 
   I'll speak with him. I'll promise nothing, but I'll speak with him. 
 
   Aren't I just a darling? The Matchmaker is about. Probably looking for me. Certainly looking for Oliver.  
 
   Of course she is. When would she ever pass up an opportunity to promote her business? 
 
   Hortense air-kisses me, then moves along. Arranging to have models painted with spider webs on their bodies that glow in the lighting as they pass out drinks is only part of her job. Everyone will have a good time if she has anything to say about it. 
 
   The next person I run into is the host of the party. The Vicomte. He is with his stooge, The Banker. To think I used to believe The Vicomte was ever so classy and glamorous just because he had a title. It's not even a real title anymore. At least not one that's recognized by the government. It's not like the French have a royal family. They all got the chop chop. Most of them at least. I can't believe how I used to go out of my way to book him just because he had a title. Okay I know I might be a little royals obsessed.... but never mind. I'm over it. 
 
   The two are watching a display in a room that can only be described as a witches cave. There is something disorienting about watching a group of people have sex. Sometimes it takes a moment to figure out what you really are looking at. Once the mind has sorted out the players and the positions, it's easy to spot who is who and what is what. I see lots of breasts and cocks. Too many of each for the number of people that are writhing around in a pile on a raised platform. Then I get it. Trany gang bang.
 
   I almost feel proud of myself for figuring out what I'm seeing. Lots of pretty pretty women that have perfectly round and clearly surgically formed breasts... with cocks. Busy busy busy cocks. I count bobbing and flicking heads. There are seven participants. Each cock is occupied. Either with fucking or sucking. They really are quite nimble. I'll give them that much credit. I've seen a lot of people having a lot of sex, but never have I seen one group of people so conscientiously servicing one and other simultaneously. One on her knees with a cock up her ass, as another below her sucks her dick, as she is blowing yet another that is being entered from behind. And the one sucking her dick is being fucked. Amazing. They're like a swarm of bodies. I wish I have my phone on me just so I could take a picture and show Oliver. He'd appreciate the logistics behind what the group is doing. 
 
   The Vicomte stands next to me. With his stooge The Banker. The Banker is the only client I have ever had that actually watches the clock and then tries to pay me in five minute blocks. As if. The Vicomte places a thumb right at the split of my sex. I slap his hand away. The Vicomte is always trying to get something for nothing from me. I won't have it. Most clients could put a hand on me and I'd consider it encouraging a sale. Sort of like handling fruit to see if it's ripe. I know the Vicomte well. I know how to encourage his business. Even if he is paying for it, I never just give it to him. I made him bark like a dog for five-euro notes just to see how far I could push him. Instead of refusing to ever see me again, he started booking me more often. Honestly. What a creep. 
 
   He opens the front of his red velvet smoking jacket and shows me his penis. I've clearly gotten used to Oliver. I'm not going to say The Vicomte is lacking, but compared to Oliver, most men are. He tells me to blow him. 
 
   I tell him I'm a guest and not actually working. 
 
   He offers me fifty-thousand euros to drop to my knees and blow him right there. In front of the trannies fucking on the ground. 
 
   I tell him I want cash up front. I know what he's like. Then I call him loathsome which makes him laugh. He loves it when I insult him. Men are all shits. Except Oliver. 
 
   He doesn't happen to have his wallet on him, but he'll make certain I have the cash the next morning. The Banker is the witness. 
 
   I am wearing stupidly tall shoes, but I manage to get down on my knees. I hold my hand out. Condom. It's not like I have any pockets.  
 
   No condom. He's paying good money. He wants nothing to come between him and my tongue.
 
   I get back on my feet. He couldn't pay me enough money to put his dick in my mouth without a layer of latex to protect me from whatever he might be carrying. 
 
   Like magic, a condom appears. 
 
   I'm back on my knees. Four quick minutes later, he's holding my head and ejaculating. This is not a sign of my ability, so much as it is a sign of his sexual dysfunction. The man cannot hold back. He just can't. Not that I'm complaining, but it's almost too easy. I feel bad taking his money. But not bad enough that I won't go chasing down that 50k if it isn't delivered to me by noon. 
 
