
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




La Di Da Di Bloody
Da!

A Novel of Some Extremes

 


Robin Anderson

 


 


Published by Lethe Press at Smashwords

 


Copyright © 2009 Robin Anderson.

 


 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may
be reproduced or utilized in any form or by any means, electronic
or mechanical, including photocopying, microfilm, and recording, or
by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission
in writing from the publisher.

 


First published in Great Britain in 2009 by
Athena Press.

 


All the characters in this book are
fictitious, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,
is purely coincidental.

 


Published in 2010 by Lethe Press, Inc.

118 Heritage Avenue • Maple Shade, NJ
08052-3018

www.lethepressbooks.com •
lethepress@aol.com

ISBN: 1-59021-335-1

ISBN-13: 978-1-59021-335-3

 


Cover images: Graça Victoria / Jostaphot /
Alexander Makarov.

Cover design: Alex Jeffers.

 


Table of Contents

 


Cover

TitlePage

Table of Contents

Dedication

Start the Novel

About the
Author

 


 


 For Ivana Trump

A warm, witty and most glamorous lady

With Love and Admiration

 


 


 Miranda dimpled prettily: “I’ve got a cock!”

“So? So have I!”

“You don’t mind?”

“Not if you don’t mind sixty-nine-ing!”

“I do have proper tits!”

“Mmmm! A cock
and tits to suck!”

Miranda dimpled prettily again. “And I do
have a hot, hot arsehole!”

“Which makes you a perfect fuck fatale then.
Tits, an arse and a dick!”

“Your name, handsome, ambitious, promiscuous
sir?”

“Henry. Henry Irving Victor.”

“Henry Irving Victor, I do like your style.
You’ve gone and gotten yourself a Hades-hot date! But that name,
Henry Irving Victor? Like the rest of you – if seeing is believing
– it’s quite a mouthful for a girl!”

“Oh, I’m a mouthful all right. And any other
fulls you may want!”

“Right, so let’s start with reducing the
verbal one. Henry Irving Victor, from this moment on you will be
introduced by Miss Miranda Maracona simply as Mr. HIV!”

“You make me sound infectious!”

“Oh, but Mr. HIV, I can
assure you, you are!” Miranda gave what she assured herself was her
irresistible “double dimple” smile. “HIV?” She allowed herself a
quizzical frown (another well-practiced gesture). “Maybe you do
have a point, apart from your obvious one!” She pondered for a
moment before giving another throaty chuckle. “Sounds rather final,
doesn’t it? Almost as if we’re ending before we begin! Tell you
what, to me you shall simply be Hiv. Don’t you see it?
Hiv rhymes with live! HIV sounds like
finality!”

“What can I say to such
seductive wisdom except that, Miss Maracona, if you still have the
time, I certainly have the inclination!” He gave a lewd wink. “So,
as I see you too have the inclination, why not give your glorious
self to your newly christened Hiv,
and let’s live one more time to
celebrate the occasion!”

 



Chapter One

 


The unmissable sign – a bold, gold M and a K
set on a bright red plastic illuminated heart – pulsated
seductively alongside a brightly painted and equally red door.
Kookie Kombuis, the “K” of the two letters, had wanted the sign to
have a continual outline of running red flashes, but Miranda
Maracona, the “M” of the two letters, had deemed a passionate,
pulsating heart much more – to quote her – “to Cupid’s point.” She
had also pointed out to a pouting Kookie that the M K Agency
was a “love date agency” and not some “vulgar” club.

“We are transvestites with
taste,” Miranda had announced firmly. “Not transvestites of
tackiness!” To emphasize her sense of good taste, she had added a
small, more informative, glass-enclosed plaque below the vital,
beating organ. Set on a base of varnished pine in glittering
rhinestones was the company slogan: You Want It? We’ve
Got It!

Checking the sign had become a daily
routine. On numerous occasions some local wag – the M K Agency
was situated in a discreet doorway of Soho’s notorious “gay way,”
namely Old Compton Street – had overwritten the “K” with an “S.”
The mere association with “that vulgar chain” had seen Miranda on
many a morning with her bottle of Waitrose’s best cleaning spray,
energetically washing the heart with a color-coordinated (red)
sponge. “Vulgar peasants!” she would also growl, a sure
confirmation yet again that the word “vulgar” was one of her most
favorite.

On this particularly fine spring
mid-morning, the heart – like the rest of Old Compton Street –
appeared to be unblemished.

With a whimsical smile
playing on her scarlet, Botoxed lips, Miranda stepped jauntily from
the taxi. Before turning to pay the driver she posed, model-like,
her size-twelve shoes pointing with the left straight ahead and the
other at a precarious angle to the right. She gazed from beneath
her extra-long lashes at the pulsating heart, the glittering
rhinestones and the gleaming red door. “Get a hard-on, Elizabeth
Arden!” she quipped throatily, before allowing herself a slight
chuckle at this daily bon mot (the
reference of course being to the trademark red door to all of the
Elizabeth Arden salons worldwide). “Miranda Maracona, love goddess
supreme, is here!”

“That’ll be fourteen
quid, madam,” said the taxi driver
with a broad smile and an even broader wink.

“And you shall have fifteen, my good man!”
Miranda gave him what she considered her most chilling look. “And
had you used the back ways and Brewer Street as opposed to the
Dilly and Shaftsbury Avenue, the fare would have been less and you
still would have got your fifteen!”

“A quid is fine, thank you, madam,” came the
quick riposte. “And I’m not too keen on using the back ways, if you
catch my drift.” He gave Miranda another wink.

“Then don’t knock it until you try it!”
retorted the lady in question haughtily. “Anal depression as
opposed to anal impression can become very tiresome!”

“I’ll take your word for it.” He gestured to
the pulsating heart. “I’ll come and pay a visit should I decide to
suffer from pre-anal depression.” He gave another wink. “And what
happens if I then go on to suffer from a post-anal one?”

“Looking at you and
listening to your words of wisdom, cabbie, your whole world must
revolve the prefix ‘pre.’ Pre-tty
awful, pre-tty pathetic and
pre-tty vulgar. Now, if you don’t mind, you
owe me a pound change!”

With a look of disbelief the taxi driver
managed to stammer, “You want my pound tip back?”

“Indeed.” Miranda held out her large hand,
palm upwards. She wriggled her long fingers, flashing the equally
long scarlet nails. “C’mon! Gimme!” She tossed back her
shoulder-length raven black hair. “Teach you never to be flip again
with a lady about anything pre,!” she hissed through her vibrant,
painted and very disapproving, pursed lips. Without further ado,
the scowling cabbie dropped the coin into her palm and accelerated
away with a snarl of “Bloody tranny, fucking freak!” and other
offensive expletives.

“Vulgar peasant!” was Miranda’s response as
she daintily fitted the key into the lock.

Walking up the narrow mirrored staircase to
the small reception area, she did what she always did on arrival.
With a dramatic flourish, she pressed the button to activate the CD
player. Immediately a loud, pulsating, rhythmic salsa beat filled
the room. Another day at the M K Agency had begun. With a
wiggle of her spectacular bosom, Miranda kicked off her platform
shoes (red) and pranced along on tiptoe to the tiny
kitchenette.

Opening the small fridge, she took out a jug
of orange juice (Waitrose again), plus a bottle of Stolichnaya
vodka from the even smaller ice compartment. “Start the day the
Maracona way,” she sang throatily in time to the rhythmic beat.
“Vitamin C with the necess-aree!” Pouring a healthy slug of iced
vodka into a long highball glass, she topped it up dramatically
with a splash of the juice. “Viva vitamins!” she sang. “Viva
vulva!” she caroled. “Viva vagina!” she yodeled.

“You’re in fine voice, darling,” an equally
throaty voice announced from the doorway. “Obviously Hiv has
suitably lubricated the larynx this morning. I’ve not even had
perchance to dream, swallow or even end up sitting painfully but
nevertheless deliciously sidesaddle and suitably satiated. One of
us partners has been out all night working overtime!”

Not missing a beat, Miranda grabbed another
glass from the simulated pine cupboard and poured the partner in
question an equally healthy dose of vitamins. “Tell me!” she
yodeled as she sashayed over, narrow hips swinging. “Tell me all
about it!”

Handing the drink across, she did a final
turn, added a bump and grind and then leant provocatively against
the one and only worktop in the kitchenette. “What happened with
Zazu and Templeton?”

“Have you got a year or two to listen? I
tell you, Miss M, Miss K is well and truly pissed off!”

“Not that I would ever be a bitch, Kookie
dear, but looking at you that is a blatant understatement. You look
like shit and, before you go all PC on me, that is not meant to be
racist. You are, after all, a misunderstood princess from the
kingdom of Nelson Mandela, where all princesses and handmaidens –
if you catch my drift – are black!”

