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         When we visited Yana Ivanova in her own home, she gave us her story in her own words. On a sunny afternoon in the hills, sitting

            by the very cool pool, set in a secluded herb garden, Yana spoke to us at length about her journey to fame and fortune, the

            heartache and the joy… and, to those of us used to the fickle nature of ‘star’ behaviour, Yana came across as one of the best.

            Not only was she charm itself in the way she welcomed us, but she also greeted the occasional interruptions from her pretty

            British assistant with calm and polite attention. In this town, the true nature of a celebrity is better judged, not in how

            they welcome the press to their door, but in how they treat their ‘people’. Yana Ivanova does both extremely well. (And her

            delightful housekeeper makes a dangerously tempting apricot bread… gluten-free, of course!)

         


         (inside: pages 10, 11, 13, 14)


      


      

      Yana Irina Ivanova was born in a small town halfway between Moscow and Novosibirsk. Just over a hundred years earlier the

         ruling fathers of Yana’s small town had underestimated the bragging potential of the locomotive and chosen not to be a stop

         on the thundering new Trans-Siberian Railway. Which meant her small town remained a small town. Certainly it did not feature

         on any traditional Western maps, those that place the United States at the centre of the known universe and limit what was

         the Soviet Union to a squashed chunk of the upper quadrant, the magic of flat-plane projection shrinking Russia to half its true

         size. Though it must be said, even on Soviet maps, the town was not guaranteed a place. While in Lenin’s time it had boasted

         a gracious town hall, and a respected school, by the end of Stalin’s reign the air of bright possibility had faded to a cool

         grey. The market stands were dismissed by local farmers in favour of a village twenty miles closer to the railway, the centre

         suffered accordingly, and the sweeping arcs of Russian art nouveau on the town hall façade were plastered over to provide

         a focal point for bulletin boards.

      


      

      

         Dedicated and encouraging teachers at the local school, Yana’s parents knew right from the start that their little girl was

            destined for greatness. Whether starring in the school play or beating her older brothers at chess, Yana was already beginning

            to shine – even in the dark of Soviet Russia!

         


         (see photo: left to right: brothers Serge, Pavel, with three-year-old Yana on his knee, Masha and Andrei proudly standing

               behind their three children)


      


      

      Masha and Andrei fell in love at university in Moscow, married young and accepted jobs in this little town that could at least

         offer them a home of their own. They moved into an old-new apartment and began teaching immediately after graduation. The

         place was tiny but they had their own kitchen and bathroom, and a half-balcony from which to admire their newly attained marital

         bliss. They were in love and youthful and eager to start a family. And they had three children, which was unusual in their

         circle, unusual in general at that time. Not for the Chinese-style imprecations the West assumed most Soviets were subject

         to, but more for reasons of practicality. Masha and Andrei each had their own careers, she an English-language specialist, he a biochemist, and the norm among their friends

         and peers was one, maybe two children. This generation, marrying young and breeding early while Western women were only just

         discovering the possibility of doing neither, still had their own parents’ tales of war-bred poverty ringing in their ears.

      


      

      Naturally, it was far easier to give your all to one instead of two, two rather than three. Children desired and cherished.

         Five-Year Plan children. Yana was not planned. She came unexpected, positively unwanted, into her parents’ life just at the

         stage when a divorce might have been preferable. Her brothers were already into their teens, able to take care of themselves.

         Andrei had recently begun a new course of study, alongside his regular work hours, and Masha was thinking of expanding her

         own horizons. Ideally in the direction of another man, any other man, this one who had seemed so bright and shining when she

         was twenty, now tarnished with age and indifference at thirty-six. Unfortunately she allowed her hunger to linger with Andrei

         that one last time and Yana was the product not of love or of passion, but a bored late-night fuck.

      


      

      

         We asked Yana what childhood was like, so far from the dream life she lives today: ‘You know? I didn’t know any different.