   I stand up. The Banker takes the condom off of The Vicomte. He's probably going to put it in his pocket and save it for later. 
 
   The Vicomte places his hand on my ass. He wants me at his side. Not because he's paying me, but because I want to be. 
 
   I'm polite enough to make it seem as if I'm considering his offer. Then I turn him down. I'm in town for a few days. Maybe we can hook up later. 
 
   I leave the two and wander from room to room. I'm looking for Oliver.
 
   There is a gathering in the library which has been transformed into a crypt. On a sarcophagus is a woman I don't know. Blond. Beautiful. But that really goes without saying. They're all beautiful. That's the point. She is on top of a man I don't know, as a man I do know stands behind her, penetrating her. Harold might be off of The Matchmaker's list, but he will always have a place in The Vicomte's heart. This is his party. He invites whomever he likes. Harold happens to be on that list. 
 
   Harold is a pirate. A naked pirate, but the eye patch, the earring, and the headscarf are good indicators. That and he has a parrot tattoo on his shoulder and arm. I don't think the tattoo is real and I honestly don't want to get close enough to find out. His hair is much longer and he is growing a beard. That or he's just not bothered to shave in the name of making his costume all the more realistic. The Matchmaker never would have tolerated him looking so scruffy. 
 
   The spectators in the library are gathered around the sarcophagus watching Harold fuck the girl who is fucking the guy. It is mostly silent except for the sounds of sex and held breath. I've been both the spectator and the girl on the table. This is nothing new. I watch for a few minutes. They're getting close to the end. I know how Harold works. He knows his angles and who is watching him. Everything is about the performance. He's spotted me. He's staring at me as he's fucking the girl. This makes me desperately uncomfortable, but I refuse to walk away. 
 
   His hand comes down hard on the girl's bottom. She lets out a genuine cry of both pain and surprise. Harold never knew how to make it look real without it actually hurting. Or if he did, he never let on. The crowd likes the slap. There is muttering and clothing being adjusted. Hands are starting to wander. I look around. There is no sign of Oliver in the room. I want to move on, but I also don't want Harold to think I'm scurrying away from him. So I wait. He'll be done soon anyway. 
 
   Harold begins to move faster. His hands hold the girl's hips as he thrusts. She's trying to make herself look pretty by arching her back and lifting her face, but Harold won't have it. He grabs a fistful of her hair and yanks. I feel for the girl. I know how rough he can be. Especially when he thinks the crowd is distracted by another person or that someone else is somehow upstaging him. 
 
   He pulls out of the girl, let's the condom drop to the floor, then tugs on his cock until he ejaculates over her back. He shouldn't do that. If I were the girl I'd kill him. He's supposed to keep his fluids to himself. There are rules about these things. Harold has changed since leaving the Matchmaker. Not just the hair and the beard. He comes over to me. Another man, this one just a guest of the party, steps up behind the girl. He pulls a condom on and takes over for Harold. This is just the sort of thing Hortense wants to happen. This is the party starting to take off. 
 
   Harold comes up to me. His hand takes my breast and his mouth presses against mine. He tastes like Altoids and latex. I pull away. I'm sure he's recently had a cock in his mouth. 
 
   He squeezes my breast harder then gives my nipple a pinch and a twist. 
 
   I'm tempted to slap him just so he can hurt a little too. Why does there always have to be hurt with Harold? Oliver isn't like that. He doesn't squeeze my nipple just to hurt me. Finally I just ask Harold why he does that thing with my nipple. 
 
   Because he knows I like it. 
 
   I don't like it. 
 
   Sure I don't. He's met the new boy. Twat. English twat. Fucking English twat that thinks he so fucking superior even though, end of the day, he's a fucking whore. 
 
   Oliver is not a twat. 
 
   Yes he is. 
 
   I refuse to get drawn in. I say it just like Oliver would. 
 
   Whatever. He wants his shit back. He's already spoken to two of the girls that live in the house. He knows Oliver has moved into his bedroom. If Oliver has taken any of his shit, he'll fuck him up. 
 
   Who has he spoken to? 
 
   Talitha and Elizabeth. 
 