“So amusing for first thing
in the morning.” Kookie Kombuis gave an inelegant sniff and glanced
at the Swiss cuckoo clock set above the tiny sink. “Or should I
say afternoon, as I see it is
already twenty past noon!”

“Whatever makes you feel happiest, dear.
Now, come back into the orifice and tell me all!” Miranda’s voice
had risen to a more strident pitch due to the deafening salsa beat
which was still pounding out relentlessly. She turned down the
music to a more acceptable thumping sound and sat herself down
elegantly in a bright purple and gold damask upholstered wingback
chair behind an over-elaborate carved gilt and mahogany
reproduction desk. “Jewey Louis meets Yiddisher Renaissance” was
Miranda’s favorite comment when asked the style of the apparition.
Kookie Kombuis meanwhile settled herself comfortably in a similar
chair, but one covered in vibrant orange velour. Miranda took
another elegant sip of her drink, the rim of the glass now bright
red with her lipstick, contrasting attractively with the orange
liquid. “Now, Kookie Kombuis, love goddess supreme. Stun me with
all.”

Kookie Kombuis tossed her blonde Dolly
Parton-like hairdo, took an equally reassuring sip and gave out a
large, theatrical sigh. “It won’t stun you, M. It’ll simply slay
you.”

“So, slay me if you dare! Zazu and
Templeton? Tell your magical Miranda Maracona all and then
some.”

Kookie gave a sidelong glance at a framed
poster of her, Miranda and Julian Clary at some charity function.
Miranda could not help but give a wince. Kookie in profile was not
at her best. Irrespective of Miranda’s many offers to “have a nose
job in between doing a blow job,” her “kind” and “generous” offer
had been ignored. Kookie was immensely proud of her Zulu heritage,
hence a broad flat African nose, and refused to go “ridiculously
retroussé.”

(“You’ll want me to do a Michael Jackson
next,” she had pouted between her symbolically thick African lips
[her “Ivana Trumps!” as she claimed], “And bleach! Surely a
bleached Dolly Parton wig is enough?”

“If you are so determined to be an African
princess, why not more Diana Ross as opposed to Dolly P?” Miranda
had acidly asked. “Why, I even know you’ve bleached your
Brazilian!”

“This tranny Annie has her reasons,” Kookie
had airily replied. “Like a cock instead of a cunt down there, it
makes a kind of startling statement when a suitor gets down to
it!”)

Miranda topped up their glasses (she had
brought the relevant ingredients through with her). “What is this?
A vow of silence? Speak, woman, speak!”

Kookie turned to look at her friend, her
large brown eyes soulful, her long (false) eyelashes quivering.
“I’ve gone and done the most terrible thing,” she whispered
throatily. “Terrible, terrible,” she whispered again, shaking the
immense blonde wig for added effect.

“You’ve got the clap!” announced Miranda
cheerfully. “Let’s face it, even with all your trying you could
never be pregnant.”

“Very blerry funny,”
hissed Kookie, her South African accent coming to a fore and
proving that she was truly pissed off or distressed.
“Very vokking blerry funny.” She
took a slow sip – Kookie was basing the scene on Margo Channing, a
favorite persona of hers – and said, “I’ve fallen in love with
Templeton!”

“You’ve
what?” Miranda thumped her glass down
disrespectfully on the Jewey Louis. “You’ve gone and done
what?”

“I’ve fallen in love with Templeton! Do I
have to repeat myself here?”

“But you can’t fall in love with a client!
It’s against orifice policy!”

“Very bloody funny,” laughed Kookie dryly
(she had reverted to her “Knaightsbride accent” once more, which
Miranda took as a good sign). “Very ha ha, very bloody funny.
Orifice policy, indeed. Your orifice doesn’t rule your heart!”

“In this case it obviously does!” announced
Miranda crisply. “Now we all know Templeton has a big dick – no, I
rest my case, make that an obscenely big dick, more champagne
bottle than Coca-Cola – but that bottle’s meant to be drilling
Zazu, not you!”

“I know, I know,” wailed Kookie, “but I
can’t help it!” She searched furiously for a tissue in the gold and
pink sequined evening bag she was still holding. Blowing her nose
with a loud honking sound (Miranda visibly winced), she said, “It’s
all that bitch’s fault! That fucking Zazu. If she hadn’t decided to
get drunk it would never have happened!”

“What do you mean ‘if she hadn’t decided to
get drunk’? Zazu Thatcher doesn’t drink.”

“Is a rabbi cut? What do you mean Zazu
doesn’t drink? She’d make Moby Dick look teetotal!”

“Well she obviously didn’t make Templeton’s
dick look teetotal to you. More like bloody total!”

“Very funny.” Kookie gave a glare, her
composure returning. She threw back her immense shoulders which
rippled like sinewy black snakes beneath the thin straps to her
tight mauve satin cocktail dress. “Do you want me to continue with
this story or not?”

Miranda gave a grand gesture. “Fire away.
The whore is yours!”

“I will not sit here and be
insulted,” hissed Kookie, rising majestically on her silver
platforms. “Some friend you are, Miranda merde
Maracona!” she spat out, before moving unsteadily
towards the main door.

“Oh, stop being such a drama queen!” laughed
Miranda in her best Blanche DuBois manner. “Sit down and tell me
all about you and Templeton. Tell you what,” she glanced down at
the small Cartier watch almost lost on her beefy wrist. “It’s
almost time for lunch. What about a burger and a bottle at
Balans?”

“A burger at Balans sounds just the
ticket.”

“Well, seeing how your luck seems to be
running, who knows? Maybe a Balans burger may even turn out to be a
Balans bugger!”

“Bitch!”

“Cocksucker!”

“Rimmer!”

“Rimmer? Now I
am hungry for a burger! I can’t wait to get
my lips between one of their sesame buns.”

“Now that, Miz Maracona, is disgusting!”

“If you have any complaints, Miz Kombuis, I
suggest you take them up with the delicious Danny. Now, that
glorious young man has a pair of buns to make any woman’s mouth
water.” She finished her drink and stood up, saying. “I suggest you
‘freshen up,’ dear – you don’t want to startle the Balans boys.
I’ll quickly listen to the messages and then we can descend.”

“I do not need to freshen up!”

“Darling, your Dolly Parton is a teeny
lopsided. Why, you look positively more Dolly Pisa than Parton!”
Miranda gave a throaty chuckle at her latest witty jibe while
Kookie, giving her a disdainful glare, disappeared into the “powder
room” to adjust herself.

The powder room, walled in
pink and blue striped wallpaper with a tented ceiling in a matching
fabric, carried another witty sign announcing His &
Hers, again set in the de
rigueur rhinestones on the bright purple door.
(“Pink for a girl and blue for a boy,” Miranda had caroled when
choosing the relevant paper and fabric. She had turned down
Kookie’s suggestion of wallpaper covered in four-letter words. “We
are not a vulgar organization,” she had announced with a definitive
snort. “We are noted for our subtlety and style.” The final comment
had been made accompanied by a grand sweeping gesture taking in the
candy floss pink walls and purple doors to the reception
area.)

The first two messages
Miranda took as superfluous but it was the third that caught her
interest. She listened to this twice before taking up a large
penis-style pen and jotting a few words on the bright yellow
notepad, the pages of which were boldly emblazoned with the
words No Shit! in strident red
lettering. “Hmm,” muttered Miss Maracona, a whimsical smile playing
on her scarlet lips. “Now this could be interesting… Very
interesting.”

She looked up as Kookie Kombuis came
sashaying out from the powder room. “I think we may have a new
client. I’ll fill you in during lunch.” Miranda could not resist
the obvious remark to follow her comment. “Although I am sure you
would prefer Templeton to be doing the filling!”

“Bitch!”

“Cocksucker! Now, shall we go and stun
Balans before you flatter me even more?”

* * *

A smiling Danny, the tall,
slim and extremely handsome maître d’, welcomed the two with genuine delight. “Miss Miranda and
Miss Kookie!” he beamed. “You’re early today.”

“Well, as they say, Danny,” chuckled
Miranda, dropping her eyes and giving Danny’s crotch a deliberate
leer, “the early bird always catches the biggest worm!”

Danny gave a nervous laugh. “Let me show you
to your table. Dale is your waiter this lunchtime and he can tell
you our specials of the day.”

“Oh, no need to stand on ceremony, Danny
Boy,” caroled Kookie. “We’re simple girls today. Burgers and a
bottle, that’s all. It’s strictly business.”

“Whatever you say, Miss Kookie. Simply tell
Dale. I’ll come along and check everything later.” He gave another
smile as he made sure the two were seated comfortably in one of the
secluded booths at the back of the restaurant.

“Thank you, Danny!” laughed Miranda
girlishly. “And you do just that. Come along and check everything
later!”

