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The Marketplace

​
By Laura Antoniou

 


Book one of the Marketplace Series


Chapter Seven

 


Many aficionados of the scene imagine that being
trained to be a slave is a journey through a magically erotic
kingdom. They envision an endless stream of sensual stimulation
ranging from the most common sexual encounters to prolonged
sessions of agonizing torture.

With all the participants suitably costumed, of
course.

It is disillusioning for these people to realize that
masters and mistresses do not often feel constrained to conduct
their affairs in gleaming black leather or latex, complete with
jackboots or stiletto heels.

Their faces fall in disappointment when they are made
to understand that a slave’s life is mostly comprised of patience
and study.

Yes, study. If not before actual books, then
following the example of greater, senior slaves. Or learning every
nuance of their owner’s character, so that they can more completely
and seamlessly offer themselves at the right time and in the right
manner.

A true slave, one who will be cherished and valued,
will never allow their skills and talents to become stagnant. They
will never be satisfied with their level of competence. And they
will always be willing to follow their owner’s lead, quickly,
respectfully, and to the best of their ability.

To be thrilled at the touch of leather, aroused by
the sound of harsh words, or satisfied by the security of rigid
bondage is the mark of a lover.

To be thrilled at the opportunity to provide useful
service, aroused by a pleased nod, and satisfied by the proverbial
job well done, is the mark of a slave.

It may sound severe. Almost anti-erotic. Until you
see two people, owner and owned, existing in a complementary
relationship where each suits the other like balances on a delicate
scale. Until you feel the energy of their rapport, you cannot
understand how they fulfill each other, take and give in ways no
negotiation could possibly express.

Then, you will understand that singular intimacy
which drives such people on their search for perfection. It is
beyond orgasm. Beyond love. It can almost be called rapture.

To achieve that level may require many years of
training. But in the end, there is nothing which compates to it. At
our house, we know this, and we construct our training with that
exact goal in mind. We demand that applicants leave behind their
foolish dreams and expectations, and we strip away any falseness
that may linger. Those who survive and go on must be implanted with
the urge to go further. Our name and reputation depends on it.

But it’s so hard to get good material these days.

 



 


The Slave

​


Book two in the Marketplace Series


Chapter 15

 


Robin knelt on the sturdy, padded surface of the
altar-like stand that bore the same number that now hung around her
throat instead of the elegant silver lock. Chris had taken the old
chain and lock away just before leaving her, accepting her
desperate kisses on the palm of his hand before he soothed her back
down into position.

“Do not look at the other slaves,” he had cautioned
her. “Do not turn your head, raise your eyes without command, or
show that you are eavesdropping. Under no circumstances should you
even react to the sound or sight of someone reading your file.” He
had posed her, firmly and with a demanding expertise, and looked
her in the eye one last time before he left her to kneel in
silence. “If you embarrass me,” he whispered, trailing one finger
down between her breasts, “I’ll never forgive you. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, sir,” she had shispered back. Trembling seemed
about to overtake her entire body, but his careful “shushes” and
calm stroking worked their perversely appropriate magic on her.

When they had arrived at the house and she stripped,
they had been surrounded by dozens of people, some slaves, some
free, running around in last minute preparations. Muscular men,
stripped to stylized jock straps, wrestled podiums into position
and set up tables and chairs in the bidding room. Chris had some
paperwork to take care of, and she was given a cursory look-over by
the man that Chris identified as the regional director before she
was allowed to enter the viewing room.

There she saw the special stands for the slaves to be
displayed on, and froze. The reality hit her like a freight train.
How could I have ever believed I was ready for this? She
asked herself this question over and over again as Chris registered
her for a number and was told where her spot was. And when he
snapped his fingers, she found herself moving forward out of some
automatic response.