   Of course. Who else would still be speaking to him after what he did to The Matchmaker? 
 
   He wants his shit back. He wants me to go into his room and pack it up. Like I'm his maid. 
 
   I'm not going to do that. If he wants something, he needs to talk to The Matchmaker. Besides, she paid for most of his stuff anyhow. It's hers to do with as she likes. 
 
   The Matchmaker is a fool. She never saw his potential.
 
   How's Hollywood? Porn working out for him? He's not the only one that can pinch a nipple and give it a twist. I'm just more subtle. 
 
   Porn is dead. It's all internet work. Private chat. That sort of thing. There's no money to be made. He's looking to get back into escorting. He's hoping to encourage a big client to take him on as an exclusive. I'm to tell Oliver to stay the fuck away from The Saudi. He's called him. 
 
   Called him? I don't understand this expression. 
 
   I'm just to tell Oliver to stay away from The Saudi. And pack up his stuff. He'll email me when he knows where he wants it to be sent to. He needs to work the room. Do I want to go and fuck in dining room? It's set up like Frankenstein's lab. There's this chair with stirrups. 
 
   I'm going to pass. Where did he see Oliver? 
 
   Twat. He was in the music room.  
 
   I move on. 
 
   In the music room I do not find Oliver. Rather, I a find a group gathered around two of my roommates. Talitha is bent over at the waist, her head touching her knees, as her hands grasp her ankles. It's hard to tell from the angle she's at, but I think she's a fairy. Kneeling behind her on the ground is Elizabeth. She's definitely a fairy. Pointy ears and her body shimmers like starlight. Her fingers have spread Talitha's sex open, exposing it for the audience to see, as she stretches her long tongue towards the pink folds of flesh. The eraser pink tip of Elizabeth's tongue darts and flicks like a paintbrush against a canvas. I quite enjoy watching this. I have been both of these girls. I'd much rather have an artful tongue lashing at me, than a crude cock pounding me. 
 
   There is a marked difference in sensation between having and not having pubic hair. Being completely bare down below heightens the awareness of the air as I move through it, eyes as they gaze upon me, and the chill in the room. Even without the visual stimulation of watching Elizabeth lean back on her heels, her knees spread below her and her pretty cunt exposed, spread Talitha open so she can insert a slowly wriggling finger inside of her, I would be feeling aroused. 
 
   As tempting as it is, I don't touch myself. Not because I'm concerned about someone seeing me, there isn't a person in the place that isn't either touching themselves or being touched by another, but because I like the long, slow torture of holding back. So I watch. I feel the cool air against the wetness developing between my legs. I squeeze my thighs together. 
 
   A pinch to my nipple startles me. What is it with people pinching my nipples? I hate that. I turn my head quickly and find Mi Young smiling at me. I'll forgive her for pinching me. Her body is painted red. A painted dragon encircles her body. The tail trails down her back. Its flicking tongue snakes enticingly down to her sex. Like an invitation to take a taste. Only her face remains untouched. I bend down and kiss her mouth. I've missed her. She returns my kiss. I've missed her, but not as much as I might have before Oliver. This makes me feel bad. So I make an exceptional effort. 
 
   My kiss is long, deep, with lots of swirling tongue. I used to think women knew best how to please a woman, but there is this thing Oliver does with his fingers. Delightful. I reach my hand down to Mi Young's sex and touch her lightly. She's artificially slick. I can tell she's already used lube that evening. Either she's been busy, or is well prepared to get to work. I look down and see my finger as it meets the tip of the dragon's tongue. Very clever the paint. 
 
   Her skin is warm, silky, and soft. I tug, gently pinch, spread, and fondle her while my mouth holds hers. I'm making promises with my actions, I'm not prepared to keep. I know perfectly well that I have every intention of continuing my search for Oliver. This is my problem. I like Mi Young. She's pretty and sweet. End of the day, she's still a girl. I like men. Especially handsome men with dark brown hair and brilliant blue eyes that know how to scream at a wildly irresponsible taxi driver in French. 
 