            Everyone had tiny apartments, parents who worked really hard, enough to get by and no more. When everyone else around you

            has the same standard of living it doesn’t seem that big a deal. My parents loved us, I guess that’s all that really matters.’

         


         (photo, top right: Yana receiving school prize for languages, Masha in background)


      


      

      Masha could have had an abortion easily enough, was certainly advised to do so by all her friends, her own mother, and her husband. She very nearly did, except that on the morning she had taken off from work to go to her doctor,

         she went into the small extra room they’d bargained for in an apartment swap with an older couple, the room where her too-rapidly

         expanding sons now explored their vigorous lives in long late-night conversations. She went into her sons’ room to pick up

         clothes and straighten dirty shoes and cover the uncovered youth-stained sheets. She went to collect teacups from beneath

         the lower bunk bed where they gathered first dust, and then a mould her scientist husband would have been proud of. She went

         to tidy up her boys-becoming-men. And standing among the detritus of teenage male hormones, it occurred to Masha that maybe

         a daughter would make all the difference. A daughter might be a new possibility, one which, unlike a new husband, wouldn’t

         involve the turmoil of divorce and re-housing and starting all over again. She gathered an armload of washing, retrieved several

         verdant teacups, and cancelled the doctor’s appointment.

      


      

      Seven months later, on the day that Olga Korbut became the world’s darling at the Munich Olympics, Masha was handed her very

         own tiny Russian doll. Three years on, Andrei left home to move in with a young woman from his post-graduate course. The precious

         baby daughter was not enough to keep him home when he had a barely post-pubescent girl throwing herself in his direction at

         work. When Yana was five, Serge went away to university; when she was eight, Pavel too left home. But none of it mattered

         to Masha by then, because Masha had her little Yanotchka.

      


      

      

         As Yana herself says: ‘My parents were very supportive from the start. I guess being so much younger than my older brothers made a difference. Of course their divorce was difficult, it always is for children. But we carried on, as

            best we could, and my mother made sure I was well taken care of. She had always wanted a little girl, we were very close and

            she was so proud of everything I achieved before she died. I still miss her terribly.’

         


      


      

      And Yana Irina truly was everything that any mother who secretly and fervently gave seven months of her life to hoping for

         a little girl instead of a little boy could have wished. Fine and delicate and huge-eyed, yet also bright and questioning

         and brave. Yana was not an easy child, she was inquisitive and invigorating and her rushing, tumbling, urgent body brought

         an exhausted excitement into the emptying apartment. From the first, Masha read stories to Yana in English – American and

         English stories – teaching her both the Cyrillic and the Latin alphabets long before the other nursery children had mastered

         the calligraphy of their own names. When she was at school, the same school where her estranged parents still shared a staff-room

         locker, Masha listened out for Yana’s voice from her patrol in the senior playground, heard first-hand reports from the junior

         teachers, peered in through alphabet-shrouded windows at Yana’s progress in class. She spun a protective dream over her baby.

         From the age of nine Yana kept a diary, each page the carefully phrased yearning of a youthful soul who didn’t yet know what

         she wanted to be or how to get there, but knew it would be somewhere important. Each page in grammatically perfect English.

         Masha was a prescient mother, she knew change was coming and she wanted her daughter to be ready for it. By the Moscow Olympics

         of 1980, Yana could have slowly conversed with any member of the no-show United States team; by 1984, when Mary Lou Retton

         swept the gymnastics board – no tiny Russian girls to bounce her off the podium – Yana’s English accent was just-foreign-enough; and in September 1990 Yana Ivanova was

         living in an overcrowded flat off Kensington High Street, slowly but successfully touting her portfolio to the fashion editors

         of all the London-based magazines.

      


      

      

         Yana again: ‘My mother made it possible for me to live the life I do today. If she hadn’t encouraged me to learn English so

            early, and taught it so well herself, if she hadn’t pushed me into speaking only English whenever I could – which is why I

            hardly know any Russian any more, really – I don’t think I could ever have been as successful as I have. It can be hard to

            be different, my family’s faith in me made it possible for me to be accepted anywhere.’