There, he made th final preparations. After affixing
a pair of nipple clamps to her, he examined her for the last time,
smelling her body and breath, touching her skin, and smoothing it
with lotion where it was dry. He gloved himself and had her bend
over so that he could lubricate her asshole, putting a cool salve
into her so that she could be easily examined there. He had smiled
briefly when he discovered that she needed no such aid for her
cunt, which had already begun to open in it’s own transformation.
In fact, by the time he finished with her asshole, she was
thoroughly wet in both of her nether regions. Then, after he
discarded the gloves, he fixed her hair, put her on the stand and
posed her in the proper position. The last thing he did as he
packed the gear away was remove the clamps, leaving her nipples
erect and tingling.

She had not been the first slave positioned for the
sale. On another stand, to her left and ahead of her, was a young
man, dark-skinned and wiry. His head was shaven, and gleamed in the
bright light of the room, and he was pierced with silver rings in
his nipples and through the head of his cock. He knelt tall, with a
straight back and tautly held legs and arms, a study in tension. He
reminded her of a track runner, poised for the starting gun. His
trainer, or perhaps owner, rubbed his skin down with a soft cloth,
as though he were polishing a stature.

Robin had her back to the wall, and within her vision
could see tow stands without turning her head. On her right, just
beyond her field of vision, making it necessary for her to turn to
see it, was a podium that held her portfolio. People could read it
without her knowledge, if she remained in the proper position.

Hanging from the side of the podium was a thick
leather paddle.

The room filled quickly. On one combined stand, a
pair of twins posed, pale-skinned redheads with dancing bright eyes
and playful, wide mouths. To Robin’s right, another man was posed,
this one in his forties, his hair cut in standard business style
and his body a network of decorative body modifications. Tattoos
wound up his back and around his legs, and the clean lines of old
cuts in his skin showed as pale scars and raised white skin,
marking off patterns of a careful, painful artwork. She could see
some of the pictures: a woman’s leg, wearing thigh-high boots, a
chained tiger. Like the man on her left, he was also pierced, but
more extravagantly, with two rings in each nipple and several
barbells under his cock. With rings placed around his heavy
ballsac. His belly button had two rings, one on each side.

But dress him in a suit, and he would look like any
other businessman on the street. Robin wondered if he was something
dull, like a tax accountant. Or maybe something like a banker, or
an estate lawyer. And he would do his work and come home to his
master or mistress, strip off his power tie, and have all those
wonderful places on his body that were made to be tormented and
played with, admired and altered yet again…
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BDSM club-based submissive training

 


Alchemy xii

​ New
Year’s Eve

By Tamsin Flowers

 


The girl draped over the spanking bench mewled like a
kitten that had lost its mother. Her buttocks glowed with
radioactive heat. Between them, soft folds shone with her own
pungent dew. Harry Lomax drew a deep breath—the aroma was
captivating. Reminding him of long sultry nights followed by
intimate dawns.

However, the girl on the bench wasn’t really the
focus of Harry’s attention. His eyes were scanning the clusters of
people who had gathered to watch the spanking scene play out. They
showed, as one might expect, a preference for well-worn leather,
black kohl, thigh-high boots and fishnets. Some of them he
recognized in person, the rest by type. Doms with a surfeit of
self-assurance. Subs quivering with excitement. Brats with a
challenge in their eye. Fragile-looking femmes who could reduce
grown men to tears with the flick of a whip or the curl of their
lip. He’d been here before. He’d worn the gear. He’d played all the
scenes from the bottom up and the top down.

But tonight he wasn’t wearing his leather. This
wasn’t even his club. Master Blasters was the sort of club he’d
stopped frequenting years ago. This evening he’d favored a low
profile in black jeans with a T-shirt that gave away nothing about
him. Acting like a tourist, lurking here for thrills and
titillation. But he wasn’t. On this particular evening, Harry had
come here to play poacher, looking for fresh-faced, corruptible
ingénues upon whom he could work his considerable charms. Searching
for someone who might intrigue him.

The girl on the spanking bench lost count, so her Dom
started over. Harry went to the bar and ordered a vodka straight up
from the barman. He dropped onto a stool while he waited for his
drink. Always the same. Always vodka. Always neat. Harry could see
no reason to complicate alcohol delivery with sugar-loaded
additions. And as he had no intention of playing tonight, he could
afford a little vodka buzz.

