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When Lord Nectarine of Walham Green resigned his mastership of foxhounds, got rid of his wife and shut of his children and happily set up as a bachelor again, installing an attractive erudite housekeeper, and a male secretary hard of hearing, in his new commodious town house, Schultz enjoyed to consult, lunch and dine with his Lordship with as much frequency as his Lordship’s tight schedule of social events allowed. Discussing with the noble peer how he might cut adrift from his own burdensome spouse.


“Of course Schultz, you know that foul methods such as murder are out of the question. In any event the black eyes your wife has succeeded in repeatedly giving you demonstrate that you might come a cropper in violently attempting her death.”


At a quarter to noon each day his Lordship’s chauffeur deposited him at Hyde Park Corner where he enjoyed to stroll up and down the slight hills along Piccadilly. Although he limped slightly from a cricket ball having smashed him on the knee, his nordicly blond Lordship was tall, slender, icy blue eyed and handsome to the extent that young ladies daily walked into walls and posts turning to look at him. He had attended some of the finer schools in England and owned one palace and more than one of the bigger and better castles here and there in various of the more prominent counties.


“I do beg to remind you Schultz, that I am not, repeat not, made of money.”


His Lordship rarely made such remarks concerning his wherewithal. Unless Schultz particularly irritated him to. For along with his widespread and substantial assets, plus a prized pack of foxhounds, came numerous liabilities and tribulation as his Lordship was smashed reeling by staggering death duties, blistering taxes, and an unending list of old family retainers to maintain. To all of which had now recently been added his wife’s vast separation settlement, his Lordship not believing in divorce. And many was the long arduous hour he spent down in the deep sunless rooms of the city in consultation with firms of lawyers and accountants with whom he could at times be more than abrupt, cutting through their smug drawling pomposities by speaking as he frequently did in a no nonsense manner.


“Schultz you do not impress me in the least.”


This was Lord Nectarine’s statement upon the occasion of his first meeting with Schultz. A winterish gloomy day of pouring rain. And drops were still rolling off a black curly Schultz’s head, which had just hysterically rushed across half London by foot, bus and taxi to meet the rich peer. But suddenly and prophetically during their confrontation, it became a spring afternoon as the storm clouds passed and bathed in golden light, the two of them were standing centre room in the chairman’s suite of this long established theatrical producing company tucked up a narrow street just off Piccadilly. But the flooding warmth of sunshine did nothing to soften his Lordship’s scepticism.


“From what I have already heard of this production of yours Schultz you are entirely wasting your time attempting to solicit funds from me.”


Binky, one of his Lordship’s oldest friends, and equally rich, had acquired this showbizz operation to amuse himself and make it simpler to meet and wine and dine ladies of the theatre and those eager to be of that calling. But such arrangements did not come about without a little sand in the ointment. For, most unfortunately, upon the company’s reconstruction after a bankruptcy and through a typist’s error, the company had been named Sperm Productions instead of Spear Productions. And all attempts to explain Sperm as Spear only led to analogies being drawn between these two words as two items one might get shoved up one. Nor did a simple straightforward apologetic explanation always work.




Dear Madam,


Please ignore our rather suggestive company name, and we hope you will understand that it in no way indicates the nature of what we do.





But as Binky selected his dining and bed companions from his tomes of actresses’ photographs listed among juvenile and juvenile character women, this dreadful mistake frequently brought outraged replies from the more established actresses in the field who jumped to the nude conclusion that they were being offered a part to play in a porno film. Instead of in Binky’s bed. At such tricky times his Lordship would be requested to sit in on these touchy interviews. Which invariably ended up with an actress ready and upon occasion even begging to play any role these heavenly handsome aristocratic gentlemen could think of.


“This is my dear and old friend, his Royal Grace, who has long been charmed by and admired your splendid performances. He has, I am delighted to say, just joined Sperm Productions as one of our senior directors.”


However his Lordship refused to have any of his more elevated entitlements listed on the letterhead. But following passionate implorements from Binky that the company desperately required the elite air his title gave, his Royal Grace did finally consent to being included as Lord Nectarine of Walham Green.


“You are an absolute brick my dear, to honor us top of the page like that.”


Although far more shy and retiring than Binky, his Lordship did enjoy to witness these tête à tête occasions with London’s leading ladies of stage, screen and radio. Secretly savouring to watch Binky, equally as handsome as his Lordship, lay on thick his languid sleepily drawling manner which so captivated the visiting stars as he stood on tiptoe during introductions, ceremoniously intoning his Lordship’s long string of titles.


“Allow me to present you to his Royal Grace, Prince Basil, Earl of Eel Brook Common, Viscount Fulhambroadway and Lord Nectarine of Walham Green, MFH who is, I might add, also a fully accredited Fellow of the Royal Academy of Dancing and a paid up Knight of Malta.”


His Lordship much disliked his titles being used and preferred wherever and whenever possible to be merely known as plain Mister Basil Bright or Nectarine. But Binky to whom his Lordship allowed nearly any latitude, would upon the merest of occasions boom out his Lordship’s honours, styles and distinctions. And although painful to his Lordship he would patiently and good naturedly stand there through the ordeal, always eagerly awaiting the anonymous lighter moments when upon occasion the pair of them were dealing with the going and coming of minor showbizz personalities when they enjoyed to be asked by these upstarts why didn’t both of them with their stunning good looks go to Hollywood.


“Ah now what about that Basil, my dear, should we, do you think we really should become film stars and abandon all this, the ups and resoundingly downs of the London theatrical whirl. Ah but I think not. No I think not. The West End needs us.”


Even some major female stars who were now and again carefully entrapped into calling, suggested that either, with their matinee idol faces, could be their leading man in their next movie. But Lord Nectarine only smiled upon these overtures just as he did when he erected various follies on his estates and stood then later when they were expensively completed sadly wondering why he had bothered to build them.


“But of course one builds out of nervous hysteria caused by the ochre hue of one’s architect’s suede shoes.”


But then, to his Lordship, amusement, as it was to Binky, was of the highest priority. And now by taking certain relatively modest handfuls of his vast cash flow and backing shows, he was while forsaking his other risky financial evening pastime of gambling, not only amusing himself immensely but also saving money. He particularly savoured to find the musical type of production featuring scantily clad leggy females and especially would wax delirious were the latter darker skinned. But his Lordship was just not all fun and games, he was also a stickler for artistic standards. And where these fell, his Lordship recoiled and retreated.


It was on such an occasion that Schultz was doing his anxious best to convince his Lordship to part with money. Precisely as his Lordship had done a few minutes previously having just returned from having purchased for five figure sums, three rare snuff boxes in one of London’s major auction rooms. To which latter he was constantly departing at various times of day. And now in lieu of lunch he had his mouth full of sliced calves’ tongue which a secretary had just fetched for him from that marvellously elegant nearby food emporium of Fortnum’s.


“Come on your Highness, the chorus line is full of dark complexioned females. It’s only a few thou. The only remaining sixteen thousand quid investment left. You get top billing as producer in a size and type of print not less than one twentieth as big as the stars. All other producers would be listed practically unseen underneath you.”


“In fact Schultz I think you are a creampuff.”


Creampuff was a word his Lordship was fond of using. Especially with people overheating themselves in their efforts to impress him. Or attempting to play upon his private proclivities. But Sigmund Franz Schultz, although his expression took on a corpse like demeanor, never for a second stopped faintly grinning. Hoping in spite of these bolo punch remarks to penetrate his Lordship’s recently increasing financial caution and to prise loose this sizeable investment from his Lordshpi’s aristocratic clutches.


“I mean it stands to reason, three flops in a row, even the law of averages says I got to have a hit.”