         


      


      

      Masha had not brought up her beautiful daughter to be a fashion model, but then she hadn’t brought her up to be anything else

         either. She had wanted to create the perfect girl – beautiful, but also bright and strong. What Yana actually did with her

         perfection was not within Masha’s sphere of influence. Bright, personable and completely certain of her own glorious charm,

         at seventeen and in her last year of school, Yana joined a state-sanctioned fortnight exchange visit to a Manchester family.

         On her third day in the sadly not-so-decadent West, Yana’s high cheekbones, long hair, longest legs and huge-eyed enjoyment

         were singled out from among a group of late-teenage girls in the Arndale Shopping Centre. She and a girl called Kathy also

         loitering in the Centre were encouraged to call the agent’s office and make an appointment. The next morning she called the

         number the scout had given her. There followed several shall-we/shan’t-we coffees, a shoplifting foray with Kathy to get appropriate

         clothes and a midnight packing session with her two host schoolgirls, silent as possible so the responsible parents wouldn’t find out and ban Yana from the

         London adventure. Neither girl had the money to get to London and Kathy took Yana on a hitchhiking and stolen-train-ticket

         journey as far as Coventry, where she disappeared into a drunken night and failed to return. Yana, on the other hand, made

         it just in time for her first interview, gave great face in a Polaroid proposal, and never went home again. The scout who’d

         asked them to call was disappointed with Kathy’s no-show, the two tall fair teenagers would have looked good together, similarly

         striking, might have been a nice catwalk pairing. But it didn’t matter to the booker who took her on, Yana was a fine piece

         of raw material.

      


      

      

         ‘I didn’t know what I was doing when I walked into that agency. I knew they’d been looking for matching girls really, for

            one job in particular, I was scared they might not want me when I turned up by myself. But I figured I had to give it a go.

            And anyway, I was in London, seventeen and all alone. I had hardly any money. What else was I going to do? I thought if I

            could at least prove I’d tried to get work, my mother and the people who’d organised our trip might forgive me for running

            off. After that, one job just led to another… not that I didn’t work hard, or that it wasn’t long hours and sometimes very

            difficult, but at the beginning, when you’re that young, everything’s an adventure, isn’t it?’

         


      


      

      Yana was filming her first New York shoot on the day Masha called to announce Andrei’s death. The phone call was brief and

         conducted entirely in English because Yana now refused to speak anything else. Masha did not want to attend her ex-husband’s

         funeral, she had no intention of persuading her daughter to go in her stead. And Yana was way too involved in her new life

         to pay a mock-grief homage to the man who had left when she was so young. As the months passed, Yana limited her Russian connections to a very

         few financially prudent telephone calls and, eventually, to sporadic, neatly written letters which, even after the advent

         of email, remained infrequent and brief. Masha had wanted a walking-talking doll, Yana was a forced-growth baby who was more

         than tired of the close confines of her showcase. She was ready to take care of herself. The fashion editors couldn’t have

         been more grateful.

      


      

      

         (see photo, left: Yana Ivanova (in black wig) in Jean-Paul Gaultier’s shocking summer swimsuit/dinner jacket combination)


      


      

      After two years of modelling, Yana finally accepted the catwalk’s limitations and realised her boredom there wasn’t going

         to go away. She started acting classes. There was little encouragement in London where regional accents had replaced the standard

         RP as the voice of choice – regional, never foreign – but in New York and LA the startlingly beautiful model-turned-actress

         was not such an unusual sight. Not so unusual anyway that Yana couldn’t get six months’ work in a daytime soap, followed by

         a regular role in an early-evening sitcom, and then, making the transition that so many actors dream of but so very few achieve,

         a big-budget major motion picture. Her looks definitely helped, her undoubted acting ability was useful, her perfect if not-quite-definable

         accents gave her the edge of sexy outsider status, but most of all, Yana helped herself. Masha had brought her up to believe

         she was wonderful and beautiful and worthy. And she behaved it and she believed it and so did everyone else.