As he raised the shot glass to his mouth he saw her.
Four girls were clustered together watching the spanking scene,
open-mouthed. But one stood out, head and shoulders above the other
three. Not only literally—she had to be six inches taller than any
other woman in the club—but an aura came off her which told Harry
he’d found what he’d come for. When the other girls blinked or
looked away as the paddle made contact with raw, ruddy flesh, this
girl leaned forward, her tongue darting out between her lips. Her
eyes were bright with excitement. She whispered something to one of
her companions, causing the friend’s eyebrows to catapult up with
shock. The tall girl threw her head back to laugh. Wiping her eyes,
she turned her attention back to the spanking scene like a vicar
confronting a plate of oysters. God, she was magnificent!

Harry Lomax drained his vodka, smiled to himself and
left the club.

 


***

 


The Alchemy Tower on West Whacker Drive loomed ninety
stories over the Chicago skyline—and Harry had never gotten over
the irony of the address. His apartment was on the seventy-second
floor, high enough to imply an important position in the club but
nowhere near the gods who called the floors in the eighties home.
However, from here he could take pleasure from a spectacular view
over the city and north along the shore of Lake Michigan.

On the morning following his foray to Master
Blasters, he stood leaning against the panoramic window of his
apartment. His arms rested on the glass above his head but he
wasn’t really taking in the view. The clouds were low and a band of
rain all but obscured the shore. It didn’t matter. Harry was lost
in thought, remembering the girl he’d seen the previous night. Her
long, blonde hair. Wide-set, cobalt eyes in a pretty, heart-shaped
face with a softly tapering chin. And her legs. God, what legs.

If he heard the apartment door open behind him, he
chose to ignore the sound. Along with the click of high heels
across the wooden floor into his open-plan living room.

“Holy fuck, Harry! I know I’ve said it before, but
anyone with a back that perfect should be made of marble and
standing in a museum.”

Harry turned away from the window with a grin. His
legs were encased in tight black Levis but he hadn’t gotten around
to putting on a T-shirt.

“Or cuffed to your whipping post, Bella, feeling the
Tuskar’s caress?”

“Don’t tempt me, boyfriend,” said Belladonna Grimm,
strutting over to sweep him into an embrace.

Belladonna was Alchemy’s premier dominatrix. The
Tuskar was her treasured one hundred-year-old, ivory handled
flogger, handed down to her by the founder of the club. She might
have been small enough to fit in his pocket, but Harry had felt the
bite of the Tuskar on his back. He had a healthy respect for the
way she handled it.

He gazed down at her elfin features and couldn’t
resist snatching a kiss from her dark ruby mouth, pulling on her
lower lip with his teeth. She twisted one of his silver nipple bars
in retaliation, making him yelp. He took a step back.

“I’ll finish dressing. You pour me a drink.”

“You do realize it’s before twelve, Harry?”

“That’s why I didn’t offer you one, darling.”

Belladonna could never resist him when he called her
‘darling’ in his razor-sharp English accent. She knew where he kept
his drinks. She knew everything about Harry Lomax. Or at least
Harry let her believe so.

“Don’t get dressed on my account,” she called after
him.

Harry emerged from his bedroom, obscuring his perfect
musculature in a black cotton T-shirt.

“I don’t need you distracted. I want to talk,’ he
said, lowering his brow.

She handed him a tumbler with a finger of vodka in it
and they congregated in front of the window.

“I can give you half an hour,” she said.

Belladonna was dressed for work—tight black corset, a
full black skirt, riding boots which stretched above her knee and a
black velvet hacking jacket. This had been acquired at great
expense from the London establishment that outfitted the British
royal family for equestrian pursuits. All she needed was a riding
crop to complete the picture—but thankfully she’d left the tools of
her trade in her own apartment, three floors above Harry’s.

Harry seemed transfixed by the view but rain smeared
the glass now and he stared at a grey blur.

“Hal?” said Belladonna.

He turned towards her, cracking a smile.

“I think I’ve found her.”