“The law of averages, Schultz, may more likely say you’ve got to have bankruptcy.”


However, showbizz happened to be having one of its momentary upswings at the time. And Schultz unbeknownst to himself, had found his way into Binky’s and his Lordship’s favour when they came upon an overnight satchel of Schultz’s left at the office and which, along with an address book listing some of America’s fabled richest men with their private phone numbers, also contained three pure silk shirts. These latter more than anything else improved Schultz’s image in their eyes as they back and forth handled the garments between their unbelieving fingers.


“By jove your Royal Grace these are from a good shirtmaker as well, could it possibly be that Schultz is not a man of straw.”


“Yes most surprising discovery this.”


It was decided then and there that Schultz if nothing else would be most useful as a front of office man who could hold at arm’s or breath’s length the streams of conmen constantly arriving pushily on the scene. Who seemed to enjoy monopolising conversations in the elegant surrounds of the chairman’s suite of Sperm Productions thereby cramping his Lordship’s and Binky’s style with the visiting ladies. And Schultz, who was adept at making the inferior feel even more so, would be ideal in deterring such chaps with a blistering barrage of impolite intimidation.


“I mean to say your Royal Grace let us pop old Schultzy boy in the little cubbyhole next to the telephonist’s switchboard. And the numerous arriving unwanted can be shunted in there.”


Not that his Lordship and Binky did not thoroughly enjoy the occasional appearance of a brash conman obnoxiously full of his own self importance, who would with assumed accents and social credentials, attempt to divest them of monies or, which was harder, gain their admiration and friendship. But there was also now the increasingly delicate matter of dealing decently and humanely with recently abandoned young lady actresses, from whom his Lordship and Binky, adoring variety, no longer required services and did not want to unkindly turn away.


“Schultz could not only take care of the outflow of ladies but also those numerous purveyors of criminal improprieties we seem to attract.”


Happily it was one of those totally unexpected brief periods in London’s West End during which those in pursuit of satisfying their vanity in the theatre were in short supply. For many of these overblown smug superior bombasts had in the two previous seasons been socked soundly into bankruptcy and wound up having to sell their cars and houses and in one instance even to putting the wife out to ply an ancient trade on the streets. As Binky had, while perambulating one of London’s better known boulevards, recently observed.


“I say your Royal Grace, I could have sworn I saw thing’s wife.”


“Who.”


“You know, thing. Who sold his motor cars, thoroughbreds, and fatally mortgaged his estate to save his miserable play. I am absolutely certain I rather bumped into her lurking in the Park Lane shadows of the Dorchester Hotel last night.”


“O dear.”


“Yes indeed and she rather used a variation of that expression to me. I think it was dearie she said. One would think that going on the game like that, that she would be somewhat more discreet. And poor woeful chap her husband. He was lurking on the threatrical edge in the lobby of the Comedy Theatre on that awful first night on Monday.”


“How distressing Binky.”


“Ah your Esteemed Highness, I think there are more than just a few jealous bitter observers about during this currently healthily booked up season.”


Binky and his Lordship had also dropped buckets of cash, but their buckets were happily refilled from drips that still dropped gold in profusion from the one or two admirable hard working ancestors of the many previous generations. Plus they also had several shows profitably touring the provinces. And now with the new use to which Schultz might be put, his Lordship was far more accommodating of Schultz’s entreaties for money but nevertheless insisted to keep him in his place.


“Not only Schultz do I think you are a creampuff but also a pettifogger.”


Such remarks did stiffen somewhat Schultz’s cheek muscles but he invariably continued grinning. While not in the least knowing what a pettifogger was. But he certainly knew by heart the tales of his Lordship’s ancient family’s considerable investments in South American railways, Bolivian mines, Canadian forests not to mention vast cattle ranches in North and South America. Plus the many tales of his Lordship’s not only very direct but sometimes totally rude manner. But there was one aspect of his Lordship’s personality that one could always depend upon. And that was his kindly indulgence of the lesser advantaged. And he especially lavished a sporting affection on the unmitigated underdog or anyone so unfortunate as Schultz was, to have been born in Woonsocket, Rhode Island.


“Ah Schultz, but let me add however, that although you are a pettifogging creampuff there is I think running through you the golden thread of innocence.”


During his younger days his Lordship upon his tutor first making him aware of the industrial revolution, somewhat sympathised with socialism. And despite the fact that this was more than to some faint degree, intellectual, nevertheless it was genuine. But in relation to his more major tax difficulties, his Lordship was fond of jokingly saying that they were the result of a heinous bureaucratic plot hatched by the unionised idle working classes to undo him.


“Of course it is quite unjust for a certain element of the population to own the lion’s share of the wealth of the nation but equally it is entirely tiresome for so many pompous damn complicated letters to have to be written by officialdom to extract such sums from me.”


However his Lordship now took a wry joy in his complaint since he had over these past three tough years inherited not only from an amply rich father but also, as he had recently discovered, hugely staggering amounts left in trust for him by two great grand aunts. And assets were literally pouring and tumbling into his coffers more quickly than they could be squandered, taxed or spent.


Of course there were many occasions, usually on a rainy Monday or abysmally dull Sunday, when his Lordship lonely melancholy seated in a chair in the damp shadows of one of the great public rooms of one of his great castles, panicked about the endless expense in his life. And deeply down in the dumps, he would then hysterically make a selection of antiques from some long unused gallery, or utensils from some long abandoned kitchen, hire a lorry and have them carted up to a London auction room.


“Ah but then Schultz you do take the fucking cake sometimes. You really do. You are so preposterously bluffing that it becomes quite endearing.”


In the plush ornamented chairman’s office of Sperm Productions, his Lordship, through the mildly entertaining afternoons, often sat there in his brocaded Edwardian chair just glowing with approval at the sorry financially impoverished mess that Schultz was usually presently in. Needing as he so desperately did not only the sixteen thousand quid requested of his Lordship but also about sixty thousand more. And his Lordship would sit back delightfully amused as the uncontrollable Schultz paced the carpet smacking his forehead with the palm of his hand, repeating over and over.


“Jesus christ, Jesus christ, I got to fly to fucking New York.”


“Schultz if I may say so, you are already flying. Over the fucking carpet that you’re prematurely and unnecessarily wearing out.”


But again too, his Lordship realised that Schultz, even seen in his very worst panics might be the real McCoy. And a genuine man of the theatre. Who knew deep in his aesthetic bones what the unpredictable public wanted. And his Lordship was becoming nervously suspicious that this, Schultz’s latest musical attempt following his three previous resounding flops, might be the one which would set the West End ablaze with its glory.


“Ah Schultz you read all the theatre and film trade magazines cover to cover. You know off by heart the current gross of every Broadway and West End theatre. You have on your fingertips the name of every actress’s agent as well as the actress’s home telephone number. Surely that must impress investors to invest.”


“Come on your Lordship, do you want to be fucking well left behind, I’m telling you, it’s going to be a big hit.”


His Lordship as he often did stood up and changed his seat in this Sperm Productions’ most commodious office. With its satin royal crimsons which dripped and draped everywhere. And which did provoke some unfeeling persons to refer to the decor as Whore’s Georgian. His Lordship now crossing to sit down on the blue and white striped chaise longue to regard the pleading Schultz benignly as the latter like an all in wrestler stood there in the foreground, waiting to come to grips with his hair carefully combed to accentuate his black curly locks and his foot idly kicking to dislodge little whorls of wool from the new crimson carpet.


“God you are a poor wretched sod Schultz, aren’t you.”


“Sure sure, O.K. but I’m telling you this is a fucking hit we’re talking about.”