   We are drawing attention away from Talitha and Elizabeth. I have to live with these women. The last thing I want to do is piss them off. There is nothing more vicious than a prostitute who thinks you're trying to edge in on her business. And this is business. This is where the clients come from. They are being paid to attend the party. They will be tipped individually by the people they service during the festivities. Elizabeth isn't tonging Talitha because they are actually really into each other, but rather to encourage trade. 
 
   I take my fingers from Mi Young sex and end our kiss. My eyes purposefully switch to Elizabeth and Talitha. Mi Young understands as well as I do the realpolitik of living and working with a bunch of whores. We each have chosen our path for different and varying reasons. But for the other three, much more so than for me, they need the money. I don't really need the money. I'm not going to take business from them when I don't have to. 
 
   Mi Young and I move to the center where Talitha and Elizabeth have since changed positions.  Elizabeth is on her hands and knees. Talitha is behind her with dildo. I can see that Talitha is a fairy. They have coordinated their costumes. When they are together they earn more than they do as individuals. There is room for a third and possibly a fourth in their tangle of bodies. Mi Young, with her dragon wrapped body, easily slips to the ground in front of Elizabeth. The crowd hums approvingly as Mi kisses Elizabeth. Elizabeth purposefully moves her hair so there is nothing obstructing the view of Mi Young's wide open thighs beneath her. The dragon's tongue flickering at her sex is quite pretty and very enticing. I'm almost sorry I disengaged myself before I had a chance to play. 
 
   Elizabeth takes a finger and runs it down the length of the dragon tongue, slipping her finger into the folds of Mi Young's sex. There is some stroking and plucking of her clitoris. I take in a breath. I wouldn't mind in the slightest being in Mi Young's place. My own hand is creeping between my thighs before I stop myself. I will make myself wait for what I really want. But I continue to watch as Elizabeth removes her hand, and then traces the same path with her tongue. Lovely. Very pretty. I want to get involved and I do. 
 
   Talitha, on her knees, works Elizabeth with the dildo. I find a place on my knees behind Talitha. By placing myself were I have, she's had to spread her thighs to accommodate me. She has no objections when press my body to hers. We may not get along on a personal level, and I know we will never be friends, but this is something we do well. We're natural performers. I take her breasts in my hands as she continues with Elizabeth. I don't pinch like Harold. I know how much that hurts. Instead I pluck her nipples as I rub my pelvis against her ass cheeks. 
 
   My hands leave her breasts then slide down her stomach. I don't mess around. My fingers go directly for her clit. With one hand I spread her open and with the other I start stroking. I bring myself just to the edge of an orgasm, and then pull back. I push her with my twitching fingers to climax. I let her be pretty and have a moment when she comes. I'm not like Harold. I don't pull her hair or slap her too hard so there is ugly pain on her face. Just the pretty pain that comes with an orgasm. I don't need to always be the center of attention. I get that we are all trying to appeal to clients and that doesn't have to be done to the detriment of the others. Harold never got that. This is why no one liked working with him. Except for Talitha. 
 
   Talitha's orgasm sets off a chain reaction. Mi Young is next, then Elizabeth. I'm holding out. I rise to my feet. Near me are The Billionaire and his wife. They pull me to them with a gesture. They hear I work well with the new boy. 
 
   Talitha pushes into the conversation. Harold is back. Would they like to see her and Harold together? She knows how much they love when the four of them get together. 
 
   Actually they would love to meet the new boy. Oliver. They saw him in the Atrium. He was talking to The Footballer. They didn't want to intrude. Very polite The Billionaire and his wife. 
 
   The Atrium? I smile. Contact the Matchmaker. Oliver and I work very well together. Very well indeed. We're just coming off a week in Japan and need a rest, but we'll be in fine form in a few days. 
 
   They're looking forward to it. Maybe Davos during ski season? New Year’s perhaps? 
 
   Sounds wonderful. I'll talk to Oliver. I don't ski, but that's not really the point is it? 
 
   We all have a laugh. Except for Talitha. 
 