“Fantastic. I think I’m thrilled, possibly relieved
to hear that. Great. Who the fuck are you talking about?”

Harry laughed. “I’ve found her. My final trainee for
this year.”

“And you called me down three floors to tell me
this?”

“She’s amazing, Bella. Beautiful, statuesque, strong.
So strong.”

“Thank God you’ve sorted it. You were cutting things
damn fine. After all, training starts on the first of January.”
Belladonna moved away from the window to drop onto one of Harry’s
vintage steamer chairs. “What’s this paragon’s name? Where did you
find her?”

Harry shrugged.

“I don’t know her name.”

“You signed her up but you can’t remember her name.
You’re a fucking dog, Harry.”

Harry pursed his lips and wiggled them from side to
side for a moment.

“I haven’t actually spoken to her yet. I saw her last
night. At Master Blasters.”

“What were you doing in that dive?”

“Looking for her,” said Harry, as if nothing in the
world could be more obvious. “As you say, training’s about to start
so I need a full comp of trainees. I’ve got three already. She’ll
be the fourth.”

“But she doesn’t know yet?”

“No.”

“When are you going to tell her?”

“When I see her.”

Belladonna’s eyebrows had been rising with each of
Harry’s answers. Now they were in danger of disappearing into her
hairline.

“At…?”

“Master Blasters. She’ll be back. She was sniffing
round the scenes like a bitch…”

“Charming, Hal.”

“It’s not the place for her. She could fall into the
wrong hands.”

“But you’re going to rescue her? Because you’re the
right pair of hands?” Belladonna’s lip curled.

“Harsh, Bella! But, yes, I am. She’s a switch.” He
stared out of the window again. “She’s all mine.”

Tamsin Flowers’ work has appeared in numerous
anthologies from Cleis Press, Xcite Books and House of Erotica. She
has also had novels and novellas published by Xcite Books, Secret
Cravings Publishing and Totally Bound. Find out more about her
writing at www.tamsinflowers.com
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“Underpants”

​ By K. D.
grace

 


As excerpted from Violet Blue’s anthology,

Sweet Confessions: Erotic Fantasies for Couples

 


Dan takes my hand and leads me into my bedroom,
tugging open my lingerie drawers and running thick fingers over
neatly folded bras and thongs. Then he shakes his head and shoved
the drawers shut. “Not right for tonight.”

He knows I love sexy lingerie. Surely that’s what’s
in the package. He throws open the closet door and paws through my
clothes. “I want something soft and revealing.” He glances over at
me. “I want easy access to disguise a multitude of indiscretions.”
His gaze locks on my crotch, and I feel breathless.

“How about this?” He pulls out my favorite dress,
black silk and chiffon with a short flip skirt. The top shows more
cleavage than anything I own. When I reach for the drawer with the
appropriate lingerie, he pushes my hand away. “I’m dressing you,
remember?”

“But—”

“Shshsh.” With one hand, he unties the robe and
shoves it off my shoulders. Then he pulls the dress from the hangar
and motions for me to raise my arms.

When he slides it over my head, I’m sputtering about
the proper bra and thong, certain men don’t know about these
things, but he isn’t listening. He pinches my nipples through the
dress until they’re distended and sensitive, and even the touch of
silk makes them ache.

“Perfect.” His voice has gone rough and, when he
takes off his jacket, like he’s getting down to serious business, I
can see the press of his penis distorting Armani trousers.

He rummages in the top drawer beneath the thongs and
knickers and finds a black garter belt, sn old ones I seldom wear.
I’m starting to wonder what he has in mind. Then he lifts the dress
until I can see my bottom reflected pink and freshly scrubbed in
the mirror behind me. He sees it too and takes his time to admire
it, turning me this way and that, cupping me, spreading me just
enough for a glimpse of what I know he wants.

When the garter belt is secure, he sits me on the bed
and kneels between my legs. Slowly he teases sheer black stockings
up my thigh, pausing to run his tongue over the arches of my feet
and kiss me on the spot where he attaches the stockings to the
belt. His hair, still damp from the weather, brushes against my
mons, and my folds shiver and grasp. “There,” he sighs, when he’s
done.