The wall photographs of past Kings and Queens of London’s theatre and of current famous Hollywood stars flashed in the bursts of afternoon sunlight. But through it all, his extremely eccentric Lordship, who upon occasion wore his shirts inside out or even brushed his teeth with the back of his toothbrush, merely seemed to wait for Schultz’s anxiety to explode.


“Ah Schultz, if you did but realise it, I do at times expect to find you left in scattered pieces all over the floor.”


“Sure. But I get the fucking show on the road every time.”


“Ah Schultz, but there are other times, that you can be found to be such a charmer.”


“Come on, holy shit your Lordship don’t you want to become fucking rich.”


Although his Lordship did not hugely enjoy making bad business judgements he would, when he found people at their most abject and in their most miserable moments, back them when no one else would. Taking it all in good grace when later the time came to heartily and most financially regret. But such instances he regarded as adding spice to life.


“Now Schultz, something that intrigues me. Where did you unearth your list of investors. In this morning’s post alone came four returned letters marked deceased. I think that might indicate that your list is not quite up to date. Or else you obtained it from some funeral furnisher.”


And on this particular day and in this last hour of rapidly hung up telephones, Schultz’s every other investing prospect had opted out and the afternoon was ending in real deep horror for this embattled impresario. Yet not once did Schultz offer to increase his Lordship’s share of the profits on his sixteen thousand pounds. Which was lucky. As this made his Lordship cautiously conclude that there might be some real possibilities in the deal after all.


“Ah Schultz indeed, perhaps you do have some actual acumen in you.”


“Boy thanks a lot.”


“Don’t thank me. I think you should thank that uncle of yours the diamond merchant.”


“Jesus Uncle Werb. Don’t remind me. Sometimes I think I should have listened to him. I wish the fuck I had some of the money that bastard has. He’d say, now Sigmund, before your very eyes. That. That is two million dollars worth of diamonds.”


“Of course Schultz, didn’t he want you to apprentice. To that more than likely profitable trade.”


“Holy shit. I didn’t want to go haggling around in those black hatted and coated little groups with those yiddish guys for the rest of my fucking life. And hey your Lordship, meanwhile would you mind if I borrowed a cigarette.”


“My god Schultz you’ve got your nerve to ask me for a cigarette at a time like this. And you must not address me as your Lordship unless you merely intend being amusing since it is the style used by those assuming an employee status.”


Regarding cigarettes, these same words were used by his Lordship on his first meeting with Schultz and persisted throughout their relationship. As Schultz had given up smoking only during such times as he was not in his Lordship’s presence. But whenever his Lordship lit up, Schultz would invariably request a white tube of tobacco to light up as well.


“For god’s sake Schultz why don’t you buy your own cigarettes.”


“Well I don’t smoke.”


“Well you smoke whenever you see me.”


“Well, the rest of the time I don’t.”


“Well I do sometimes wish you would Schultz so you’d have your own cigarettes. And although I myself indulge this insanitary and unhealthy habit I dislike encouraging it in others.”


“Now come on, if you won’t come in for sixteen thou the least you can do is give me those addresses and phone numbers of these rich aristocrat friends you know all over the place.”


“I assure you Schultz that the words rich and aristocrat which were once so inseparable are no longer and it is more than likely you’ll find that either word rarely these days becomes the adjective of the other in describing any of my acquaintances.”


Their strange compatibility seemed to proceed on these lines. First his Lordship’s absolute refusal then a slight weakening and finally after nonstop afternoon’s harassment his Lordship’s acquiescence. Except that his Lordship always firmly reneged in the matter of Schultz being allowed access to his Lordship’s affluent influential friends.


“Come on for christ’s sake, how can that hurt you if I meet these other aristocrats you know. Well what about your sisters or their husbands then. I meant christ, they’re family. They’d understand.”


“Good god Schultz do you think I would for one second release you uncollared upon innocent people. To rip and tear at them the way you do me. Sometimes Schultz you are exactly like a stage show.”


“What do you mean, stage show. What stage show.”


“One which ought to be closed.”


Above all his Lordship was most relieved that Schultz had not managed to impress his two younger and stunningly beautiful sisters Lady Audrey and Emeline who from time to time when up to London shopping, left packages and messages at the offices of Sperm Productions. And who were contentedly married to gentlemen in the Foreign Office, and Royal Navy respectively.


“Jesus your Lordship I got real starring parts to cast your sisters in.”


“Schultz. I shall cast you. Out the window. If you’re not careful.”


The many times now that his Lordship sat or stood observing Schultz, a mild amusement overcame him. For Schultz, upon each occasion of meeting these two wondrous ladies, slapped himself repeatedly on the forehead exclaiming.


“Holy shit. Jesus if I only knew you had such sisters I could have married one of them.”


“And thank god for them Schultz that you didn’t.”


“But Jesus they’re so fucking beautiful and so fucking rich.”


“And you Schultz in your fucking ridiculous excitement are like a fucking roaring bullock. With your balls cut off.”


But it was upon an afternoon when Binky had the same morning departed in his grey topper, striped trousers and cutaway coat to take part in a spot of racing at Ascot, that his Lordship had really come to grips with Schultz. A pair of pigeons had nested together under a water tank out on a back rooftop terrace. And his Lordship who had been out late lunching with the board of directors of one of London’s larger banks always liked to return to see if any of the eggs had hatched. And he now appeared at four o’clock out of the lift and cheerfully greeted by the secretaries, came along the hall and took his turning left and was about to turn his usual immediate right when he heard Schultz in the chairman’s office talking in a highly British accent.


“That’s correct, this is Lord Nectarine. Speaking. Yes, Lord Nectarine of Walham Green.”


His Lordship with his movements now speeded up more than somewhat, bounding into the room. With Schultz standing behind the chair’s desk on the telephone. In three large strides his Lordship was across the carpet. And in a lightning grab with his knuckles turning white hot his Lordship had hold of the phone.


“How dare you Schultz. Give me that. What do you think you’re doing.”


Schultz, inadvisedly attempting further polite remarks into the black instrument, hung on. To suddenly find himself lifted bodily from the floor and before he knew it, with feet aloft, he had already completed one and a half orbits of the room.


“For fucks sake. Don’t kill me.”


“I’ll kill you Schultz.”


Schultz luckily on the next circuit, before flying through a window, crashed into the chaise longue. Separating the upright backrest from the lengthier reclining part of this colorful piece of furniture. And he was, with eyes focusing to see straight, now lying on the floor, still holding the phone trailing its broken wire. And crowned with a shattered picture of a female Hollywood star propped on his head.


“I’m only using your title for fucks sake.”


“You have no right to do so.”


“What is it, going to fucking well hurt you for christ’s sake. Look what you’ve done, broke the furniture and ripped out the telephone. And I got to fucking call New York.”


“My dear Schultz let me assure you, if ever you do that again, you’ll be calling the fucking undertakers.”




And be


Unable


In your


Rigor mortis


To pay


The bill
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It was Schultz’s crass indifference to the obvious slight that so intrigued his Lordship. Not only how he seemed to arise sprightly from insult and injury but especially the nervy way Schultz would come up on the rehearsal stage to the elbow of a leading actor or actress and attempt to look over their shoulders as they read their personal fan mail.


“Schultz you really do at times behave in the most overly familiar manner.”


“Holy shit what are you talking about.”


“I’m talking about your sometimes discomforting proximity Schultz.”


“What do you mean proximity. What do you want me to do. Stand outside the door. I got to know what the fucking public thinks of the fucking show.”


“Ah Schultz you do so easily get hot under the collar.”