Danny gave a light laugh. “Meanwhile I’ll
leave you in the capable hands of young Dale here.”

Miranda smiled up at the hovering and
obviously extremely nervous waiter. “Well, young Dale here, two
Dannys please, very rare! Oops!” She gave an unladylike guffaw. “I
mean two of your equally delicious hamburgers, rare as my Freudian
slip!”

“Two burgers,” muttered the bemused young
man. “Anything to drink while you wait?”

“Oh, definitely. Two screwdrivers, with a
double dose of vodka in each. Don’t order the burgers just yet.
When we are almost through with our screws, you can put your little
operation into effect. And with the burgers we’ll have a bottle of
that glorious Chilean Merlot.”

She fluttered her long
eyelashes demurely. “You’re new here, aren’t you?” The nervous
waiter nodded. “And you’re South African, aren’t you?” Dale nodded
again, rather like a rabbit caught in the headlamps of an oncoming
car. “I thought so. You sound so like my gracious partner, Miz
Kombuis. Only more falsetto.” Miranda gave another fanciful flutter
of her lashes. “Dankie,” she added
with a wave of her large hand. “Now, get those screwdrivers,
darling. Chop chop! These two ladies are gasping!”

“Right away, er…miss,” mumbled the waiter.
“Right away.” He swept off to the long bar, where he ordered the
drinks in between a quick conversation with the barman. Miranda
waved cheerily to the young barman, who gave an equally cheery wave
in return.

“All these young men are so divine here,”
she said wistfully. “In fact, it becomes more and more of a
glorious bunfight daily. Now, where were we, if, sadly, not between
divine Danny’s buns.”

“Well, it depends, Miz Maracona. Ah, thank
you, Dale.”

Kookie gave the young waiter a ravishing
smile as he placed a large screwdriver down in front of each of
them. She looked again at Miranda, who was thirstily taking a large
sip of the enticing yellow drink. “You mentioned a new client, or
do you want to discuss that bitch Zazu, Templeton and perhaps even
give a moment to me and the agony I may be going through?”

“My dear Kookie K! When it comes to
something to do with either of us personally, that is what takes
priority. Now, tell your business partner and trusted friend all.
Miz Maracona is all ears.”

“All earrings, more likely,” sniffed Kookie.
She looked scathingly at the pair of gold penises hanging from her
partner’s earlobes. “Where on earth did you get those flaccid dicks
from?”

“The Pleasure Chest, when in New York the
other week. They’re meant to be nipple rings but yours truly here,
with my usual flair, thought of another more viewable use for them.
Now, enough of my accoutrements and let’s get down to business.
Zazu, Templeton and you first. The new client can wait.”

“Who is the new client?” asked Kookie
suspiciously. “I know you too well, Miranda dear, you’re baiting me
now.”

“But I thought you, Zazu
and Templeton were primo uno? Why,
I’ve never seen you with your Janet Regers in such a twist
before.”

“Ha, blerry ha! You
know how to wind me up. Zazu – that fucking small-dicked bitch –
can wait. Tell me about this mysterious new client. You’ve been
sitting there smirking like a cat that got the cum. Come on, out
with it!”

Miranda lowered her eyes
demurely. “May I just say one little word.” She looked up, pausing
for dramatic effect. “Royal,” she
whispered throatily.

“Royal? You don’t mean one of the princes,
wee Willie and ‘I wish I was hung’ Harry?”

“Of course not, dear. Too dull, too
desperate, too contrived and at the same time too airbrushed to do
anything so original as come to us! Think again, think of a recent
foreign scandal.”

“Foreign scandal? Well, the Rainiers are
out. They’re either too serious, too fat or too balding. Greek? I
always think of extra virgin olive oil – or is that the Italian
lot?”

“Wrong dear. Totally wrong. Why, you’re so
out in the cold that even your well tucked-away balls are
blue.”

“Well, there are simply no royals left I can
think of, unless you’re referring to my homeland. We don’t have any
Zulu royals but there are two of whatever the currency is in Ghana
and such places.”

“No, Miz Kombuis – I need another
screwdriver – I mean European royal.” Miranda beckoned the
nervously – and curiously – hovering Dale. “Dale darling, two more
of these devastating screwdrivers, please, and do ask the dear
barman not to add the vodka in drops but in dollops instead!” She
turned again to her business partner. “Think Cossacks. Think Red
Square. Think Molotov cocktails!”

“You mean Russian?”

“But of course, dear. Russian, romance and
lots and lots of roubles!”

“Perhaps we ought to be celebrating with a
Molotov cocktail instead of another screwdriver.”

Miranda gave Kookie a lot of disdain. “A
Molotov cocktail is not a drink, Miz Kombuis. It’s a bomb.”

“Even better.” replied Kookie drily, not to
be outdone. “Tell me more.”

“Prince Igor – he’d have to be an Igor,
wouldn’t he? – is a tortured, lonely heart from the northern
province of Bejesustan.”

“Bejesustan? Tell me you’re joking. Next
you’ll be telling me the capital is Judastan.”

Miranda’s heavily outlined eyes opened wide
with genuine surprise. “But it is! Goodness, Miz Kombuis. At times
your knowledge of trivia completely overwhelms me. Almost as much
as your daily applications of Opium!”

“My geographical knowledge is extensive,”
smirked Kookie, her large lilac-painted lips curling
sardonically.

“I thought that was your anatomical
knowledge!” laughed Miranda in what she considered a merry, madcap
way. “You’ve always been – if my brilliant mind serves me well –
more interested in penises than peninsulas, or cocks as opposed to
continents.”

“Very funny, Miranda. But, back to the
princeling Igor. How, where and what?”

Miranda took a sip from the replaced
screwdriver. “Ah, now at least one can taste the vodka.” She gave
another madcap toss of her long black mane. “It may not be a
Molotov cocktail,” she pouted mischievously, “but the vodka still
makes it appropriately Russkie.” She dabbed her enhanced lips
delicately with a paper table napkin. “Thank Hiv. He’s responsible
for this catch.”

“Hiv? Darling, why, he can’t even catch his
initials,” Gauging Miranda’s expression at such a slight against
her lover, Kookie immediately back-pedaled. “Sorry dearest, a witty
riposte which wasn’t all that witty after all. Forgive, forget and
please continue.”

Giving another glare Miranda did as asked.
“Henry Irving simply happened to be in that amusing little local
Russian dive off Brewer Street – the one with the amplified
balalaikas – when he started chatting up this lonely young man who
was perched at the bar and seemingly determined to down more vodka
than the Volga.”

“A lonely young man? Weren’t you, aren’t
you, the teeniest bit jealous?”

“Me, jealous? Never! Hiv is spoken for. He
adores his Miranda! No, he claimed that the young man looked so
lonely, so homesick and so depressed, and added more to this
overall impression by starting to make the strangest of moaning
sounds in a very odd falsetto.”

“Goodness!”

“It gets even more intriguing. An anxious
Hiv – he has this kind if somewhat curious streak in him –”
(Miranda chose to ignore Kookie’s muttered “No comment”) – “simply
could not refrain from touching the young man lightly on his cotton
blouson sleeve and asking him if he was feeling unwell. Obviously
the youth in question was thrilled to have someone concerned about
his well-being. No, he was not unwell, not in pain but simply
homesick – see how intuitive Hiv can be? It’s almost uncanny at
times – and was simply humming his country’s national anthem.”

“How patriotic,” muttered Kookie, looking
anxiously around for Dale and pointing vigorously at her empty
glass when he materialized out of the gloom. “Is he a student? A
tourist or something even more mundane?”

“Don’t be so moronic, Kookie! At times I
despair of you! Haven’t I just said what could be the three most
important words three words today?”

“Another screwdriver, Dale?”

“Per-lease, Miz Kombuis. This is no time for
jokes. No, the young man – once he had come to the end of their
national anthem – stood up rather unsteadily and clicked his
heels…I think Hiv said he was wearing trainers, actually, so it was
more of a shuffle than a click…anyway, he put his heels together,
bowed and on holding out his royal appendage, uttered the magical
words –”

“Three or more?”

“Uttered the magical words, ‘Prince Igor
Pisskossovitch’!”

“Aah. One of the Pisskossovitches.”

“You know them?”

“Not at all. But I thought I should make
some suitably impressed relevant reference. So, what has this got
to do with us?”

“I’ll tell you once we’ve ordered our
burgers.” Miranda waved graciously at Dale. “Wine and our order,
please,” she caroled in her deep vibrato. She looked pointedly at
Kookie. “Imagine Hiv with a Russian makeover. How would you
possibly describe him?”