I don’t care about the restaurant anymore. I want him
now. But he ignores my efforts to wriggle closer. He helps me into
black stiletto sling-backs that have ‘fuck me’ written all over
them. Those, I knew he would choose. They’re his favourites.

“Almost ready.” He’s breathing harder now, but so am
I. I feel half naked and naughtier somehow without the appropriate
underpinnings. He’s taking me to some Italian trattoria I’ve never
heard of. He says he likes the atmosphere. That means a place dark
and intimate enough that the meal is a yummy grope fest, and I’m
the main course.

I giggle and open my legs. “What? No knickers?”

“Of course knickers. I’m not taking you out dressed
improperly.” He sounds proprietary, as though my virtue is his to
protect, and I feel even naughtier. He hands me the gold-wrapped
box. While I shred the wrapping, he takes the rose and brushes the
petals up the length of me. The room is awash in the scent of rose
and pussy.

For a second, I think he’s having a laugh. But he
waits expectantly, all wicked smiles, as I unfurl the huge pair of
white cotton knickers that my grandma would have found prudish. I’m
thinking surely there must be a sexy lace thong underneath, or
maybe hidden inside.

There isn’t.

“You’re joking. Right?”

“I’m serious.” He lays the rose aside and takes the
knickers from me. He slips my stiletto clad feet through the giant
leg holes, then shimmies them up my thighs. “Lift your bottom for
me,” he says. “There we go. That’s my girl.”

I’m too shocked to argue. He drags them up over my
bum, and they keep going until they’re scant centimeters beneath my
breasts.

“You’re joking,” I repeat.

He’s practically on top of me in his monumental
struggle with the big knickers, enjoying the experience a lot more
than I am. His cock is digging enthusiastically into my thigh as he
presses closer. “I promise it’ll be good.” Then he slides his hand
over the acres of white cotton onto my mound. “I want to keep you
all safe and tucked away just for me.”

I think he’s going to pull the crotch aside and
finger fuck me. Instead, he grabs the whole gusset and gives it a
hard yank.

I yelp in surprise as his efforts nearly slide my
bottom off the bed. Then I watch in fascination as he ties the
large crotch into a tight, compact knot, pulling the gaping legs of
the knickers down tight around my thighs as he tugs and shapes.
With one hand, he holds my labia open and with the other he
wriggles the wad of scrunched fabric up snug between my lips, like
he does with his penis sometimes when he’s teasing me. He pushes
and shoves and adjusts until I can just clench my muscles around
it.

“There.” He pulls away and offers me a hand to stand.
“That’s perfect.”

As I struggle up from the bed against the press of
the knot, he glanced at his watch. “Come on. We don’t want to be
late.”

The taxi is waiting, and amid breathless curses and
protests, I follow Dan down the steps frantically clenching the
knot that, I’m sure, is the only thing keeping the big underpants
from dropping embarrassingly around my fuck-me shoes.

In the taxi, he puts his arm around my shoulders and
slides his hand into my dress, his eyes daring the taxi driver to
enjoy the view. He guides my palm under the edge of his jacket to
his hard cock. As I grope, I catch the flutter of his eyelids
before he pushes my hand away. He’s teasing himself as much as he’s
teasing me.

He strokes my nipples into hard little bullets, and
the knot of underpants pressing into me becomes a slippery dildo.
With the vibration of the car beneath me, I’m practically fucking
cotton. I’m breathing hard, about to come when the taxi stops, and
Dan pays the driver.

I can barely walk as the waiter seats us, and for one
horrified moment I think I’m going to come in the middle of the
restaurant and lose my grip.

The chairs are hard wood; making the knot feel like a
fist each time I lean forward in my seat. Dan orders expensive
champagne and antipasto, and the waiter gabbles on about specials.
But I’m thinking about the big knickers, not sure if I want them
off or further on.

I excuse myself to go to the ladies and, as Dan
stands to pull out my chair, he whispers close to my ear. “Don’t be
long, or I’ll think you’re up to something.” He gives my nipple a
pinch. I gasp and clench, and hurry off to the loo.