In his continued association with both his Lordship and Binky in the regrettably named Sperm Productions Schultz was, after much guff and rubbish, as his Lordship was fond of referring to company general meetings, finally made a company director. His Lordship and Binky owning equally between them nine hundred and ninety shares and Schultz the remaining ten.


“Holy shit, ten shares. You guys are squeezing me out already before I’ve even got in.”


“But of course, Schultz, with your three flops surely you don’t expect to be invited to be chairman of the board.”


“Jesus, you generous guys.”


Although his Lordship and Binky were pleased that Schultz had acquired a patina of British upper class habits to practise in the acceptable places, they did rather enjoy when Schultz got overexcited and lapsed back into his hysterical American mannerisms. Which inevitably happened when Schultz, ever eager to gather his show’s investment together, would confront his Lordship and Binky, their feet up and saucy magazines open as they late afternoon contentedly perused the latest in filthy illustrated literature.


“Don’t you think your Grace that the position this extremely black chap has taken up upon this extremely white lady affords him little opportunity to enjoy the position the other extremely white lady has taken up upon him.”


And one particularly peaceful afternoon during a stretch of no phone calls, Binky had on his desk his usual copy of a theatrical photographic reference book featuring actresses and children, a gold ruler weighting open a page displaying juvenile and younger juvenile women. And Binky, holding his head slightly tilted back turned to announce to his gathered fellow directors.


“Now in this Sarah. We have here a red head. Five foot six and a half inches. The way the light is thrown across the bosoms makes for a young lady I do believe our provincial audiences might quite fancy. A most remarkable cleavage. She’d do for replacing Suzie in It’s A Long Way To Piccadilly. Obviously the daughter of a parson. Just gave her agent a little call earlier. The good chap just this second rushed over more particulars by hand. Either straight or musical. And ah. Her abilities seem rather extensive. Recently played Putsie at the Palace Theatre, Western Super Mare. How nice. And my word. Schultz.”


“Yeah.”


“She played Margo in your ill fated and Sperm Productions’ ill advised provincial tour of The Best Bloody End’s Up.”


“Hey Jesus what are you reminding me for.”


“It’s her efficient agent Schultz, reminding us of her previous martyrdom under our joint banners.”


“Christ she couldn’t dance to save her arse. But Jesus what a fucking arse.”


“Ah Schultz. Then we absolutely must think up something new and naughty to audition her for. One always searches for perfection in the theatre. And therefore it demands that the likes of this young lady must be explored fully. Do you remember the creature, Basil.”


“Bottoms do make their impression on me Binky but I don’t recall this particular lady’s.”


“Pity. She’d do for this rather promising recent script here. I mean she does character, tragedy, comedy or farce. Even dialects. Yiddish, Cockney, Lancashire. Even American. What about that Schultz.”


“All these god damn girls put down a string of god damn things they can do as long as your arm whether they can do them or not.”


“O dear, Schultz. I suppose you’re right. That’s the thing I hate most about show business. You really do feel sometimes that these girls care only about furthering their careers. And will grossly misrepresent themselves to gullible producers and prostitute their talent in anything just to do so. While we who love the theatre with all our hearts are put upon to suffer such subterfuge.”


“Holy shit you fucking guys, come on, look what you’re doing, fucking nothing, be serious for a change, let’s get the show on the road.”


“Schultz. Dear Schultz. What show. What road. And must you refer to us, and especially his Amazing Grace, as you fucking guys.”


“Well what else are you, looking at porno magazines when there’s work to do.”


Binky reaching out to stretch and adjust his leg into a new position where it was cradled on a leather cushion in the crescent comfort of a mahogany gout stool. His voice, as it did when taking folk slightly to task, became even softer and kinder than usual.


“Dear Schultz, you are amazing aren’t you. Here I am chairman of this old and established theatrical management, beset by stage carpenters, librettists, wig makers, agents, composers, scene shifters, actresses’ husbands, theatre owners, guitar players, lawyers, playwrights, contortionists, posture artists and ponces, not to mention the continual stream of hoaxers and conmen, and here I sit, with an accredited reference book of actresses I have here open before me. Utterly sincere in my unending effort to cherish and promote the very highest standards in dramatic entertainment on the legitimate stage. Indeed to put it more briefly. Can’t you see I’m casting.”


“Of course I can see. But Jesus, every time I look at you fucking guys I’m thinking of the fucking seconds ticking away.”


“Schultz, your obtuse devotion to duty is commendable. But dear me, I do think you rather are at times contemptuous of your fellow colleagues and I’m sure you must realise that such terminology as you fucking guys is most unbefitting his Royal Grace.”


“Shit, you two were born with silver spoons in your mouths. I had to deliver fucking newspapers.”


“But Schultz both his Royal Grace and I are aware that you are the owner of silk shirts.”


“Every other stitch of clothing I’m wearing including the shoes, is from the men’s chorus line of The Best Bloody End’s Up. And what the fuck are silk shirts compared to your silver spoons from babyhood in big god damn castles. I never had chauffeurs, nannies, cooks, god damn grooms. And the way you sit around here doing nothing while I do all the work.”


“Ah Schultz, dear Schultz. I think we must pretend that you’re just temporarily unable to be calm because of your hemorrhoids. But we would love to hear more of your difficult deprived background. You simply must tell us more. You must. We have so very little to go on.”


Schultz’s immigrant parents had in the clothing business racked up considerable profits in their bargain basement Ladies’ Lingerie and Accessories store, first in Woonsocket and later in two other New England towns. While Schultz as a child prodigy with the violin had grown accustomed to being treated as a king by his family and near relations and as that sissy prick by the rest of the kids on his block. But having forsaken the violin and beaten the piss out of the astonished neighborhood bully, Schultz through a magazine advert applied to a school of dramatic art.


“If they hadn’t fucking well accepted me I’d be up to my neck right now merchandising ladies’ underwear.”


But a semester or two of this preparation for the acting stage so terrified Schultz’s parents that he might become a raging homosexual that they finally shipped him off to one of the better East Coast campuses to come into contact with brahmin gung ho ivy league type chaps while attending college. And a lacrosse and squash playing Schultz became at least superficially capable of waltzing and drawling in the best prep school manner when he cared to. Which to his credit was seldom.


“But Schultz you do at times quite surprisingly exhibit characteristics one usually only associates with the more refined of the American educated classes.”


“Bullshit.”


“Indeed I do believe his Royal Grace happened upon you in the middle of the most authentic la de da accent. Is that not true your Royal Esteem.”


“And hey for christ’s sake your Lordship you ruined the most important phone call of my life.”


His Lordship, as he so often was at this time of day, was seated on the chaise longue, leaning forward over a bowl full of gull’s eggs, peeling these one by one and anointing each faintly blue spherical whiteness with the tiniest sprinkle of celery salt. And it was not often that he would pause between bites of this sacred seasonal delicacy to raise his voice as he did now to Schultz.


“Schultz you won’t have a life if you ever do that ever again.”


“Just once I was doing it. An isolated incident.”


“Schultz your behaviour is, if I may say so, absolutely saturated with these isolated incidents.”


While Binky rather enjoyed recognising Schultz’s more gracious tendencies, he also loved embellishing Schultz’s background with remarks to the effect that Schultz’s folk were in textiles in a very big tycoonish way on the American East Coast.


“Of course Schultz we do in fact know that all the fine silk shirts you wear are afforded because you are the scion of a great textile dynasty with massive sprawling factories throbbing out household linens sold the world over. And we are only left to wonder why you don’t heavily invest in your own sure fire hit shows. Especially this, your latest, and I am sure your most promising. Even the title, Too Too Naughty And Not One Bit Nice, reverberates with the promise of massive gross box office returns.”


“And you can fucking well bet on that too. I’m going to sock the cunts right out of their fucking seats.”