      


      

      

         Not many young hopefuls make that difficult transition from model to actress. Certainly the trail is littered with the broken hopes of many other youthful soap stars who slip on the road to their dream. Fewer still, no matter what their

            transition, attain the dizzy heights of Yana Ivanova’s current success. Beauty, fame, critical approval, and a happy relationship

            – not to mention her lovely home, she certainly seems to have it all. But we’ll leave the last word to Yana: ‘I know I’m lucky.

            It hasn’t all been easy, it was hard to leave home, to make that break, to live in a new country. But I’m so glad I did. To

            be born an American is one thing – but to be accepted here, welcome to live and work and be part of this life – I know just

            how lucky I am. And having Jimmy as my partner, to enjoy it all with me, is the icing on my cake. I couldn’t ask for more.

            I just want to keep working and doing my best.’

         


      


      

      And now, many years since the day she illicitly boarded a train at Manchester Piccadilly, her travel documents and precious

         diaries in a box under her arm, she is a Queen. Goddess. Angel. Yana Ivanova is a bona fide star. London, Paris, Rome, Milan

         prostrate themselves before her perfect twinkling toes. The Berlin Wall would rebuild itself if she merely asked; Buda and

         Pest settle themselves willingly on the same shore if she deemed it necessary. Yana has all the attributes of perfection,

         in a just-like-us personality. Her past is an East-to-West, Iron Curtain glory story. Her present an endless round of right

         people, right places, right choices. She lives on a knife-edge of perfection, tightrope walking her way to greater success,

         never dull, always daring, pushing the boundaries and yet winning through in the end. And even those who might envy her gloss

         and sheen don’t really want to see her fall. Not this one. Yana is as close as we get to an angel, we need her to maintain

         the heavenly trajectory, blessing us with her magical bounty. Yana Ivanova is the Russian-born American-living schoolgirl

         dream; olive skin, dark eyes, long straight fair hair, smooth rounded arse, and high creamy tits – the finest example of cross-cultural fertilisation since the Spanish paid an Italian to discover the New World

         – and he named it America thinking it was India. Yana Ivanova is all that.

      


   
      
      Two

      
      OK. So that’s the public version. But to tell the truth – speak it secretly, whisper into your pillow, mumble into a clenched
         fist – actually, Yana Ivanova isn’t that fuck-all hot. Perhaps her hair isn’t totally shiny and manageable every single day
         of the year. Maybe Mother Nature didn’t hand down those perfect white teeth without any struggle between dentist and purse-strings,
         she’s definitely come a long way since the burgeoning Soviet swan in the teenage photos her mother sent over years ago. Certainly
         there is at least one camera angle that, given a short skirt and a long lens, would suggest a hint – if not more – of really
         truly cellulite. I’ve seen it on one or two occasions and the National Enquirer has proved it so. All right, her body wasn’t born perfect. Maybe she works at it, has turned herself into this paragon of
         beauty we now know so well, but that just makes her more reachable, more real. Why else was Princess Diana so eager for the
         world to see her rushing off to the gym every morning? Why would Madonna spend her thirties sweating her way round a running
         track, bodyguards and paparazzi in her wake? Why would anyone, who supposedly loathes press intrusion and who has the guaranteed
         privacy of their own home or hotel gym in which to work out, make a public show of their exercise regime? Except that everyone
         hates a born skinny. Whereas a woman who has to work for her fine physique, and what’s more, shows us how hard she is trying? Hell, we can all aspire to that, admire that. Yana’s current gloss may make
         her far removed from the real world, but it’s the flaws that pull her back down to earth, closer to us. We love her, she is
         distant; we see the imperfections, she is close. And because she is close – we love her again. So it continues.
      