The ladies’ room is only a one-seater with no stalls,
and I’ve barely gotten my hand under my skirt when there’s an
urgent knock on the door. Some poor woman may be waiting in extreme
discomfort, and here’s me playing with myself. I sigh and give the
toilet an unnecessary flush before I open the door, and Dan pushes
his way in, shoving the lock tight behind him. He jerks my hand to
his nose and sniffs. “You were playing with your knickers.” It
isn’t a question.

He forces me forward over the sink, bending me until
the reflection of my tits bounce in the mirror. Behind me, he lifts
my skirt, and I yelp in surprise as the first smack of his hand
comes down onto my white-knickered bottom. “I get to dress you.”
Smack. “I get to play with you.” Smack, smack. “My rules,” he puffs
in my ear.

“You didn’t say anything about rules.” I growl. “And
besides, if I don’t do something these damn things will be down
around my—” I suck air as his hand comes down again on my bottom.
I’ve never contemplated the sound of a hard smack against heavy
cotton knickers before, and I don’t contemplate long. Dan turns on
the cold water and shoves his hand under it. Then he thrusts a wet
finger against my anus and wriggles and pokes. In my already
desperate state, it takes about two seconds for me to orgasm. With
my back hole gripping his cotton-clad finger, I nearly bounce him
across the ladies’ room in my spasms.

He steps back and admires his handiwork. “Feel
better? I daresay you won’t lose your panties now.” He takes my
hand. “Pasta’s getting cold.”

 


Voted ETO’s Best Erotic Writer for 2014, K D
Grace’s critically acclaimed erotic romance novels include
The Initiation of Ms Holly, The Pet Shop, Body
Temperature and Rising, and lots more. K D Grace also writes
best selling hot romance as Grace Marshall.
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Bang It Out, vol. 2: more Sidewalk Smut for
hopeless romantics and gutterminds

​ By Cameryn
Moore

 


He’s spreading your ass cheeks so far apart that it
burns, the line where it feels like you are tearing in two. You’d
make him stop except you know what he’s going for, he is pulling
you open so he can get a better look at your tight twitching hole.
At moments like this, you feel a little like a lab specimen, he’s
spreading you open and examining you inch by quivering inch, you
hate it, actually, his hands feel so impersonal, and you can’t say
no because it feels like you’ll fuck up the experimental data.
Clinical and cold, his fingers tug and prod until you have to bite
your lip to keep the complaint from spilling out. However awful
this part feels, you don’t want it to stop, however inhuman his
touch feels while he splays you open further and further on the
bed, because you know that his cock is getting rock hard somewhere
back there, and he’ll have to shove it in at some point, he’s only
human, after all, at some point he will snap.

Cameryn Moore is an award-winning
playwright/performer and the world’s most notorious sidewalk
pornographer. When the weather is warm, you can find Cameryn in
busy nightspots around the world, pounding out custom erotica on a
manual typewriter. Get more info about Sidewalk Smut and Bang It
Out, vols. 1-4, at www.camerynmoore.com
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MEMOIRS OF A GIGOLO: VOLUME ONE

​ BY LIVIA ELLIS


CHAPTER 1: BROKE

 


If I were to write a personal ad, it would read as
follows:

Me – Landed English Lord with country estate. Brown.
Green. 6’. 160. Athletic. Fit. Harrow and Trinity educated.
Bi-curious hedonist. Will leave no sexual leaf unturned. Adores
jet-setting playboy lifestyle. Broke as shit. Seeks wife with
embarrassing amount of money and generous nature. In exchange for
allowing me to continue exploring my sexuality and funding my
extravagance, I will make you a COUNTESS!

You – See above re: wealth. A reasonable level of
hygiene and fitness would be a bonus, but not required.

Contact Ollie for details.