“Did you hear that your Royal Grace. Are we to assume from these vulgar but fighting words here uttered before us by Schultz that he at last has a hit. And take out our cheque books. In spite of the fact that we know he could finance the show himself.”


It had been to this rumour of Schultz’s massive riches, spread by Binky in show business circles, that Schultz owed his early marriage. His future wife having first got wind of him while working under the title of musical co-ordinator in the employ of a prominent showbizz personality who enjoyed to call at Sperm Productions and sit about baring his innermost feelings.


“Is that bad that I don’t want to hurt people. Tell me if that’s bad. That I should hold the human race in high regard.”


While he was rather unaristocratically referred to as Big Al Duke, the celebrities’ celebrity, Big Al was also an outstanding jazz trombonist and composer who occasionally gave recitals on the concert stage. And he also took up and generously contributed to a bevy of charitable causes. Nor was he ever known to refuse help to those eager to step up the slippery ladders of showbizz into the big time.


“Go ahead just ask. What can I do for you.”


And Schultz, who seemed ripe for just such promotion, always at least pretended to appreciate this older man’s sincere counsel, help and heartfelt advice. Which Big Al dispensed freely, especially following attending rehearsals. And which advice, due to Al’s deep artistic convictions, invariably possessed one unerring characteristic. It was always wrong.


“Now Sigmund, I’m telling you the show needs less hoofing and more heart. It needs truth. Fine to have love lyrics but the secret of life needs to throb in every dance step. People these days want the truth along with their entertainment.”


Big Al, who in juggling his many musical projects was a busy man. He especially had a large turnover of staff with whom he nevertheless frequently made good friends. Which included many of the young female temporary shorthand typists penetrating his portals. In each case fatherly making sure that they did not take the lecherous plunge into the pool of lust swum in by showbizz folk without holding Al’s hand. But Big Al when his love life was under particular pressure did make exceptions for the rare girl of unresistible beauty. And in such cases would allow her to stretch her morals in reach of a more permanent place in the glamourised world of showbizz.


“Honey, a girl like you should have the world at your feet. Please, let me put it there for you.”


Most listened avidly to Big Al, and invariably, in order to get right away started screwing their way to the top, were eager to be promptly propositioned. Which Big Al did with his carefully chosen four standard words which could easily upon acceptance be further embellished with, from behind, in front, by the mouth, ear throat or between the tonsils.


“May I enter you.”


Although pushing unflatteringly beyond middle age, Big Al was in fact with his practised musical lips, his broad shoulders, his trim athletic figure and gruff voice, a charmer. And he took rejection good naturedly when Schultz’s future wife, a stunning dark long haired beauty blushingly would not let Big Al, the celebrities’ celebrity, enter her neither by ear nose throat rear or front.


“Look I’m too old for you. Right. O.K. Right. Then I know just the right sort of guy for you honey. And I really know, baby, that you’re just going to love this guy. So you don’t mind if he’s wealthy do you. He’s also a real hard hitting go getting young impresario making it right up the ladder to the top of his profession. He’s going to be the guy wearing the laurel leaf honey.


“You mean laurel wreath.”


“Yeah honey, I mean laurel wreath.”


On the spot Big Al picked up his telephone. As Schultz’s future wife’s ears really perked up at the further mention of this suede chukka booted debonair theatre producer, scion of one of the most momentously rich textile families in the United States, who was, according to Big Al, ensconced momentarily lonely and footloose rambling around his little old town house mansion. Which happened to be nicely situated right smack bang just around one of the best corners of ambassadorially elegant Belgrave Square and was described by the estate agents leasing it, as a superb sumptuously fitted period house in immaculate order. And on his Lordship’s initial visit, Schultz stood waiting ready for a stream of superlatives.


“You know Schultz after seeing this extremely pretentious residence of yours located in this rather self conscious area, I think you are an even bigger imposter than ever.”


His Lordship having just handed Schultz a cigarette was standing at the foot of the main stairs in the imposing entrance hall, off which there was a fourteenth century panelled drawing room, dining room and library. The house, which stood elevated three floors over a basement, was full of mellow hued antiques, crystal chandeliers and for the previous three months had been pervaded by an awful stench.


“It’s no big deal, I got it on a short lease for christ’s sake. An underground river was flooding the house’s foundations with sewerage. And now the fuckers are trying to raise the rent because the County Council found the broken pipe. These are the first few fragrant days I’ve had.”


“And ah, what have you got back there Schultz, exiting down into the basement.”


His Lordship’s eye had caught amused and appreciative sight of a honey blond beauty who was slipping quietly out of the library and was now scurrying from the hall down the servants’ stairs.


“That isn’t anybody. Come on. I’ll show you around.”


“By god Schultz who was that. It looked to me like a very nice little bit of all right. You’re a crafty one aren’t you Schultz.”


His Lordship was very quickly taking a deeper interest in the dispositions of Schultz’s household. The bit of all right he had enquired after was an amply curvaceous Dutch au pair girl who having deserted her employers, had the past two weeks been cooking cleaning and submitting her body to Schultz’s not inconsiderable passions. But she had just that previous evening been given the message to vacate. And was now spending most of her time in tears. And the previous night had been locked down the basement.


“Now Schultz, what are you up to. Clearly that young lady did not appear to be at all happy.”


“Holy shit don’t remind me.”


Schultz had met the poor creature in the big modern art gallery on the Thames embankment. Having rushed there in a taxi one Sunday afternoon upon the suggestion of a playwright whose script Schultz was considering. This helpful gentleman eagerly maintaining it was where one could with the snap of a finger pick up the best fluff and crumpet on the hoof in all of London.


“I hope to christ you’re not kidding me. I’m really hard up.”


And on that particular sabbath an insanely horny Schultz ran leaping up the massive stone front steps three at a time to stride in the entrance beneath the enormous pillars and sweep through room after room ignoring these great modern masterpieces and rapidly sizing up the prospects of any unaccompanied innocent female art lover. All of whom recoiled in horror as he made his blatant shoulder tapping overtures.


“How dare you ask me if I should like to come outside for a walk. Certainly not.”


And one refined marvellously legged, tweed suited lady, as she rapidly removed herself out of Schultz’s accosting distance, made motions to call for protection of the curator. Who luckily for Schultz was absent, as indeed together with his wide artistic knowledge, this elegant gentleman also happened to be not unhandy with his fists.


“Jesus madam, there’s nothing to get upset about. I really thought you were someone else.”


It was not till Schultz was desolately leaving at closing time, having thoroughly terrorized half the gallery, that his eyes latched on to a blond slenderly buxom sandaled girl standing alone across the street in the pink afternoon sunshine with her back leaning against the flood wall along the Thames. Through screeching brakes and swerving tyres, Schultz dashed over the road.


“Pardon me baby, are you waiting for anybody.”


Some of Schultz’s brash approach to women could be attributed to his later teenage life in Brooklyn, where temporarily he lived with his Uncle Werb. When girl members of street gangs seemed to prefer being swept off their feet with a sudden tug on the blouse. Plus too, the occasional implacable rebuff Schultz received from the odd lady professionally close at hand. One of which was the gaily attractive Rebecca, Sperm Productions’ most comely secretary, whom Schultz in the nearby presence of his Lordship had with a blatant hallway overture once invited to Fortnum’s for tea.


“Schultz no one could ever accuse you of being overly romantic in your approach.”


Such was his Lordship’s opinion having on this occasion just witnessed Schultz’s stopping Rebecca in her tracks and sidestepping to block her way as she attempted to sidestep around him. But Schultz promptly replied with his eminently practical excuse.