“Oh dear,” murmured Kookie,
giving her empty glass a look of desperation. Her eyes swiveling
wildly (Miranda, in good faith, took this as wild adulation and
admiration at the thoughts crossing her mind), Kookie took a deep
gulp (sans vodka) and, crossing her large fingers beneath the
table, spoke. “Imagine Arnold Schwarzenegger doing Attila the Hun
with a touch of George Clooney?” she said, while being slightly
unfair and bitchy and thinking, Ken Dodd doing Des
O’Connor with a touch of Paul O’Grady.

“God, Miz Kombuis, you can be so astute at
times!” Miranda gave a triumphant laugh. “What a description – and
goodness, doesn’t it conjure up a fascinating threesome.” She
tossed her hair in a carefree manner once again. Leaning forward
and clutching her wine glass (the imported Merlot had duly
arrived), she said, “To cut a longish story short, Princey-boy
asked Hiv if he would care to join him for dinner! He went on to
say that he never had the chance to actually ‘meet a common man’
that often – Hiv was most flattered – and he felt Hiv was someone
he could ‘connect with.’”

“With his very large balalaika, no
doubt!”

“Do you want to hear this or not?”

Kookie, now happily holding a glass of wine,
nodded an affirmation.

“Well, Princey-boy suggested they come
here.”

“Here? You mean this very Balans?”

“This very one. Well, imagine Hiv’s
surprise. Of course, he swore Danny to secrecy, explaining that his
companion was a ‘potential client,’ and only when the deal was
sealed would I be brought into the picture.” Miranda gave a wistful
sigh. “Dear Hiv is always so considerate. Never, ever would he want
to upset me with some vicious, vacuous rumor.”

“Of course not.”

“Anyway, little Prince Igor – did I mention
Hiv said he looks like Kylie dressed as if she’s the principal boy
in a pantomime? – announced most firmly that dinner was on him, and
promptly ordered a whole bottle of vodka! Hiv being Hiv sipped his
while our little Russian princeling simply downed his glass in one
gulp at a time. For a moment he became rather grand and demanded
the music be changed to something more soulful and was delighted
when the CD was changed to ABBA! He also demanded caviar blinis
followed by roast boar, and our intrepid Danny, without the blink
of an eye, accepted the order and dutifully served hummus pancakes
followed by steak, both of which His Highness later described as
delicious, and asked Danny to see if the chef would perhaps care
for a job in the royal palace in the capital, Judastan! Nothing at
all vulgar about little Igor, as you can well see!”

“Goodness!”

“It gets better. Little Prince kept looking
around at the merry tables of giggling gay couples and then back at
our gently smiling Hiv. Finally, Princey-boy tentatively put his
hand on the table –”

“Not his cards?”

“Later, Miz Kombuis. Later.
At times you can be so, so vulgar. You always want to interrupt!”
Miranda gave an exasperated sigh and took another sip of her wine.
“Now we come to the pièce de résistance! The grand denouement of the evening. Little Kylie – I mean
Igor – shuffles his hand shyly over towards Hiv and whispers the
‘improbable’ phrase, ‘I’m gay. Do you mind?’ followed by, ‘And I
think I’m falling in love with you, even though you are not quite
right for me. Not quite what I really want.’”

“And what does this little prince of
darkness really want which could possibly usurp Hiv?”

Miranda, her eyes aglow, leaned forward and
whispered rapidly into the left side of Kookie’s wig.

“No,” said Kookie in a shocked whisper, her
eyes popping out of her black face like two ping-pong balls.

“Yes!” crowed Miranda triumphantly. “And
thanks to Hiv we are to find little Igor’s true, true love!”

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Miranda and Kookie were back in the offices
of the M K agency, a fresh bottle of vodka and a carton of juice
placed firmly on the Jewey Louis between them. Miranda looked at
her partner most seriously. “Whitney,” she drawled, “we have a
problem.”

“Sweetheart, don’t I know it! We are so in
orbit that I see a return to earth for Princey-boy may be an
impossibility.”

“Never say die, dearest! And in addition to
our slogan, what is the M and K motto? ‘Love or Bust!’ And you can
take that as you wish. The double entendre is definitely to be
taken seriously. After all, we do cater for the happy homo, the
happy hermaphrodite and the tantalizing transvestite. Hence our
name, ‘The Love Agency’!”

“So which of the three are we dealing with?
I take it Princey is an unhappy version of the first?”

“No dear, and this is the problem. Princey
has to get married for appearances’ sake but he has put his little
Gucci-shod foot down most firmly.

“They have Gucci in Bejesustan?”

“Darling, the new Russia is nothing but
designer labels! And please, Miz Kombuis, either let me finish my
vodka alone or simply put those two pliable lips firmly
together!”

Kookie promptly stuck out her lips, forming
a large horizontal lilac sausage. She fluttered her long lashes
demurely and crossed her silk-encased muscular legs.

“That’s better.” Miranda paused to light a
cigarette with a black lighter shaped like a cock and balls (the
flame tuned to splutter out as if the lighter was ejaculating). She
took a long draw on the black Sobranie, took a long sip of her
drink and continued. “The problem is that whilst Princey-pet may
fantasize over the delights of Hiv, he is destined to marry a
suitable girl from a gaggle of the dears his parent has been
studying as possible brides. Princey is distraught and – after a
visit to the notorious Bugis Street in Singapore – has decided on a
ladyboy as a bride, with an adopted heir to follow. To quote the
young man, ‘I’ll never get it up with a girl, I don’t want to even
attempt to get it up with a girl and I have no intention whatsoever
of marrying one! I shall marry a beautiful ladyboy, whom I shall
pass off as my bride. Two willing willies and a boy with tits is
the answer!’”

“So, how does this very determined young man
see his future? A ladyboy as a bride, an adopted heir or two or
three, plus a handsome, horny, hunky lover on the side? Or will it
be a stimulating threesome from day one? A triumvirate of homos on
the homomoon? And well-hung lover comes – and I mean that literally
– too!”

“You can ask him for yourself, dear. He and
Hiv have asked us to dinner tonight.”

“Asked us to dinner? Where, for God’s
sake?”

“The Ritz, no less. Princey-boy claims he
prefers Rococo to vulgar Jewveau riche – for example the Dorchester
– or minimalistic like the Mayfair. He’s taken a vast suite
there.”

“I take it minimalist does not apply to his
paramour-to-be as well as the delicate he-bride?”

“Oh no, Miz K, Prince Igor wants his
princess to be beautiful, have fabulous tits – he likes the idea of
dressing her up, a touch like playing with a breathing Russian
Barbie – but most of all, a stupendous cock. It seems that whilst
lover’s away, the princess must also play…”

“What a very strange young man. He certainly
wants to have his cake and gobble it. And you say we are meeting
this Kylie lookalike tonight?”

“Tonight and, in the meantime, dear, we had
not only put on our best bib and fucker, we had also put on two
very serious thinking caps. Quite honestly, I simply cannot think
of anyone who remotely fits the picture for the Hiv-like ‘on the
side’ paramour!”

“There’s always one of us, dearest.”

“Us? Miz Kombuis, that is not even remotely
amusing. Talk about Cinderella and her two ugly sisters. Why, it
would be a case of Bridget the Russian Midget meets King Kong!”

“I refuse to be compared to an ape!”

“I’m talking size here, dearest, not
appearances.”

“Thank you, Miz M. For a moment you had your
sister-in-arms almost up in arms.” Kookie gave an unladylike yawn.
“Do you really think we can pull this one off?”

“If we can’t,” snorted Miranda, “nobody
can.” She reached for the telephone. “I’ve a thought. I’m calling
Derek.”

“Derek?”

“Derek Dingle, the hairdresser. He’s got a
cousin who may be able to help.”

“How?”

“The cousin has just won
the title of Miss Teutonic Tranny. She’s nineteen, plays in the
local trannys’ soccer team and is known to her colleagues as Betina
Becks. She’s divine to look at, apparently, and everybody,
but everybody on the team –
according to Derek – is positively green about her not-so-little
secret!”

“And what does this Betina Becks do for a
living?”

“She’s a kennel maid!”

“The mind simply boggles. I wonder if
Princey-boy does it doggie fashion – or she does?”

“Miz Kombuis!
Discretion per-lease. We may just be
talking of the future hunky ‘Princess Bit-on-the-side’ of
Bejesustan here. Whether he, she or they do it doggie fashion or
Bejesustan-ing up, it makes no difference. They are potential
clients and should be treated with our usual kid
gloves.”

“Surgical gloves, more likely! The Prince
and the Kennel Maid? Disney could have a heyday with that.”

“And unless we get our generous, glorious
arses moving, dear heart, it could be our mayday.”

“Do you think I should change?”

“Well, darling, you have been in that little
number since yesterday’s sunset. Nothing upstairs that you can
squeeze into?”