 


In a perfect world, even broke, I’d be a catch. In
the real world, I deflowered a princess, had an affair with a
married woman – also a princess, caused two scandals, was dumped by
my wealthy fiancée, made a fortune for the tabloids in sales, and,
in essence, turned my name to mud. No decent woman would have me.
In the pool of women that would normally be considered acceptable,
I’m slime. They’ll fuck me in secret, but they’d rather wear
polyester than marry me. If I had all the time in the world I could
probably ride out the storm. But I don’t have time. I have taxes to
pay on my estate and an empty bank account. The tax collectors have
more control over my destiny than I do.

My lack of desirability does not change the fact I
need a wife. One with lots of money. So I’ve had to expand my
horizons. Go global.

In the 18th and 19th centuries, English lords went to
society for wealthy brides. Even the broke ones. They had the
season. They went to balls, soirees, entertainments, the opera, and
riding in the park in their best. The stuff of romance novels.

The 21st century has complicated things a bit. The
roué of the 18th century didn’t have to contend with Google. Or
Facebook. I despise Facebook. The instrument of my undoing. So what
is a poor boy with only a title, two aging servants who insist on
taking care of me, and a crumbling castle to do? We get creative.
Just as those English lords who had to leave England and head to
America did. We go global.

We hope the daughter of some Texas oil baron, Korean
mobster, or Russian oligarch, is either naïve enough to believe we
find her timidity charming or conceited enough to marry us for the
accompanying title.

The latter is preferred. Everything is clean and
there are no illusions. These are the marriages that last an
eternity. Two people who have come together for a common purpose;
their own selfishness.

The former generally involves a broken heart,
children that require therapy, a divorce, and a large enough
settlement to tide us over until we find a new partner. This is the
bad option. This is what I was born into. This is the road to
self-destruction and children who loathe us. This is how the 60
year-old drunks wearing ascots at yacht parties in Cannes are
born.

I’m really going to try hard to choose from the
preferable pool of women. I’m broke. I’m not a monster.

So what do I do? I turn to a professional. Someone
who makes marriage her business. A matchmaker. There is a woman
with offices in Moscow, Paris, London, Tokyo, and New York. She has
a small, distinct advertisement for her agency at the back of the
better publications. The Economist was where I found her.
The tasteful, discretely written advertisement is straightforward.
She is a matchmaker. She runs a dating service. For an exorbitant
fee, she will find the perfect partner for the person requesting
her services.

Those services include extensive and complete
background checks. Not even the Mossad runs such thorough
background checks as The Matchmaker. There are rumors The
Matchmaker was KGB. That during the height of the cold war, she was
a swallow – a female agent trained to use sex as a tool. Some say
she was sent to seduce Ronald Reagan. Only she knows the truth.

I contact The Matchmaker through her London office.
The secretary I speak with puts me through an interrogation that
would make any grand inquisitor proud. When I’ve answered questions
not even a psychologist would ask, she tells me she’ll get back to
me.

Two days later I receive that long anticipated return
call. I’m invited in for a meeting. The date and time are already
set by The Matchmaker. I arrive at eleven sharp as requested. A
male secretary brings me into an office where a classically
beautiful woman with a crown of blond braids wrapped around her
head waits. She comes round her desk to greet me with a warm
handshake and a smile. There really is no telling how old she is.
Obviously she’s not in her twenties or thirties, but I cannot tell
for certain if she’s 44 or 62. It is impossible to tell. As far as
I know she could be 70. She’s perfectly preserved in every way.
Even beneath her red linen pantsuit, I can tell she has an
admirable figure.

How to describe The Matchmaker? Beautiful. Charming.
Shrewd. One look from her and I know she’s got me figured out. I
like her.

I’m invited to sit. There is a file with my name on
it placed prominently on her desk. There is no disguising the fact
that someone has taken the time to dig through past issues of
tabloids and magazines to clip out and arrange a scrapbook of my
indiscretions. She knows exactly who I am. She knows about my
former fiancée, the daughter of the self-made Scottish
billionaire. She knows about the married Swedish princess. She
knows about the unmarried Saudi princess.

Her first question - What is it with me and
princesses?

It’s not so much that I like princesses, so much as I
appreciate women with a lot of money who take good care of
themselves.