“I’m in a god damn hurry and if there was time to waste with beautiful endearing words I’d waste it.”


And in this case of the young lady standing so marvellously slender legged in the sunshine across from this famed gallery of art, Schultz wasted not a second. Although she could barely manage to speak English, and Schultz’s Dutch was meagre, they did by instant sign language and constant toothy smiles talk long enough for Schultz to have her packed into a taxi and back in bed in Belgravia in no time. The only difficulty being the girl’s considerable hesitation in the obvious elegance of Schultz’s life, to remove her dress and reveal the sorry state of her tattered underwear. And following a long hard night of lust, Schultz caught sight of her dressing in the morning.


“Hey holy shit honey here’s few quid, go out and buy yourself something decent.”


Somehow blue eyed Greta understood these words better than she did Schultz’s sign language. She also brought back dusters and a washing up mop. Not of course remotely realising that Schultz got really nervous not to say hysterical at the least signs of domesticity. However, the girl’s jumping to action each morning at Schultz’s first eye opening and then laying an appetizing laden breakfast tray and newspaper in front of him, made him delay issuing walking papers. But when she sat contentedly darning holes in his socks until three a.m. one morning, Schultz lost control.


“Hey what the fuck are you doing, darning my socks, and always cleaning and dusting. Why don’t you go out to the movies once in a while.”


He was at this crucial point and on a sombre London Sunday afternoon with Schultz still in his pyjamas while enjoyably perusing a vicar and choirboy scandal in a Sunday newspaper, that a fatal never to be forgotten moment came. At precisely the toll of Big Ben booming four o’clock. Reverberating out westerly across the quiet empty streets of Westminster. Over the Royal residence of the Sovereign. And beyond the roof tops of the once great old mansions of England’s once great rich. And right to the white painted elevation of Schultz’s town house in Belgravia. This venerable bell knelled. As Schultz bounded down the stairs to the ringing telephone.


“Hey that you Sigmund. It’s me Al.”


“Hi Big Al. What’s new.”


“Sigmund. Let me tell you.”


“Sure.”


“Sigmund she’s standing here. Right next to me. She is so beautiful it hurts. I’ve tried everything, haven’t I honey. To enter you. And Sigmund she’s turned me down flat. Now I told her. O.K. so you don’t want to fool around with these old guys. I’m thirty four minus my four years I got for good behaviour. But still I’m too ancient. So I got a nice young guy for you. Twenty one. Right. You listening Sigmund.”


“I’m pushing thirty and feel like I’m pushing forty but I’m listening Al.”


“She’s gorgeous. Really gorgeous. So I’m sending her over. If I was just ten years younger I wouldn’t do it. I’d keep fighting. Now you treat her right. She’s a good girl. And she’s a real lady.”


“Hey Al for christ’s sake wait a minute. Thanks a lot but I got a surplus supply already here right down in the basement.”


“Sigmund. Have I ever lied to you.”


“No.”


“Well I’m going to repeat for you just once more. She is the most lovely creature who has ever put foot over my threshold. So don’t make me say it again.”


“Send her over Al, for christ’s sake, but not till Wednesday.”


“It’s got to be right now Sigmund.”


“Now, Jesus, what’s the hurry.”


“The hurry is her gorgeous beauty. Before someone else discovers it. So let me ask her first. Hey honey you want to go over right away. She’s thinking about it Sigmund.”


“Well tell her to fucks sake make up her mind. I already got a job trying to kick this au pair out and after what I’ve been going through, my prick’s not exactly knocking the plaster out of the wall.”


“She says O.K. Sigmund. And I’m putting her straight in a taxi. Now you treat her right. Remember she still works for me. You got that.”


“Got it Al.”


Locking the Dutch au pair in the basement with a whole new batch of holey socks, Schultz tore off his dressing gown as he rushed up three steps at a time to his bathroom to shave, shower and dress. When the taxi let the promised gorgeous creature out, Schultz was at his front bedroom window watching the jet black Ambassador across the street board his black chauffeured limousine in his best striped bow tie. And Schultz could see nothing of her under her wide brimmed deep purple head gear.


“Jesus christ almighty she’s dressed like she’s going to a funeral.”


Checking to see his fly was closed, Schultz rushed down two steps at a time to let this female person smilingly in. She was not exactly what Schultz had expected. Dressed as she was in shiny black high heels, a black suit, frills on her purple blouse front and her hat big enough for Ascot. But with her face framed with black gleaming wavy hair to her shoulders and the most amazing large green almond eyes set in the softest creamiest skin, she was as Big Al had said, really gorgeous.


“I’m Sigmund Schultz, come on in.”


“I’m Pricilla and I’ve heard so much about you.”


Schultz sat her on the edge of the just barely discernibly imitation reproduction Louis the Fifteenth gilt wood chair in his panelled drawing room. Her nice round knees held together carefully under her skirt and her long pleasant curvaceous legs leaning and overlapping to the side.


“This is a very nice place you have here, Mr. Schultz.”


“Well it’s just a kind of temporary convenience to rattle around in.”


“I think it’s very very nice.”


“Let me get you something to drink.”


“Well just something like a mineral water please.”


“Sure.”


Schultz who did not dare to unlock the door to the basement kitchen gave this increasingly gorgeous looking creature a sulfurously stale orange flavoured drink fetched out of the dining room cupboard. Which solitary bottle astonishingly had not been overlooked by the owners in their long itemised list of furnishings. Plus one dare not go down into the kitchen for fresher stuff where, while sewing her fingers to the bone, the poor Dutch au pair was also sobbing in despair.


“I especially Mr. Schultz, like your decor and objets d’art.”


“Well it serves the purpose I guess.”


“No I really like it. But isn’t this awfully big, this house for just one person.”


This was this gorgeous creature’s remark as she looked up from her poisonous drink and at the mellow illuminated panelling. And Schultz catching his breath at the swellings as her jacket opened, took her on a brief tour of the library and dining room, where her appreciative attitude continued. Schultz reassured when she stopped to glance at four icons which were genuine, having been bequeathed to Schultz by his mother’s grandfather who had brought them to Woonsocket from Prague.


“I do honestly like the old atmosphere.”


They went that evening to dine at the Savoy. Arriving sheltered from the rain, under this hotel’s gleaming blue and green neon lighted entrance. Ushered across the soft carpeted spaciousness. To a table where, as the lights of tugboats passed on the river, Schultz discovered this stunning dish had an equally stunning and expensive appetite.


“Hey honey, don’t worry a bit, I mean it, go right ahead. The caviar is delicious here. Have a third helping.”


And upon returning to the environs of Belgrave Square he also discovered that the Dutch girl had a temper. Thumping and pounding as she now was the kitchen ceiling with a broom handle. Just as Schultz was pushing and pulling his new honey baby, as he temporarily called her, along the hallway and up the stairs towards the bedroom. As Big Ben chimed midnight.


“Come on honey baby. I’m not going to hurt you.”


And it took till the booming bell tolled a solitary one a.m. for Schultz on the way to his bedroom, to reach the first landing. Where he stood, panting, with one hand inside her blouse and his other up her skirt.


“Honey baby, come on. You’re gorgeous. You really are. Don’t let’s waste a night like this.”


A last desperate frenzied assault upon her virtue was made by Schultz when he tripped her backwards and they both fell. She suddenly flailing and writhing, and not only kneeing Schultz in the testicles but kicking a pilaster upon which a white marble bust of some Roman Emperor perched.


“Holy shit watch out.”


The bust teetering and falling and shattering to pieces on the landing. While Schultz unhanded this gorgeous creature who quickly leaped up. And instantly dove into domestic action. Sweeping up the white flaky plaster lumps into a dust tray as Schultz sat on the stairs.