Miranda and Kookie had inherited a small
garret-like flat along with the offices. The flat, with a small
shower room, kitchenette and studio room, was given over to serving
mainly as a changing room for the two. Miranda had installed a full
wall of hanging cupboards and shelves, a large full-length mirror,
an ironing board, two cozy armchairs and a well-stocked open bar.
“Harlots’ Haven” is what the two called it, and neither the
ubiquitous Hiv nor the godlike Templeton had ever been allowed to
enter its hallowed precincts.

(“One has to keep some part of our virginity
intact!” Kookie had haughtily told an amorous swain on one or two
occasions after a wine-infused dinner at the local Balans. “I’m no
cheapskate. It’s either your hotel, which, like myself, must be
deluxe, or it’s on yer bike, mate – and I don’t mean à la fucking
‘Daisy, Daisy’!”)

“Miranda Maracona, if I have to squeeze into
something, honey, it ain’t a dress, and vice versa.”

“You, Miz Kombuis, are nothing more than a
tart at times!” Miranda gave her throaty Lauren Bacall-like laugh.
“Now, get us another drink while I speak to the delicious Derek.
Once I have done that, I will be all ears to hear about you and
your torrid traumas concerning the devilish and dishy
Templeton.”

She gave an imperious gesture before picking
up the telephone and quickly punching in a number. After a few
rings, the call was answered. “Dingle, darling? Miranda Maracona.
Before you even have a chance to say you’ll have to check your
diary, you and Betina Becks are invited to dinner tonight, and I
refuse to hear one teensy-weensy fabrication as to why you can’t!”
There was a series of staccato expletives in response to this firm
instruction. “Now, dear, just listen before you go into one of your
queeny vapors. Simply listen to this lovely young but extremely
wise and totally devastating day-and-night owl!”

Having finally talked Derek
into her rapidly unfolding plan, Miranda rang Hiv. “Henry,” she
cooed, “it’s your mystical Miranda. I’ve had a very serious meeting
with Miz Kombuis and yes, of course – as our motto says – ‘You want
it? We’ve got it!’ Does Princey-boy like soccer? He does? And what
was that little witticism? You’re sure he would never say no to a
chance to dribble and shoot with the likes of Becks? Darling,
Little Princey’s prayers are about to be well and truly answered.
The Ritz at nine? Divine. It will give Miz Kombuis and me a chance
to call into dear Madonna Moon’s ‘Fun Fur’ evening at her tacky
salon in that ghastly, claustrophobic, desperate Beauchamp Place.
Poor Madonna, doesn’t she realize ‘fun furs’ were only fun in the
seventies? I ask you, who’d wish to be seen dead in pink mink,
unless you are a gay mink!” Miranda gave another throaty chuckle at
this bon mot and put down the gilt
phone.

“Poor Hiv,” she muttered to a scarlet
fingernail. “So sweet and so naïve at times.”

She patted her raven locks
as looked back down at the note scrawled on the pad below.
No Shit! said the message left by Mike the
Spike, the gay porn star who had been their office cleaner for the
past year “in between films.” It went on, “Have a part in a new
movie. Visit me in Hollywood! Love M the S.”

“No shit?” huffed Miranda. “This is total
shit! And let’s face it, with you, dear Mike, it’s more than likely
to be Bollockswood.” She looked at the note again. “But here’s the
answer. It’s been dusting for us all along. Mike the Spike
completes the plan!

“Kookie!” she caroled. “Kookie! You know the
other problem I told you about? I think I’ve resolved it!”

Kookie came teetering in from the
kitchenette, a fresh jug of screwdrivers in her large hand. “What
other problem? I thought Betina Becks was our answer.”

“She is, as a temporary stand-in – or up! –
whatever. But she is – on second thoughts – not, and never will be,
an Hiv with accoutrements!” Miranda gave another sigh. “At the end
of the day, dear, Betina simply wouldn’t be able to cope. Once a
kennel maid, always a kennel maid, and even though she would
probably be more than willing to settle in Bejesustan, I have a
feeling her scoring may not be up to the standard for those tricky
goalposts at the palace.”

“Oh my God, how remiss of me! I’d forgotten
about that part of the problem. I was thinking only of London
whilst we look for our ladyboy. You’re absolutely right, Betina’s
reign would be very short-lived.”

Miranda nodded approvingly at such a wise
observation. Kookie could be surprisingly astute at times. “You are
so right, Miz Kombuis. Our canine queen is far more Bob Martins
than belle époque! More Battersea Doggies’ Home than Crufts, if you
get my drift. I think, at the end of the day, Betina is – and let’s
not be too cruel here, but we are looking at the long term –
somewhat more kennel than royal palace!”

Kookie looked admiringly at her smirking
friend. “Honestly, Miranda Maracona, you never fail to amaze
me.”

“It’s in the genes, Miz Kombuis. It’s simply
in the genes. Who can ever dispute the fact that two sexes are
better than one!” She smacked the yellow pad with her fist, causing
Kookie almost to spill part of her precious drink. “As I said,
here’s our answer, sitting – or rather lying – right in front of
us! The one and only Mike the Spike!”

“Mike the Spike? But
darling heart, why Mike? I know he’s big and beautiful and from
that last video he did, Strangers Up My
Arse, we all know he outshines even the
spectacular Hiv. But, let’s face it, he’s no more a tranny than our
own Princess Annie.”

“Think of several words beginning with
‘a’…”

“The letter ‘a’? Why, the first word to
spring to my sweet and gentle mind is ‘amour,’ followed by
‘adorable’ and ‘available.’”

Miranda gave a snort. “Typical!” She could
not resist another. “That may well be as far as you are concerned –
you are such a bad liar – but think of three words that would
spring to mind if you were Mike the Spike.”

“Easy. ‘Avaricious,’ ‘ambitious’ and
extremely ‘able.’”

“Exactly!” Miranda reached for the telephone
once more and rapidly dialed a number. “Mike? Got your note, dear.
Congratulations, of course, from Miz Kombuis and yours truly, but
we are devastated, absolutely devastated, at you leaving us. Tell
you what – we both know it’s very last minute – but are you free
for dinner tonight? You are? Fantastic! The Ritz at nine? Oh, and
Mike, even though it is the Ritz, make sure the spike is well and
truly on display. M & K may have a very unsuspecting surprise
for you! No dear, if I told you what it is, it wouldn’t be a
surprise, would it? See you at nine, then, all plumped up and
primed!”

She looked up at Kookie, who was regarding
her with some alarm. “What?”

“What are you playing at? Mike the Spike is
godlike – Brad Pitt meets Jude Law and Orlando in his bloom – but
although he has more than the Amazon River below his equator, he is
all testosterone and torso above it.”

“You’ve forgotten the third word beginning
with ‘t.’”

“What word?”

“Tits!”

“Tits? That’s exactly what I haven’t
forgotten. Mike is all pecs, not tits.”

“So?”

Kookie regarded her beaming partner, her
eyes widening in disbelief. “Don’t even begin to think what you’re
thinking. He’d never! Not in a hundred years.”

Miranda continued to look up with a
mischievous smile, the famous dimples now coming into full play.
“It’s so easy. Mike the Spike joins the Bejesustan court in some
role such as PA to Princey-boy. They all wear those strange tunics,
blousons and such and so, while he is butch by day, he bares his
boobs by night! Princey has his fantasy man woman as well as his
ladyboy. Think jock by day and Jordan by night!”

“It will never work!”

“Nonsense, he can wear one of those
flattening bras when not on display in Princey’s privates
apartment.”

“But that’s the problem. Mike the Spike has
no tits! He’s all pecs!”

“Miz Kombuis, at times I really do despair
with you! Drop your eyes girl and what do you see? A splendid pair
of mega mammaries!”

“He’d never!”

“Wanna bet? Let’s see how we get on at
dinner tonight.” She pursed her lips into a large scarlet “O.” “Now
I think of it, we’d better make sure that Princey only has his
appetite whetted as far as Mike is concerned. Mike can have a
previous after-dinner engagement. Tonight it’s Betina Becks and
only a hint of what Mike has to offer. If Princey takes the bait,
then we go into plan B.”

“Plan B?”

“Yes, plan B. We discuss our plot with Mike
and, if he is willing, organize him a pair of gigantic tits. If
things don’t work out, he simply goes back to having pecs, and we
see if we can possibly begin to train Betina!” She gave a wistful
sigh. “I must say I wouldn’t say no to a luxurious dacha in
Bejesustan and a sable or two.”

“For a moment I thought you’d said
‘stable!’”

“That too, Miss K. I hear those
Bejesustanians can fuck the bejesus out of one!”

“Well then, I shall insist on an open return
or maybe even a resident’s permit! But I don’t think I’d like to
end up in a Dachau!”

“Nor would I, dear,” replied Miranda drily.
“A dacha is somewhat more my scene than a concentration camp. You
must stop acting like some tranny Mrs. Malaprop, dear! What with
Molotov cocktails as an aperitif and Dachau as a country retreat,
you could find yourself definitely up the proverbial shit
creek!”