   I make my excuses and leave. Talitha will get her time with them and the accompanying tip. But she'll still accuse me of trying to steal her business. I don't care. Oliver is probably in the Atrium. That's all that matters to me at the moment. 
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   3 the atrium
 
    
 
    
 
   Oliver is in the Atrium. Is it possible for a person to slouch elegantly? It has to be, because Oliver does it so perfectly. He's wearing all black again. Like Johnny Cash, Batman or the grim reaper. Maybe he's trying to hide in the shadows too. In one hand he has a drink and the thumb of the other hand is hooked through his belt. He's leaning against a wall and watching what can only be described as a carefully choreographed orgy. 
 
   I walk up next to him. He looks away from the half-dozen or so people who have reached the end of a performance to me. He touches me with one finger then inspects it. 
 
   I'm dry. 
 
   Am I a storm cloud? 
 
   A shadow. 
 
   He nods, his lips pressed together. He puts a hand on the small of my back as I move in next to him. I curl into the curve of his body as if I belong there. 
 
   What is he supposed to be? 
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   He hands me his drink to hold, then reaches into his pocket and pulls out a pair of fangs which he pops into his mouth. I get a toothy grin. He's a vampire. He pops the teeth out. They're returned to his pocket. He takes his drink back. That is as far Oliver is willing to commit to frivolity. I say nothing to him about Hortense's request. I like my sexy brooding vampire just the way he is. 
 
   Do I look nice? 
 
   How could I ever think he would think I was anything less than exquisite? 
 
   This makes me smile. I love it when he says these things. I feel like a princess. If I married him I wouldn't be a princess, but I would be a countess. I think about this often. 
 
   Do I want to leave? He's bored. These people bore him. These are boring people that have to continuously escalate what gets them off until they are having orgies the likes of which only the Ancient Romans could compete. His greatest fear of actually running into anyone he knows from his other life will never be realized. He's certain of it. 
 
   He's grumpy. 
 
   Yes. The Vicomte set his teeth on edge. 
 
   How? 
 
   He gave him twenty-thousand just to see him naked. It was weird. Sex is one thing. Weird is another. The way The Vicomte and his friend The Banker just stared at him was unnerving. That way they spoke about him was creepy. If he goes missing, tell the police to question those two wackos first.
 
   I laugh. I lean into him, place my hands on his shoulder, then my head on my hands. My leg slips between his thighs. My pelvis presses nicely against the fabric of his trousers. I watch what he's watching. The next performance is beginning. Two people. One man and one woman. They are like us. Dark hair and long limbs. They move together as if there is no audience. As if they are alone and unaware of the eyes on them. I'm not unaffected by what I'm watching. That is the point of these displays right? To get everyone fired up. 
 
   He pulls me tighter to his side. It's actually a bit cold in the atrium. He's warm. He releases me for a moment to set his glass on the ground. His arms wrap around me again as we watch the pair move together for our entertainment. He kisses me on the cheek, jaw, and neck. His lips grab my earlobe. He makes a noise. The paint tastes fairly vile. 
 
   But it still looks pretty, right? 
 
   Of course I'm pretty. He's just not going to kiss me. 
 
   He turns me slightly in his arms. His hand slips between us. His palm cups my sex. I sigh a little and rub my forehead against his neck. He makes some comment on the fact I am no longer as furry as a black cat. I ignore this. He makes another comment about how ready and wet I am. He wants to leave. Go to his room. Be alone. But with me.
 
   I want to watch the couple. See what they're going to do. I also want him to keep touching me.
 
   We can stay for a few minutes. The voyeur in him wants to know what they're going to do. It's making him hard which is nothing short of a miracle after his session with The Vicomte and The Banker. Fucking weirdos. 
 
   I reach for him and he moves away. Later. When we're alone. He's had enough of people looking at him.
 
   I pull my hand back and let it fall on his waist. 
 
   He keeps doing with his hand that thing he does that is just right. That sort of slippery, sliding, stroking, touch that is perfect. Why do men think women want to have their privates slapped and poked? They don't. Oliver does this thing with his fingers. Sort of like twirling or twitching. It's just lovely. The woman that encouraged him to learn the technique deserves my thanks. Then there is the tapping. He takes the tip of his finger and taps my clit. Really exquisite. It does it for me every time. He kisses the side of my mouth as an orgasm flutters like a butterfly in my belly. No. I'm not screaming. Maybe I take a deep breath or two, but there is no gasping for air like a deep sea diver out of oxygen that has just reached the surface. 
 