Fair enough. Am I certain I contacted the right
person? Wouldn’t I be better off getting a publicist and an agent?
Perhaps seeing if there might be a space for me in the Big
Brother house?

I take the folder and flip through it. I’ve made
mistakes. Unfortunately they ended up being very public mistakes.
If I had to do it again, I wouldn’t have fallen in love with a
married women, and I wouldn’t have rebounded into the arms of a
girl who had been chasing me like a lovesick puppy for years. I
certainly wouldn’t have dragged my former fiancée into the mix.
I’ve made mistakes. I own them. I need to start moving on.

Fair enough. She’s willing to hear me out. What can
she do for me?

I tell her what I’m looking for, and what I have to
offer.

The vast majority of her clients truly are looking to
find someone to fall in love with. Not poor, titled men, looking
for walking cash machines.

I tell her I’m not morally opposed to the idea of
falling in love again, but there is a certain amount of expediency
to getting to the source of the cash. My former fiancée took me to
court for half the cost of our wedding. We settled before she
wholly, totally, and utterly ruined me. Hell hath no fury
and all of that.

My honesty, she tells me, makes me charming.

She makes no promises, but she’s fairly certain she
might be able to help me. Her network is vast and her contacts are
numerous. She knows how to market her product. Every once in a
while a discreet inquiry will come through for a father looking to
quickly and quietly marry off a daughter who has brought shame on a
family. She asks me if I’d be willing to convert to Islam.

Allah be praised, is all I can say.

Then the question I hadn’t anticipated.

Would I be interested in doing some work for her? She
has a bit of a sideline business going. Something to keep the
clients happy while she finds just the right life partner for them.
Cash in hand.

I can feel my eyebrows rise. She has nothing if not
my undivided attention. Cash is like a magic word. I’m tired of
living off the kindness of the few remaining people who are
speaking with me. I want a sense of dignity back in my life.

She has several clients who she is absolutely certain
would enjoy the pleasure of my company in one or two hour blocks.
Male and female. Again she whispers the magic word. Cash.

I get the idea. My only question; How much? She knows
I need the money. I know I need the money. Neither of us is playing
games.

I’ll make £150 an hour after she takes her cut. Most
appointments are scheduled in minimum two hour blocks. I do the
math.

She’ll make certain I know what I need to know before
she sends me out. After all, it’s her reputation too.

I’m in.

Excellent. That’s decided. She does have something
very special on her books that she could use me for. Travel is
involved. Would I be interested in a discreet relationship in the
interim with a prominent Japanese businessman? Very discreet. Very
very discreet. Discretion is the key word. £10,000 cash in hand for
being at his disposal for four nights and five days at the
gentleman’s residence in Kyoto. Travel and per diem are
included.

How much per diem and do I fly business class? I
don’t know why I ask. I’m going to say yes.

My question pleases her. We each know a mercenary
when we see one.

Private jet. Five hundred a day for per diem. The job
is me and one of her girls. The client can get a bit weird. She had
previously dropped him, but agreed to give him another chance.

I promise to keep an eye on the girl.

She gives me a wink. It’s not the girl she’s worried
about.

Right. I grimace a little. I will in fact be working
hard for the money.

More questions come.

Drugs?

No.

Drinker?

Moderate.

Can I mix a decent martini?

No.

Smoke?

Socially.

Languages?

English, French, Spanish, Greek, and some German.

Mandarin? Cantonese? Japanese?

A little of each.

Russian?

No.

Pity. Do I top, bottom, or both?

I have no preference. More or less true. She doesn’t
need to know how limited my experience in that arena actually is.
I’ve never had a job interview before, but I’m certain these are
not standard human resources questions.

She’s pleased. These are the answers she wants. I’m
educated, well spoken, good looking. In summary, I can talk pretty
and fuck well. In essence I have actually found a use for my
college education. It’s all good. Except for the martini. I need to
know how to make at least a few types of cocktails. She strongly
recommends I watch every James Bond movie. Even Timothy Dalton. Who
is, apparently, a phenomenal lover. Make Bond my model.
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