“As I sometimes do, literally.”

“No need to be so anal, dearest.” Miranda
gave a sniff. “I must say, I can see myself à la Miss Julie
Christie, wrapped in luxurious sables as I speed along in my sleigh
towards my dacha, a handsome Omar Sharif lookalike by my side.”

“Surely you mean Hiv by your side?”

“Dear, when abroad why not sample the local
talent? Why not a local Doctor Zhivago as opposed to an imported
Doctor Embargo!”

“Very funny, Miz Maracona.” She gave her
partner a quizzical look. “You are serious about this, aren’t
you?”

“Very. In fact, this could be the
breakthrough we have been looking for. Money galore and certainly a
peacock’s feather in each of our caps. M & K are heading for
the big time, so, partner dear, I suggest you go and prepare
yourself for the fray. Meanwhile I’ll call the Ritz and make a
reservation.” She gave a slight frown. “I suppose it would be too
much to expect but you wouldn’t, by the remotest chance, just
happen to know the colors of the Bejesustan flag?”

“Are you mad, Miranda, dear? I can barely
remember the colors of the Union Jack.”

Miranda gave a snort. “As to be expected.
Hold on while I Google it.”

“Why?”

“Why? Because, my dear Miz Kombuis, when we
walk into the Ritz this evening, we will not only be flying the
flag for Bejesustan, we will be wearing it!”

Miranda turned to the computer on the low
glass table alongside her desk and briskly typed in her query.
Peering at the screen, she looked up at Kookie with a smile. “How
auspicious. The flag is made up of four horizontal bands of color.
White, gold, purple and pink!” She gave a deep-throated chuckle.
“Miz Kombuis, until tonight, the Ritz ain’t seen nuthin’ yet!” She
gave another madcap laugh. “I think I was a bit hasty earlier in my
condemnation of Madonna Moon and her fun furs.”

A momentary frown dared itself to appear on
her unlined forehead. “I wonder…? Yes, I feel sure she would for
promotion purposes.”

“Madonna Moon would what?”

“Loan me a pink mink for this evening. After
all, minks simply have to be an export from a country somewhere in
the godforsaken tundra!”

“Tundra?”

“For once you’re right to question me, Miz
Kombuis, and I sit corrected. Tundra is flat and frozen; Bejesustan
– according to Hiv – is mountainous and majestic. They produce some
of the best world skiers. In fact, I seem to recall dear Hiv
telling me about a glorious, mega creature – Boris Balswichitzh or
something like that – who won several gold medals at the last
Winter Olympics.”

“He was lucky he wasn’t scratched!” shrieked
Kookie.

“Miz Kombuis,” said Miranda severely.
“Decorum, per-lease. From now on, anything connected with
Bejesustan is sacred.” She stared up at Kookie, her eyes narrowing.
“Wait a minute, wait a minute. The magical Maracona has come up
with an even more sensational idea! Forget the court thing and
think last year’s Beijing!”

“Beijing? What’s that got to do with the
price of eggs?”

“In this case, my dear Miz Kombuis, the eggs
in question could be pure, pure Fabergé!”

“Fabergé? Who is Fabergé? You’ve lost
me.”

“Dear Kookie K, you were
lost years ago and it wasn’t just in the wilderness. Olympics,
dear, Olympics, but with this proposed nest egg, a winter one! And
it’s what are Fabergé, Kookie K,
not who. I’m referring to his
creations, dear. Not the creator himself. Think
eggs, my dear Kookie K. Golden Fabergé
fucking fantastic eggs!”

“But of course,” muttered Kookie, lowering
her eyes demurely and looking even more confused. She looked back
at Miranda, who was Googling furiously once more.

“Ah!” Miranda gave a triumphant cry. “Look!”
she said, pointing to the screen as Kookie moved over to the side
of the desk and peered at the handsome face smiling back at
them.

“So? Big deal, a pic of Mike the Spike. I
don’t need reminding what the dear hunk looks like. I thought we
had already worked out what we are planning to do with him.”

“That, my dear Miz Kombuis, is not Mike the
Spike. That glorious doppelgänger you see before you is none other
than the gorgeous Boris Balswichitzh.”

Kookie Kombuis’s eyes did their famous
ping-pong ball routine for the second time that day. “Miranda
Maracona, if you are thinking what I’m thinking, you are one
terrific, talented and one helluva twisted transvestite!”

Miranda gave a carefree
shake of her black locks. “Thank you, dear, but this sees yet
another change in our plans. And tout de
suite!”

She picked up the phone again and dialed
furiously, giving a visible sigh of relief when it was immediately
answered. “Mike, thank God I caught you! A change in the plan, dear
one. Apologies galore, but the Ritz has been cancelled – yes, in
the last few minutes – but can you meet me and Kookie tomorrow
evening instead?” She waved a muscular arm at an about-to-protest
Kookie, her bracelets jangling furiously. “No, no! Not the Ritz
this time, Mike, dear, but Borscht ’n’ Tears in Knightsbridge,
Beauchamp Place. Will the same time suit? Lovely!’ She gave a
knowing smile and nodded her head slowly. “That’s right, dear, it’s
very Russian and very much – I hope – a hint of things to
come!”

“Miz K is now seriously, seriously lost, Miz
M.”

“Well then, dear partner in
crime-to-be, let me enlighten you, but only after another vodka,
and this time, and only this time, let’s have our vodka straight!”
The two triumphantly threw back several shots of iced vodka from a
fresh bottle which Kookie had hurriedly collected from the fridge.
Dabbing her lips delicately with Mike’s No Shit!
note, Miranda leant back in her chair. “This is
what we are going to do.”

It was only five minutes later that Kookie
Kombuis was heard to shriek in her deep contralto, “Miranda
Maracona, I’ve said it once and I’ll say it again, you never fail
to amaze me but this time you truly take the biscuit!”

“Which reminds me of dinner and is our cue
to get ready.”

“Surely you can’t be hungry again, Miranda,
my sweet,” said Kookie with definite disapproval. “Why, we’ve only
just finished lunch.”

“Your referral to a biscuit, dear. Which
immediately makes me think a dog biscuit, which leads me on to
kennel and therefore Betina! Without a doubt our cue!”

* * *

Miranda, dressed in a bright pink spangled
cocktail frock and swathed in the borrowed pink mink, shimmied, arm
in arm with Kookie, into the marbled splendor of the Ritz’s lobby.
Kookie, not to be outdone by her partner, was squeezed into a
similar bright yellow creation (representing the gold of the flag)
and draped in a second borrowed mink for the evening. Unable to
find a suitable yellow “fun fur,” she had settled for one in lilac.
“Far better,” Miranda had assured her with an evil smile. Smiling
even more broadly she could not resist the final sting. “Not only
does it match your lipstick and shoes, dearest, but it definitely
prevents you from looking like some demented black and yellow
bumblebee!”

Ignoring the jibe, Kookie responded with a
stiff toss of her much-lacquered wig. “So? The Ritz always gives
this Kookie girl a buzz!” She gave a startled elderly male hotel
guest a dazzling, neon-like smile, before giving a showbizzy wave
to a couple standing by the steps to the Palm Court. “Hiv!” she
yodeled. “Yoohoo, Hiv!” She squeezed Miranda’s arm (the other was
waving in an even more flamboyant greeting). “If that divine
creature alongside Hiv is Princey-boy, your sister is about to
positively c-u-m in her Janets!”

“My God,” whispered Miranda throatily. “I’m
joining the floodgates. Princey-boy – and that must be him – is
more than divine. He’s totally halcyon.”

“You and your way with words, Miz M, at
times are too much.”

The two sashayed in a swirl
of colored mink and spangles over to the two waiting men. If young
Prince Igor was even the most remotely taken aback by the two
towering transvestites approaching them, he showed no reaction but
greeted the duo with an impish smile. Henry, looking very suave
and distingué in an immaculate suit
tailored by Gieves and Hawkes, greeted the two with outstretched
arms (contrary to Kookie Kombuis’s unkind putdown, Hiv was
definitely more Clooney than Des).

“My two favorite ladies,” Hiv chuckled in
his rich, deep baritone. “As glamorous and as outrageous as ever.
You never let me down.” He kissed both on their proffered cheeks –
Hiv luckily stood at a competitive six foot four – and turned to
the still-smiling young man standing alongside him. “And may I
present to you His Royal Highness, Prince Igor Pisskossovitch of
Bejesustan.”

“Your Highness,” dimpled Miranda, dropping
into a deep curtsey.

Kookie, determined not to be outdone,
dropped into an even deeper curtsey, adding the immortal words,
“Your Holiness.”

A snigger from Miranda caused Kookie to give
a small, puzzled frown as she stood up again, adjusting her mink
which looked as if it was attempting to fall through the floor.