“Jesus I thought the fucking thing was real marble.”
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For the moment at least, the odd dilapidation in this commodious town house hardly mattered as Schultz’s landlords were frolicking in distant Bermuda. And just as his Lordship’s sharp eye had estimated, it slowly turned out that nearly everything in the house was ersatz of some sort.


“Nothing but sham and imitation Schultz, but of course, in their pretentious way, they do rather tart the premises up a bit.”


But back that evening Schultz couldn’t have cared less about the furnishings. As clearly from the feels he got of this gorgeous creature’s upholstery, hers was the real McCoy. And entirely worthy of the further desperate and up to now hopeless pursuit of entry between those baby soft thighs.


“No no you mustn’t.”


“For christ’s sake come on honey.”


“No no you mustn’t.”


“For christ’s sake honey, what’s the matter.”


“I’m not that sort of girl.”


Between these nightly caviar gorging visits to London’s most elegant restaurants and her usual midnight departure by Schultz’s prepaid taxi home, the struggle continued. Each nightly skirmish providing Schultz with a minuscule advance over this enemy territory towards the bitterly defended objective. And as Schultz progressed inch by inch up between her stunningly slender silky smooth legs and was yet again finally halted within a finger length of victory, he was on the phone.


“Hey Jesus christ almighty Al, what the fuck did you send me over this time. Eight relentless days and I can’t get to first base.”


“Didn’t you hear what I said. I told you already, the girl’s a real lady. What the hell do you need to do that kind of thing to her for so soon.”


“Hey Al, you serious.”


“Of course I’m serious. That girl if she only knew it, could have anybody important in London she wants. Respect her beauty for christ’s sake.”


“Respect her beauty for christ’s sake. I should have my wallet respected. In one fucking week she’s already cost me three hundred and sixty two pounds.”


“So you got it counted, charge it up to production expenses.”


“This is no production, this is false imprisonment of my prick.”


“Sigmund, don’t ring me anymore if that’s the kind of attitude. The girl’s a lady. Treat her right. She’s gorgeous. And if you can’t be patient for what she’s going to give you in the end then you don’t deserve it.”


“Holy shit Al, what the fuck’s becoming of you.”


“Nothing’s becoming of me. It’s what ought to be becoming of you into a gentleman. That’s what ought to be becoming.”


Schultz booked a table under the cherub painted ceiling of the Ritz, and ordered a predinner vintage Roederer to be ready for sipping in the Palm Court. And in black tie and in the largest limousine the car hire firm had in its stable, he ferried himself to Notting Hill Gate. Ringing her doorbell among a dozen others on the doorstep of this tall victorian building and lugging a cellophane wrapped corsage and bouquet of red roses up three bleak dark, dog smelly landings to a dour victorian overstuffed sitting room. Where Pricilla radiantly awaited in a black clinging evening gown which made Schultz gulp in his tracks.


“These are for you honey.”


“O aren’t you so sweet. You are really.”


“I thought we might just amble over on our wheels and pop back a drink at the Savoy. The curtain is at eight. We are having supper later at the Ritz.”


“O I must give you a little peck on the cheek.


The electrically operated windows, telephone and air conditioning instruments at her elbow did not, as Schultz thought they might, absolutely rivet her attention. But her eyes did open wide as she carefully stepped down the grimy wet steps and was conducted over the greasy evening pavement to the monstrous warmth of this perfumed interior flooding out the limousine’s chauffeured opened door.


“Just take a pew anywhere you like honey.”


Pricilla sat herself plonk center on the soft grey upholstery and regally proceeded to ignore London’s passing evening pedestrians. But she did momentarily pay attention to look down her nose at the bus queues waiting. Who in turn stared at the longest Rolls-Royce in London. And Schultz suddenly had a rapier thrust like feeling that he was some kind of specially stunted footman stationed in the confines of this whirring limousine purring down the Bayswater Road in all its black majesty, transporting this radiant queen untouchable behind the gleaming glass.


At the Savoy she made an entrance. The doorman sweeping the way ahead through the doors. With Schultz nearly left behind on the pavement. At the theatre she was only mildly impressed as champagne was served in their private box with compliments of the stage manager who returned three times to ask was everything alright. And at the Ritz, following further champagne and the usual copious portions of Beluga plus crepe suzettes and the house’s best brandy, Schultz sat with his cigar.


“I hope you enjoyed yourself a little honey, this evening.”


“It’s been very nice Sigmund.”


And back in Belgravia, the jet black Ambassador astonishingly gave Schultz the hi sign and a broad, night illuminating smile as both of them appeared simultaneously out of their limousines and up their steps with their respective beauteous creatures clinging to their respective arms. Schultz delighting in this sudden camaraderie.


“Who’s he.”


“He’s the Ambassador honey.”


“And what’s that.”


This latter remark was expostulated by Pricilla a few seconds later in the hallway at the foot of the stairs up which Schultz was just about to begin his nightly coaxing of this gorgeous creature.


“I got a pet monkey down the cellar, that’s all.”


“Sounds like a woman crying.”


“It’s a female chimpanzee.”


Her mouth did open wider to Schultz’s kisses. And her lower legs parted wider for his hands. But whenever, that thing, as she called it, was rigidly pressing towards home, she struggled in resistance. Till half her gown was ripped and wrapped around her ankles and neck. And when this long careful evening was followed now with an heroic continuous battle till three a.m., Schultz finally gave up. Ushering the rose petal skinned future wife into a guest bedroom. And throwing her a towel, and as a poignant afterthought, a bible to read.


“Here honey, the good book, make yourself at home.”


Schultz headed downstairs in dressing gown and his custom made slippers. Taking into the basement with him bedding and locking the door behind him. The grateful au pair spouting a stream of Dutch, sobbed with relief and clung and hugged Schultz as he shifted her up on a pillow softened kitchen table and rogered her in continuo glissando till dawn. As his Lordship later remarked to Binky when relating the story.


“I do not think that Schultz’s behaviour was of the most chivalrous.”


Schultz’s future wife had been educated at various convent boarding schools in far off Canada and Argentina and she objected strenuously to Schultz’s frequent foul language. She also refused to again stay overnight in Schultz’s town house. For following Schultz’s having downstairs done the au pair on the kitchen table, he at first light of dawn, came back up to the future wife in the guest room, dislodged her from bed and whipping off his dressing gown, gave naked chase of her with his restimulated perpendicular pointing in all directions all over the chamber. Before he ended up agonizingly stubbing and breaking two of his middle toes.


“Holy Jesus fucking christ.”


“You’re profaning again.”


The Dutch au pair, despite or because of daily increased proddings still refused to shift out of the locked basement. But this did not stop Schultz’s future wife from making the upstairs butler’s pantry fully operational to provide Schultz and herself with the odd tasty snack. When now late afternoons, departed early from her job with Big Al, and finding herself temporarily safe from Schultz who limped and sported an open ended sandal on his right bandaged foot, Pricilla donned rubber gloves and dusted and polished all the upstairs rooms.


“Hey for christ’s sake the place is clean already.”


“But this needs doing every day Sigmund.”


And invariably during these cleaning sessions and while Schultz was at Sperm Productions, at least one young lady would show up knocking on the door and ask for Schultz.


“I’m sorry Mr. Schultz is out but I’m Mrs. Schultz can I help you.”


But when a black leather attired Germanic looking lady with a monstrous thatch of long straight blond hair to her shoulders stood on the doorstep, Schultz’s future wife’s face became deeply red when to her standard answer she got a gruff.


“Vass bullshit. Mrs. Schultz. Who are you, the maid. I vant Herr Schultz.”


“He’s not in.”