      
      On the family side, Yana can be grateful she has not had an alcoholic father or estranged mother to deal with, spilling their
         guts and the photo album to the press at ten grand a shot. But it must be noted, Yana hasn’t found the geographical distance
         too hard to bear. Sad as it is that both her parents are now well and truly dead, even when Masha was alive, her perfect little
         Yanotchka wasn’t exactly ringing home every week. Month. Year. From that first week in London, once she’d started with the
         agency, Yana spoke only in English – she leaped at every opportunity to perfect her new language, adopted accents, explaining
         it had been her mother’s dream that Yana would work in the West. Which was only stretching the truth a little distance, over
         the border. And while Masha’s English had always been impeccable, age and infirmity slowly stole the words from the older
         woman, just as time and inclination removed most of Yana’s Russian, until their mother–daughter conversations became as stilted
         as the crackling line along which they travelled. Instead Yana sent out-of-season flowers and overflowing hampers and first-print
         magazines and her ageing mother seemed happy enough with a Post-it postscript. Newspaper clippings – even unflattering ones
         – were always faithfully forwarded on. Masha pored over the dot matrix photographs and marvelled at the uses of fame and fortune,
         which had apparently smoothed down her daughter’s sharper features, rounded off what she knew to be a slightly pointed chin,
         an almost too-thin nose, blanched out what should have been her work-shadowed eyes. The big brothers were more interested in the words. And the money.
      

      
      And even now, years later, Serge and Pavel have no complaints on the money front. Yana faithfully collates the photos her
         big brothers send of their young and not-so-young families, but she has yet to follow up on the hint of a whole-family trip
         to Disneyland. She carefully reads the stilted-English, awe-filled letters from her teenage and smaller nieces and nephews,
         committing their stories of her home town to memory and putting the crayoned pictures away in a drawer for safekeeping. What
         she sends in return is another international cheque. Yana may not be the most touchy-feely of baby sisters, but she is very
         happy to provide. (The dollar–rouble exchange rate makes them all smile. A family heritage lopsided grin that slopes to the
         left. Though not Yana’s, not any more. Yana has trained her smile into balanced perfection.) And if the public read the occasional
         article suggesting Yana Ivanova’s behaviour towards her family is slightly distant, who is to say what it must be like for
         her? The Evil Empire so far behind, the American Dream held tight in her hand, maybe any one of us would be the same, living
         the fantasy-come-true, not necessarily wanting to be reminded of what we’ve had to leave behind. And as long as her manager
         makes sure Yana plays a life-saving surgeon or grieving young mother in every third movie, the public are just as likely to
         believe the latest character shows her true heart as the occasionally less flattering stories they read in the tabloids.
      

      
      Yana Ivanova has been known to snarl at paparazzi more than once. She has been seen to pout when not offered the finest table
         in a restaurant. It is not unheard-of for her to complain to her publicist about the endless round of interviews she is obliged
         to undergo – and then complain a month later when interest is lacking and she fears her star is waning. (Her star is not waning, but it’s hard for Yana to know that for definite, all the time, throughout the long soul-searching
         night.) So she is a normal star. Albeit one with a wide shelf of English-translation Russian classics in the sitting room,
         and a Russian copy of The Master and Margarita by her bed. She demands notice and hides from it, courts publicity and spurns it, wants adoration and tires of attention.
         Yana works hard at her job and she works hard at pleasing her public and, no matter who else she infuriates, she always remembers
         the fans. She is nice when it suits her – often she is nice even when it doesn’t – and every now and then she lets rip with
         an ear-splitting mouthful of oddly-accented nasty invective directed at some unsuspecting probably-innocent who gets in her
         way. Which, in most people’s eyes, just goes to show she is human. The occasional Bloody Mary being so much more trustworthy
         than the constant Shirley Temple.
      