   Nice. I kiss his cheek. Thank you. 
 
   He kisses me. Sweet and deep with his fingers on my jaw. 
 
   He removes his other hand from between my thighs, then picks up his drink which is mostly melted ice. Sex is messy. We both know this. He sticks his fingers in the liquid and gives them a swirl. As clean as they can be under the circumstances. The glass is discarded on the ground. 
 
   Right. He's done. We're leaving. Unless I want to stay without him.  
 
   I don't want to stay without him. But, we should stay. Or, more precisely, he should stay. There are a lot of big money clients in the room. He should go around and meet them. 
 
   He can't be arsed. They've all gotten a good look at him. That's all they really need. Besides, he's met The Footballer and The Sheik. Despite what the Matchmaker might be thinking, he will retain some amount of control over his client list. A dozen well-paying repeat clients will earn him more than three dozen one off clients. 
 
   Then I remember. I've booked us with The Billionaire and his wife for New Years. Davos. Is that okay? They pay exceptionally well. 
 
   I get a kiss on the cheek despite the taste of the paint. Very well done. We make a good team. Davos over New Year’s sounds marvelous.
 
   The couple finishes prettily. He kisses her like Oliver kisses me. I wonder if this is what we look like when we are together.  I wonder if they're in love. I wonder if people wonder if Oliver and I are in love when they watch us. Or is it all just pretend? 
 
   He takes his arm from around my waist then picks up my hand in his. He's had enough. He wants to go to bed. He looks at me. What exactly do we need to do to get the paint off of me? Because I am not going to bed with him covered in paint. 
 
   Will he wash my back? 
 
   He'll wash my back.
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   4 the after-party
 
    
 
    
 
   We go to his room. It faces away from the back of the house where a tent has been set up. There is a band and an orgy out that way. The noise will be constant through the night no matter where we are, but at least facing the street we won't have to hear the boom of the band. 
 
   He turns on the TV and falls on the bed. 
 
   I knock his feet off the bed. Shoes. How many times do I have to tell him shoes do not belong in bedrooms let alone on beds? Is he going to help me or not? 
 
   He kicks his shoes off. He'll help me if it means we'll get in bed that much faster. 
 
   We go into the bathroom together. I pin up my hair. I walk him through the process of getting the paint off.  Before we get into the shower, he rubs the cream cleanser over my back as I take care of the front. I'm covered in slippery goo by the time I step under the water. 
 
   He gets into the shower with me. He has bruises I hadn't noticed before. 
 
   What did the Samurai do to him?
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   Nothing actually. 
 
   Where did the bruises come from? 
 
   He will never tell me. 
 
   That embarrassing? 
 
   Yes. He will tell me that the last night in Kyoto was one he'll never forget.
 
   Did someone finally beat him to make him stop singing? 
 
   He laughs. I don't like his singing? He bends down and kisses me. Don't answer that. 
 
   Together we scrub my skin until the water starts to run clear. I'm sure I'll be washing gray paint out of my nooks and crannies for days, but for the moment it will do. 
 
   His gives my bottom a light smack before he leaves me in the shower. He'll see me in bed. 
 
   I'm out of the shower just behind him, but it takes me longer to do what I need to do to keep my standards up. There truly is no justice when it comes to what it takes for women to maintain standards when compared to men. No justice. Oliver should moisturize more than he does, but I'll never convince him.
 
   When I leave the bathroom, he's in bed reading the dog-eared copy of Gone With the Wind he's been carrying around with him. One more diatribe about Scarlet O'Hara and her love of her home and I might just have to beat him. I don't understand why this story resonates with him as it does, but it does. I've never read the story. My mother loved it. Perhaps I'll read it someday soon. 
 
   BBC World is on the television. The party is loud, but easy to ignore. I drop my towel and get into bed with him. It's cold in the room, but warm under the blankets. I scoot until I'm in the curl of his arm. There is a crash in the hallway. He gets out of bed to investigate. I watch his naked bottom as he crosses the room. This makes me smile. 
 