“Don’t vurry I vill be back.”


Indeed before he returned that day, three more girls had come and knocked in a most familiar manner for Schultz whose photograph along with Binky’s and his Lordship’s had just appeared in the evening newspaper, announcing their coming season of productions. And that night Schultz’s future wife stayed with him in his bedroom revealing all but where a flimsy bit of lingerie still snugly covered the vital objective. And a trembling Schultz in all his showbizz years had never seen a body quite like it.


“Jesus christ, honey, who built you.”


“Do you only have to be interested in my body.”


“Honey I’m open to suggestions. What else have you got.”


“That’s insulting that is.”


Schultz stretched spreadeagled like an Aztec in sacrifice and staring up into the lace canopy of the phony fifteenth century bed, reminisced about his teenage sex life in Woonsocket while Pricilla pulled his prick twice, and painfully sat on his toe once. In the morning her large almond eyes narrowed and her voice became ominously lighthearted.


“Who are those girls.”


“What girls.”


“The girls who keep coming knocking on your door. One of them under her macintosh was in halter and shorts on a red bicycle.”


“O those. They’re just some stage struck kids wanting to get into show business. I get bothered by them all the time especially when my picture gets all over the newspapers.”


“And who is this female monkey you keep in the locked basement.”


“Look honey, come on, I got lots of troubles. Just forget what’s in the basement will you.”


Schultz’s future wife now took the precaution of steaming open Schultz’s late afternoon mail and throwing away those letters and notes signed Abigail, Helga, Shirley or Teenie Eeenie Bootsie Wootsie. She also, on the day she stopped working for Big Al, finally found the key to the basement. And just as his Lordship had come calling and Schultz had already departed to stroll to the office across St. James’s Park, Schultz’s future wife was shoving the terrorized and sobbing au pair possessionless out the basement door.


“Of course Binky I was aghast, I thought it was Schultz heaving this most charming young lady out. But instead of Schultz it was another even more attractive lady entirely, doing the shoving.”


Ever solicitous of stricken damsels, his Lordship had, when his chauffeur deposited him at Sperm Productions, instructed that this little bit of honey blond all right, be ferried back to her original employers somewhere godforsakenly northeasterly of London where they resided between a crematorium and golf course. And two days later a policeman appeared requesting to see his Lordship to assist him in his further enquiries concerning an abduction. But respectfully retreating when he heard the noble Peer’s explanation that the poor creature had been found wandering in tears on the street.


“Can you imagine Binky, my motor’s licence number taken for having delivered Schultz’s au pair back to where she belongs. Most unpleasant.”


“Highly unpleasant, your Amazing Grace.”


“Yes I agree, highly unpleasant.”


“Ah but I think your Grace we must await an opportunity to straighten old Schultzy boy out, don’t you.”


Holding daily auditions for casting and hoping that penny by penny and pound by pound, he would gather his show’s finances and production together, Schultz minus his dependable au pair, was finding his now semicrippled attempts to enter his future wife well nigh unbearable. Even though she became more practised at pulling and was at last now contemplating allowing that disgusting variation Schultz suggested, of entering her by the mouth.


“Let’s go, let’s go with it. This is a permissive society honey.”


“It may be. But I’m not.”


“Honey, look, don’t worry, I’m convinced you’re not. But could you look at it from my point of view for a second. I’m normal. I need outlet.”


With the clock of Big Ben booming a desperate Saturday dawn following the umpteenth night of pulling but saying no to blowing or throwing, Schultz, despite his busted toes, jumped up seven feet high off the bed. Banging his head on the crosspiece of the four poster, but remaining conscious enough to shout.


“Jesus christ I’m not going to go through this anymore, get the fuck out. I mean if you take off a stocking or you let me suck a tit, it’s like I ought to get down on my knees in thanksgiving like you were the Queen of fucking Sheba. You’re driving me nuts. I have to get laid. Come on. Out. Get the fuck out. I’ve had enough.”


Schultz standing by his bedroom door stark naked and fulsomely erected as he usually was, while the future wife sat up in bed like the Queen of Sheba attired in her frilly nightdress and fulsomely prim as she usually was.


“Do you really want to enter me that bad Sigmund.”


“What the fuck do you mean do I want to enter you that bad. I need to screw. And I need to screw four times a goddam day. For christ’s sake what the fuck do you think I’ve got you up here for.”


“I’d prefer if you didn’t use that language to me please.”


“Well I’m horny and fucking well exasperated. It’s bad for me to suffer this way.”


“Couldn’t you wait till we’re married.”


“Married. Jesus christ married.”


“Yes married. That would only take a few minutes to arrange. And please don’t continue to be profane.”


“What are you kidding.”


“No I am not kidding.”


“You’re serious. I mean do you know what marriage means.”


“Yes I know what marriage means.”


“It’s a fucking lifetime contract for fucks sake, honey.”


“Well why shouldn’t it be. It’s that way for everybody.”


“It’s not going to be that way for me. It makes me nervous. So when I get back I want you gone.”


This conversation produced sulking in Schultz’s future wife. And while she remained in bed, Schultz hysterically showered, shaved and dressed. To head out for solace and breakfast in that beige stone retreat of the Dorchester Hotel just a hop skip and a jump across Hyde Park. And with both feet in shoes again he attempted to leap down the stairs three at a time. Tripping at the bottom and howling in agony as he sprained an ankle and further maimed his half mended toes.


“Jesus fuck you fucking ducks.”


The future wife in her purple flimsy bed apparel, was sitting upright against the pillows in bed, a fashion magazine open across her lap. She frowned with suitable alarm and sympathy as Schultz limped back into the room looking for his sandals. He bent to rummage among his footwear, and when his back was turned he caught sight of the future wife angled in the closet mirror. Her creamy exquisite face was grinning ear to ear.




And way


Down


In Schultz’s


Soul


It hooted


Holy shit
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As were all Schultz’s afflictions, the ankle and toes were treated in Harley Street. By a theatrically fashionable doctor who took an easily amused view of the previous bed chamber injury. And came out from behind his massive antique desk.


“Ah now. And what do we have this time Mr. Schultz.”


“Doc you have a repeat of crippled feet.”


“Well you’re still upright. And although painful, it’s not a major sprain. And one hardly breaks a toe, but you have certainly again rather bruised your phalanges a bit.”


With Schultz once more hors de combat, his future wife was now saying that soon soon, the moment his toes were recovered, that miracle of miracles would happen and Schultz could enter her.


“Look honey, that better be soon as you say because you’ve already wrecked my peace of mind.”


The future wife meanwhile who was quite adequate at the stove, cooked up an international menu out of the noonday delivered assortment of goodies from Harrods’ meat department and the London grocery emporium of Fortnum’s with both of whom Schultz had accounts.


“Sure honey you just pick up the phone and order what you want, no problem.”


But Schultz, usually a later riser, noticing his mail was tampered with, now struggled up to get down stairs to collect it. While the future wife sat like the Queen of Sheba waiting for Schultz to bring her breakfast. And Schultz scalded his hand rushing back up with her tray in order to gather his personal papers together and with his letters, secrete them away locked in the desk in the library. And following another bedroom blow job interruptus finished by hand, Schultz found it but a momentary cure for his intensifying horniness.


“Hey honey, sorry but you got to vacate today, all afternoon.”


“Why.”


“I’m having an audition. The director’s coming over. And a couple of the stars. And some other people. The stars get really on edge if they think laymen are hanging around.”


And Schultz awaited the arrival of this hot little number just graduated from Drama School with her long brown hair down the back of her gymnastic bouncy body, whom he’d recently interviewed at Sperm Productions and was to now audition in the peace and quiet of his versatile town house.
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