      
      So maybe Yana Ivanova isn’t that fuck-all hot. Not in reality. But mostly she thinks she is. And I certainly think she is.
         And you think she is too. (Don’t you? Of course you do, you know you do, you want to have her, be her, she is the firm-fleshed
         blow-up doll of your teenage dreams.) The power of conjoined thought is so immense, so strong, that between us we could think
         the Third World sated if we chose. But we don’t. We’d rather think her a star. Talk her a star, buy her a star, name her a
         star. And so she is. The movie magazines publish column after column explaining in elaborate detail why Yana Ivanova is the
         finest thing since Marilyn fucked some dead Kennedy on a White House floor and the CIA realised they’d forgotten to put film
         in the camera. And the panels who vote on the Oscars and the Golden Globes and the Emmys (when she occasionally appears on
         the smaller screen, lowers her sights to raise our expectations) all know – admittedly often before the screening – that she is worthy of their highest accolades. Of three nominations, she’s had to smile ‘Oh well
         done, how right!’ twice. And both times the prize went to some old bitch who was planning to die in the next twelve months
         anyway. When competing against her peers however, Yana is, more often than not, the peerless winner. And she makes people
         laugh in her acceptance speeches. That helps. A well-paid comedian writes her off-the-cuff quips, Yana remembers not to cry.
         Maximum humanity, minimum tears, nothing to embarrass the folks back home. Between us, we’ve got it covered.
      

      
      Meanwhile Jimmy (named for Garner not Dean, though he’d rather not talk about that, thank you) is her perfect consort. He
         is the brother-boyfriend, pretty enough and witty enough to shine beside her, yet never eclipse Yana’s silvery light. Jimmy’s
         career is really good but not totally great, his wealth sufficient but not vast, his image not above a touch of wild living
         if Yana’s box-office booty needs spicing up. For five years now they have been together at every premiere, every party, every
         charity gala. In interviews she makes jokes about him, he talks about her with a real fondness and respect – not only for
         her talent, but also for her normality. The way Yana is when they’re at home together. Just the two of them. Ordinary. Quiet.
         Regular. The public love to hear that she can’t cook. Won’t cook, but that’s another story. They smile to read that he has
         a Russians-in-translation reading pile on his bedside table, but that so far even The Idiot is a name he applies to himself rather than his must-read-again list. (Jimmy is not stupid, he is something of a Shakespearean
         scholar on the quiet – but they keep it very quiet. Too-clever boys are not the order of the day.) The public lap up these
         interviews. Just like us but not. Everyday but different. Same but special. And they look so good together. Yana and Jimmy are both light-olive-skinned and glowing. She is model-tall and, unusually in Hollywood, even more so for a
         made-for-TV actor, he is taller than she. Not for Yana the prison of flat heels. They laugh in public and hold hands on holiday
         and cater for the hungry needs of our fairy-tale dreams. They take the empty places that were Bogey-and-Bacall, Hepburn-and-Tracy
         and, with a little adjustment for height and breadth and age (and the removal of the cigarette silhouette), they fill the
         space quite nicely. Yana Ivanova and Jimmy McNeish get to be the golden couple, she gets to be the shinier of the two, and
         Jimmy gets around two million a year for his pains.
      