“Sir, may I present to you Miss Miranda
Maracona and Miss Kookie Kombuis, the two charming owners of the
legendary M K Love Agency.”

“Ladies.” Prince Igor moved forward and,
taking each in turn by their gigantic gloved hands, kissed their
hands, adding, “I am deeply honored,” in a soft, soothing tenor. He
smiled up at Miranda. “I understand there are two more guests due,
but shall we go to our table and wait for them there? I have a
bottle of your favorite champagne – Cristal, so Henry tells me –
waiting for us, and I do think the restaurant so much more intimate
than the noisy, touristy Palm Court, don’t you? May I?” He held out
his arm to Miranda and nodded to Hiv to do the same for Kookie.

Smiling up again at a beaming Miranda, the
young man continued, “I am so very flattered you changed an
important business engagement to join me this evening.” Miranda
could not help but roll her eyes heavenwards to the heavily
decorated ceiling.

Prince Igor stopped by the large, round,
candlelit table, which was laid for six. “Miss Miranda, you are
here on my right, and please, Miss Kombuis, you are to sit on my
left.” He pointed to two small packages placed centrally on their
place settings. Kookie’s eyes almost ping-ponged at the easily
recognizable Tiffany wrapping. “For us?” she asked in a quavering
voice.

“If you mean for the two loveliest ladies in
the room, yes.” Igor gestured to the two waiters standing behind
their respective chairs. Immediately Miranda and Kookie were helped
to be seated. Igor pointed to the chair opposite him. “Henry, I am
placing you there, and our other two guests on either side of
you.”

He smiled boyishly at an entranced Miranda.
“Miss Miranda, please. Open your little token of welcome. A
Bejesustan tradition when one first meets an honored guest and
future friend.”

“Oh, Highness,” breathed Miranda as she tore
at the packaging with her scarlet talons.

“Oh, Holiness,” breathed Kookie as she did
the same.

“But it’s divine!” Miranda stared at Igor
with total disbelief. She picked up the diamond brooch from the
case. “Princey, it’s too, too beautiful, and you shouldn’t have! I
love it! Love it! Love it!”

Meanwhile, a repeat performance was taking
place on the young prince’s left-hand side. With a broad smile,
Kookie turned to the bemused young man. “Oh, Princey –” the name
was now out in the open and would be Igor’s for ever – “would you
do me the honor of pinning this piece of magic onto my dress.” It
was a statement, not a question.

“I will be honored to pin the brooches onto
both of your dresses.” Prince Igor obligingly did as requested and,
task complete, smiled up at each in turn. “And now, a glass of
champagne, to celebrate both my delicate pinning of your little
trinkets and also our very happy meeting.”

Catching Kookie’s eye as Igor was watching
the wine steward pour the sparkling liquid into their respective
flutes, Miranda mouthed three words, which fortunately not even Hiv
was able to catch. He gave both the ladies a cautionary glance as
they both burst into chortles of throaty guffaws. “I didn’t catch
that!” he said rather testily.

“Oh, but I did!” cackled Kookie and giving
the quizzical young prince a beaming smile. “Girls’ talk!”

“Ah,” smiled Prince Igor, none the wiser.
“Ah yes, girls’ talk.” He repeated with a light laugh, completely
unaware that the “girls’ talk” referred to him, Miranda’s three
mouthed words having been, “Kylie in drag!”

He looked up to where
the maître d’ was leading a striking
blonde woman and her companion over towards their table. He stood
up in greeting. “Henry, I do believe the other guests have
arrived.”

Henry stood up hastily, gesturing to
Miranda. “I think Miss Miranda should do the introductions, sir.
They are more her friends than mine.”

“Of course. Miss Miranda?”

“Oh, Princey, Miranda, per-lease!” She waved
a gloved hand airily. “Dingle, dahling! And the lovely Betina
Becks. May I introduce our divine host for the evening. His Royal
Highness Prince Igor! Princey, may I introduce you to footballer
extraordinaire, Miz Betina Becks, and hairdresser to the stars, Mr.
Derek Dingle!”

Prince Igor did a double take at the sight
of the graciously smiling Betina Becks. Tall and statuesque, she
stood smiling down at the boyish young man before putting out a
bronzed hand and saying in a surprisingly girlish voice,
“Enchanted, I’m sure.”

“Likewise,” squeaked Derek Dingle, a thin,
reed-like contrast to the smiling Amazon. He pushed back a tumble
of carefully contrived curls. “You’re my first prince.”

“Enchanted, I’m sure,” replied Igor, somehow
maintaining a straight face. “Please be seated.” He pointed to the
chairs on either side of Hiv. “Miss Becks, next to Miss Kombuis, if
you please, and Mr. Dingle, next to, er…Miranda.” He nodded to the
wine steward, who promptly filled the two empty flutes and attended
to the others. “This,” smiled Igor as he toasted his five guests,
“I am sure is going to be a perfect evening!”

More champagne was ordered before the
serious business of choosing the dinner was even considered. “May I
order for you, Miranda?” asked the young prince softly.

“I think that goes for all of us,” replied
Miranda. “Come on, Princey, if we wait for the likes of Miz Kombuis
and Derek the Dingle to decide on what they want to eat, we’ll be
here all night.”

She looked sharply at Betina Becks, who had
been talking animatedly non-stop to an engrossed Hiv since her
arrival. “Miz Becks? Could we have your attention for a
teensy-weensy moment, please?”

“Of course, I will be delighted to order for
all of us,” interrupted Igor hastily. “Anyone allergic to caviar?
No? Good, well, I suggest we begin with that, because tonight I
have brought my own caviar from Bejesustan. Like one’s toothbrush,
I never travel without it!” With that he called over the waiter and
began to discuss the dinner order. Meanwhile, Derek Dingle was
holding a loud, camp conversation across the table with Kookie and
with Miranda on his left. Hiv was uncomfortably trapped in
conversation by Betina Becks, who was becoming louder and louder as
the champagne flowed.

It was then that Miranda,
to her delicious horror, felt a small hand lightly caress her left
thigh. “Princey!” she yelped. She glanced at the startled guests.
“Silly moi. I almost dropped my
napkin and thought for a moment it was Princey being naughty!”
Giving her best Bacall-like toss of her head and a self-deprecating
throaty chuckle, she added, “I wish.”

* * *

Dinner continued without further
interruptions but it was clear that the tension was building
between Miranda and Betina. Just when Hiv was expecting the worst a
diplomatic Prince Igor came to the rescue. “Shall we adjourn to the
Marie Antoinette Room for coffee and liqueurs?”

“The Marie Antoinette Room? But it’s almost
a ballroom?”

“Yes, Miranda, and I have reserved it, with
an orchestra, for after dinner. I rather enjoy dancing and
champagne after such a delightful meal and hope you feel the
same.”

“Oh, yes,” gushed Miranda. “Most
definitely!”

“And I cannot wait to dance with you,’
whispered Igor, reaching across to her ear.

“Moi?” chortled
Miranda, using the word for a second time. “Princey, Miranda
Maracona is most flattered.”

“Isn’t it obvious?” whispered Igor more
fervently. “I know Henry planned to matchmake between Betina Becks
and me, but can’t you see, my sensational, stunning, beautiful Miss
Maracona, that you are the one I have fallen for this evening! It
is you who is the answer to my dreams!”

 


 



Chapter Three

 


Prince Igor proved to be a real demon on the
dance floor. In the privacy of the stately Marie Antoinette Room –
the only other occupants being a discreet five-piece orchestra
complete with bongo drums – he led a skittish Miranda onto the
dance floor by her large hand, the fingers of his free hand
clicking rhythmically to a good old-fashioned rumba beat.

“Olé!” he cried as
he spun the startled “answer” to his dreams in a series of
breathless turns, his second “olé!”
slightly muffled as his face was by this stage pressed into the
dream’s substantial bosom. With a slight leer on his angelic face,
the prince took a tentative nip.

“Ouch!” shrieked Miranda. “Naughty, naughty
Princey-boy!”

Encouraged, the diminutive prince repeated
his action. “Naughty, naughty Princey!” shrieked Miranda, but
louder this time. She stopped in the middle of a nimble step and
looked down at the grinning princeling whose arms were still
encircling her waist.

“Princey, you must behave! Please remember
that I am spoken for and am about to become an employee of your
royal household! I must ask you to refrain from any more
nipping!”

“I must say I wouldn’t be adverse to a nip
and fuck!” giggled Prince Igor.

“Your Highness!” shrieked Miranda again.
“Your sense of humor overwhelms me.” She waved desperately at a
bemused Henry, who was dancing with an undulating Kookie (Betina
Becks and Derek Dingle, meanwhile, were attempting some acrobatic
rumba jive). “Oh look, Henry is looking this way. I have a feeling
he wants to dance with either you or me. Miz Kookie does have a
tendency to turn every dance into the military toe step, and dear
Hiv needs rescuing. Here they come! I’ll be the sacrificial lamb.
Time to swap partners!”