   After a moment at the door during which he exchanges several firm words with a party goer, he returns to bed. I'm told several things; in the morning we're checking into a hotel for a few days and turning off our phones. Ridiculous that we were expected to show up at The Vicomte's after Japan. Never again.
 
   I like this plan. I tell him I have frequent flier miles that we can use to pay for the hotel. I don't want him to keep spending his money. He's working very hard for it. He should keep it. I wonder how many times I'm going to be able to use that excuse to pay for things for him before he starts to wonder how many frequent flier miles I could really possibly have. 
 
   The weather comes on the television. Cool across Europe. Cold in Russia. Unseasonably warm in North America. I cuddle up next to him as he starts to channel surf. He flips around for a few minutes then turns off the TV. It's surprisingly easy to ignore the party. We are in our own cocoon. The bedroom is nice. The bed is comfortable. I want to know who made the bedding. It's very fine. I don't understand the Vicomte and his ilk. I don't. 
 
   They have beautiful homes that they allow to be turned into pits for the sake of these parties. Sex I understand. I enjoy what I do the vast majority of the time. But these orgies just confound me. There is nothing intimate or sensual about them. Maybe I'm growing up. I wonder if I'm coming to the end of my career as an escort. It's not as fun as it used to be. For certain it is telling that I'd rather lie in bed with Oliver watching the weather than participating in the orgy on the other side of the bedroom door. 
 
   Oliver pulls me to him after he turns off the lights. He kisses around my mouth, and then finally reaches my lips. His hands roam over my body, touching and stroking. At no point does he twist my nipple to purposefully hurt me. There is no audience to impress or clients to try to win. Just us. Alone. Doing what comes naturally. 
 
   He asks me if I want him. He doesn't just assume. I could say no. I could say no and he wouldn't be upset. I would probably have to masturbate him otherwise he'd be annoyed, but I could say no. I don't say no. I open my legs a bit more and pull him to me. There is a moment’s pause when he sorts out the condom. I'm patient. I can wait. Especially if I don't have to put the condom on him myself. 
 
   He slips inside of me and begins to move. He loves the taste of my kisses and the feel of my skin. I'm so beautiful he can't believe I want to be with him. Leaving that party to be alone was all he's wanted since arriving. Since we were in Japan he's wanted us to be alone as we are. Just us. Without anyone else. This is why he wants us to disappear for a few days. Do I want to disappear with him? 
 
   I do. With all of my heart I want to disappear with him. 
 
   I don't know where my orgasm comes from, but there it is. Like a boom or a bang. Like a person jumping out of a closet at me. I'm totally taken by surprise. My eyes are open and I nearly laugh from the shock. Oliver isn't paying much attention to me. He's in his own world of physical stimulation. As I lay under him, he finishes. Then comes the kiss. If he ever finishes without kissing me, it might just break my heart. 
 
   He rolls off of me, deals with the condom, pulls me into his arms, then tucks the blankets around us. I get a final kiss on the head. 
 
   I'm asleep probably a minute later. 
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   What comes next? The following morning, he woke me up at the crack of dawn. We slipped out of the house and into a taxi. We drove a few blocks to the George V and checked in to a room. We stayed for five nights, and then took the train back to London. 
 
   What happened in Paris? Let's see... We slept a lot, watched television, read books, ordered room service, went shopping, went to lunch, he took me to the Louvre... I'd been to Paris a dozen times before and only with Oliver did I first see the Louvre. Did we make love? Yes. Of course we did. What do you think? We were young and sexual people that had found a connection. What was it like? You want to know what the sex was like when we were alone? I don't know. Do you make love to your boyfriend? It was probably a lot like that. Unremarkable. Normal. We weren't being paid to perform. It was real. Yes. Real. Like boyfriend and girlfriend.
 
   Was he my boyfriend? No. He wasn't. We were just lovers. Best friends and lovers. 
 
   How long did it take him to figure out I didn't have unlimited frequent flier miles? Probably not as long as he has always let me believe. We had a few of these convenient little lies until we came to the conclusion that we should only be truthful with each other. It would be some time until we, me mostly, decided to start telling the truth. 
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