      
      I, on the other hand, have sex with a new man every six months. I do this because the men I sleep with are bound to tell someone
         that they nailed the woman who works for Yana Ivanova, the woman who manages her diary, answers her telephone, reads her mail,
         eats at her table, sleeps in a room just down the hall; the woman who is Yana Ivanova’s right hand. Having me is one degree
         of separation from the most desirable woman in town. I also screw these men because I quite enjoy the partying and a little
         wildness on occasion. Working and living so closely with such hot property means we all have to be careful about where we
         go and who we see and where we can play. When I am away from Yana and Jimmy I can let down my guard a little. The papers would
         have a field day at the very thought of Yana Ivanova tasting a line of coke in a late-night club. And it’s possible they might
         even notice me doing it – if I was right beside her. Away from her orbit though, I’m just another cute-enough Brit chick making
         it in LA. I happen to have a fantastic job and a brilliant name attached to my resumé, but when the name isn’t around, I’m
         as anonymous as the next girl. And, this being LA, a little shorter than most. With real tits that lie down when I do. No matter how hard I want to play though, I only ever sleep with the finest specimen of the gender I can find on any
         given evening – and ideally one I won’t mind seeing for another week or two, a month at the most. It’s not much of a hardship.
         I screw the men because I can, because I know it will give them a thrill, and because it is appropriate to maintain my image
         as something of a good-time slut – an image more easily achieved by the British over here than your average soft-drinking
         Yank.
      

      
      There is one other reason for my carefully timed launch into the world of the single sex kitten. I fuck some good-looking,
         loud-mouthed guy for a few weeks maybe twice a year. Because the rest of the time, I fuck her.
      

   
      
      Three

      
      When Yana and I first met I knew straight off there was something different about her. We were at a friend’s house for dinner
         – contrary to popular belief the very famous do not spend all their time hanging out with the other very famous. At the least
         it would be boring, at worst they’d find out too much about each other and run the risk of losing that slight edge – the one
         that usually means Yana gets the part another woman doesn’t. It is an edge that comes, conversely, from not being in perfect
         focus for too many people. Not being known inside out reinforces the illusion of a casting hierarchy – just now, Yana is close
         to the very top, and there is nothing more levelling than the whole. So while Yana is happy for the public to think they know
         about her private life – little titbits dropped by her manager into an interview here, Jimmy’s passing comment there – her
         real strategy is to remain at a slight distance. It’s worked well enough until now.
      

      
      And nor was the difference her sexuality. Yana is way too clever for that. Anyway, I have never believed that bollocks about
         one gay person knowing another a mile off. God knows why so many gay men have affairs with married men if that’s really the
         case. Unless of course it’s the married men who just can’t tell. Whatever, I’ve simply never thought who you sleep with is
         that big a deal. It isn’t for me. Of course they have to be clean, able to hold a conversation, ideally good-looking verging on beautiful. But I just
         don’t see that much difference between men and women. I can make myself fancy anyone, decide the turn of their head does it,
         or the way they laugh at my Brit-girl humour, or their inability to sip a third drink at those LA-AA parties, but it doesn’t
         have much to do with boy or girl. The labels don’t work for me, and nor do I want them to. I’m happy not fitting in. Perhaps
         that’s why I came to the States in the first place. As soon as I could I moved from Southend to London, but after a while
         even that wasn’t big enough. I needed somewhere truly anonymous. LA is truly anonymous.
      

      
      Yana, though, always wanted to fit in, to be part of it, known as a linchpin, a central figure. Which brings its own difficulties.
         Yana does not fancy just anyone, she loves me. Despite the warnings of her manager, despite her trying very hard not to go
         where her heart – and her body – were taking her, we are together. Not easily and not without problems, but Yana has chosen
         to be with me. Unfortunately her workplace is this incestuous, insane business that knows no other society. Yana has seen
         the career nosedives taken by those earlier brave/stupid women. Either of us could name you a dozen or more men and women
         at the top of their profession, each clutching a breastful of awards, and every one of them living glorious lies. It’s hard
         enough for the girls to make the public believe they really do fancy the star guy twenty-five years older than them, but if
         the public thought a star was acting out of her sphere of sexual proclivity as well? Oscar will be a centenarian at least
         before the Academy gives its golden kiss to the next rank of forgotten woman, the genital-free golden boy way more likely
         to go to the straight chick bravely portraying yet another hysterical historical dyke. The odd thing is, I never used to care.
         I am so not a freedom fighter in any of this, I’m way too easily bored to hide in any one ghetto. But it is Yana’s problem. And because
         it’s her problem, it has become mine. Love’s complications spread like blood in bathwater.
      

      
      Yana is not who she seems. And the only people who know the truth are Yana, me, her manager Felix – who found Jimmy for her
         – and Jimmy himself. And that’s it. I think actually that’s why she doesn’t want to be properly in touch with her family,
         why she didn’t speak to her mother for so long. Yana doesn’t want to change the world, she wants to light it up. She believes
         in old-fashioned Hollywood glamour and, just like the past stars, she believes in her right to lie. So do I. And that’s what
         I noticed that night I first met her. Not the rattle of a hidden secret, but the held certainty of a control freak. There
         is little I find more attractive than someone who looks like they have secrets. Yana holds it all in. Answers questions with
         one or two words, asks more than she answers, listens and looks as if she’s taking even the most flippant remarks seriously.
         It makes you think about what you’re saying, makes you step back and take a look at yourself. And if, as I was, you’re a bit
         pissed and a little stoned, it makes you very hungry for still more of her carefully parcelled-out attention.
      

      
      We met at a dinner, mutual friend – ex-shag in my case, ex-screen lover in hers. Though I didn’t know it at the time, Yana
         and I had the same system: once you’ve exchanged bodily fluids, glycerine-enhanced or real, keep the other close. There’s
         nothing more unsettling than an unfriendly ex-lover. I ate my meal, she pushed hers around the plate in the actress tradition
         of dining-approximation, and we talked about London. I knew she’d lived there when she was a model, I’m a few years older
         than her, but she was a very young model and I was a bit of a late starter. Our London stories were of the same time and place. Not that a fashion shoot for Vogue and temping on the switchboard of the Evening Standard had all that much in common, but we did both know Kensington High Street a little too well. We liked the look of each other,
         so I made sure Yana knew I was looking for a job. Of course I already had a job, PA to a younger woman I was just starting
         to realise wasn’t ever going to be as big as either of us had hoped she would. I’m a good PA. A really present assistant.
         I don’t just deal with needs, I pre-empt them. Even back then, I had a pretty good reputation. While I may tell my own secrets
         readily – those I feel need telling – I have always been superbly discreet with other people’s. Being British – and over here
         they honestly can’t tell the difference between Sloane and Estuary – set me still further apart. I am immune to the twin American
         illnesses of alcoholism and drug addiction – I may happily do them both, but they aren’t dangerous for me; cancer is a disease,
         alcohol is my choice. And I work through my hangovers.
      

      
      More importantly, I am unaffected by that other Hollywood illness of success-by-association. I truly have no desire to become
         a star, there’s no hidden agenda. I have never believed in the American myth that anyone will make it if they’re good enough
         and anyway, I do not want to. I’m happy to work hard, I want to earn bloody good money for my work, and moreover I need to
         have fun in the process. But that’s it. No other ambition. Unfortunately my employer at the time was on her way down. Having
         only made it halfway up in the first place. At twenty-four (though claiming twenty-one) she was never going to make it from
         teen-dream to adult fulfilment. This meant I was not earning anywhere near the figure I had been counting on, nor was I likely
         to as long as I stayed with her. It also meant she was absolutely no fun at all. Not her fault, Corinna wasn’t the brightest girl I’d ever met, but even she could see that second lead in a fourth-sequel horror movie, replacing the starlet
         who’d left the team for a better job, wasn’t what she’d been hoping for from her sixth year in LA. It was time for both of
         us to move on. There was nothing I could do for her now and still less that she could do for me. Yana needed an assistant,
         someone enthusiastic and hard-working and vibrant and discreet. And, I had an idea, she needed something else as well. Which
         is why I agreed to take the job. I didn’t know what the something else was. I was used to long days, no fixed hours, constant
         on-call for any task from message taking to paranoia sating. Finding out what Yana was hiding, that was the challenge that
         really attracted me. I like to know what else is going on. I’m good at other people’s secrets.
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