Before Prince Igor could protest, Miranda
unfolded herself from his embrace and, taking him firmly by the
hand, sashayed her way across the floor. “Henry!” she cried.
“Princey is dying for a spin around the floor with you. Show him
your Fred to his Ginger whilst I twirl and talk girl with Miz
Kombuis.”

“But, Miranda,” gasped the princeling.
“Maybe I don’t wish to see Henry’s Fred tonight, and what is this
ginger you are referring to? In fact, what is Henry’s fred?”

“Oh, Princey,” Miranda gushed. “As I’ve
already said, your humor simply overwhelms me. I’m referring to
dear Fred Astaire and Miz Ginger Rogers – the king and queen of
those glorious Hollywood musicals of yesteryear!”

“Ah,” replied the young prince, looking none
the wiser. “That royalty.”

“Hiv, your turn to spin
Princey around the floor. Miz K and I have to have a breather.” She
leant down and whispered sotto voce to her dismayed former partner. “Or perhaps you’d prefer to
dance with Betina?”

“I only want to dance with you, Miranda,”
muttered the diminutive prince with a cupid-like pout.

“But what about me?” cried Henry laughingly,
coming to the rescue. “Why, Princey, it was only the other night
that you told me that I had kindled a tiny flame.”

“But that’s before I met Miranda!” laughed
Prince Igor, rapidly regaining his composure. “I apologize,” he
said, putting on a formal expression. “Do forgive me, Miranda and
Henry. I wasn’t thinking. How tactless of me to come between a
happy couple so obviously spoken for…” (He missed Kookie’s snigger
at the “come between” remark. “I bet he’d simply love to!” was Miss
Kombuis’s cryptic comment later.) “Of course I would be honored to
dance with you, Henry.”

He waved his hand imperiously at the
bandleader, who quickly halted the music, causing Betina Becks to
almost collide with a small gilt chair, due to Derek Dingle
forgetting to catch her after a particularly vigorous twirl.

“Your Highness?” The bandleader raised a
questioning eyebrow.

“A waltz please, maestro.”
He jutted out his small chin. “Tchaikovsky, I think. The waltz
from Swan Lake will do
nicely.”

“Oooh. Hiv on points! How divine,” cooed
Miranda.

“He certainly has a point,” giggled Kookie
mischievously.

“Miz Kombuis! Mind your manners! Not that
you would know anything about Hiv’s point, I trust!”

“Ladies, ladies,” laughed Henry. “Off you go
and keep the barman happy. The Prince and I have a waltz to enjoy.
Ah, Betina, for a moment you looked as if you were about to sit out
the next dance, but I see you and Derek appear game for another
twirl.”

“Yes, and this time I will make sure I’m
holding on,” said Betina with a sour smile. She gave Miranda a
quizzical look while making a slight gesture with her hand in the
direction of the prince, who was now waltzing gracefully around the
room with the towering Henry. “I thought I was here to tantalize
and mesmerize the boy from Bejesustan.”

“Give it time, Betina dear,” smiled Miranda
graciously. “Poor Princey is nervous. He’s already murmured to me
how striking you are.” Miranda gave a throaty chuckle. “Geddit?
Striking – as in a football strike!”

“Very funny, Miranda dear,” sniffed Derek.
“Well, he may have been muttering to you, but he’s not said a word
to either of us all evening.”

“Yes,” agreed Betina. “And I missed a
practice to come along here. Derek was adamant…”

“I know, dears, I know.” Miranda gave them
each a placating pat on the hand. “Come over to the bar and have
another glass of something.” Her face lit up as if she had seen a
religious sign hovering above Betina’s head. “When did you say your
next match was, Betina?”

“I didn’t. But there is one on Friday. We’re
playing the Dagenham Dandelions at our local pitch.”

“We shall be there,” Miranda assured her
firmly. “Once Princey sees you in action, he’ll want to see more.
Yes,” she nodded emphatically, “let him see you in shorts and let
him get a glimpse of those powerful thighs of yours. Better still,
don’t wear a jockstrap! Simply let that renowned Betina bundle
boogie for all it’s worth!”

“I’ll probably stop the game,” said Betina
smugly. “I’m not known as Betina the Bulging Becks for
nothing!”

“No, dear,” said Kookie sweetly. “We do hear
that you have the rest of the team at your becks and ball.”

“Dear Kookie. Always the wag! Or have I
pronounced that incorrectly?”

“Champagne, ladies?” caroled Derek Dingle
nervously. “And don’t they make a handsome couple?” He gestured
towards Henry and the prince, who were now waltzing cheek to
chest.

“Very,” said Miranda with a
grimace. “Isn’t it the prince who kills the swan in Swan
Lake or is it the other way round? Ah, Hiv
must be telepathic. Here they come, and here’s your chance, Betina,
to invite us all to the match. The floor – not for the first time –
is yours!”

The prince was “charmed and honored” to
accept Betina’s invitation, his eyes growing wider in his boyish
face as Betina went on to describe the “girls” in the team. “If we
win,” promised Betina, with a line which was obviously a sure fire
win in itself, “why, Prince Igor, we’ll even allow you to join us
in the communal shower afterwards!”

Prince Igor’s impish face lit up with an
impressive wattage. “And perhaps, like all good Russians, I may
even invest in a football club,” he cried.

“Iggie! What a brilliant idea!” screeched
Betina.

“Iggie?” This from a startled Miranda,
furious she hadn’t thought of the idea first. A Russian and a
football club? Why, it was exactly like the bastardization of their
very own company initials. Russians and football were as synonymous
as Marks and Sparks. “Iggie?” She repeated. “Isn’t that a bit
familiar –”

“Not if I buy the club!” interrupted Prince
Igor gallantly. He raised a flute of champagne heavily laced with
vodka. “To the Igor Iggies! The boy belles of Bejesustan!”

“The Iggies!” cried Hiv, Kookie, Betina and
Derek in throaty unison.

More likely the ignoramuses,
growled Miranda to herself. Trust that
bitch Betina Becks to put a sock in it. Though, with that dick of
hers, she doesn’t need one. It’s Mike the Spike Princey’s meant to
fall for, not Miss Teutonic Tranny bloody Betina Becks and her
fucking goalpost. Let’s hope her team, the Maida Vale Muffs, simply
lose. She gave the happy group her most
dazzling smile. “The Iggies!” she echoed, her smile turning into a
grimace as she observed Prince Igor looking at a smiling Betina
with a renewed interest.

“Tell me, Betina,” asked Igor, “I understand
from Miranda and Kookie that not only are you a star footballer but
you also carry the laudable title of Miss Teutonic Tranny? Your
statistics are certainly impressive.”

“They most certainly are!” laughed Betina,
with a loud sound similar to a mule braying. “Apart from scoring
endlessly –” this was said with a lewd wink – “and winning the
title of Miss Teutonic Tranny two years running, my other vital
statistics are forty, thirty-two and eleven inches!”

“Goodness,” whispered Prince Igor.
“Goodness… More champagne, Betina?’ Glancing surreptitiously at a
curious Miranda, who was straining to hear this particular
conversation (Derek had just told a joke and was braying even more
loudly than his escort), the young princeling added in a whispered,
theatrical undertone, “My suite – the Doric Suite – in an hour? I
would very much like to discuss the prospects of, er…investing in
your team and vice versa.”

“Oh, I’m sure you’d find it a good
investment. I offer a mean penalty…as well as advice and any other
vice!”

“One hour,” whispered the young man before
turning his attention once more to a now very perturbed Miranda.
“Miranda,” he cooed. “Just confirming my enthusiasm for seeing
Betina and the girls in action on Friday.”

“Oh, Miss Betina told you about that, did
she?” Miranda gave a smirking Betina a glare. “It was going to be
the Agency’s little surprise.”

“From what Miss Betina has just told me,”
giggled Prince Igor, “I understand that it is not so little!”

“Trust that bitch to queer our pitch,”
sniffed Kookie, who had slinkily approached the couple. She parted
her lilac-coated lips into a forced smile. “Are you enjoying the
party, Princey?” she added with forced gaiety.

“Oh yes!” beamed his little Royal Highness.
“London is being wonderful to me! First I meet and fall in love
with Henry. Then I meet and fall in love with Miranda, and of
course, you too, Miss Kombuis! Next I fall in love with Miss
Betina. Who’s next? I ask myself. There is so much love to be had
in this town!”

“You’ve forgotten me,” chirped in Derek
Dingle camply.

“Oh no, Mr. Derek, I most certainly have
not!” laughed Prince Igor gaily. “I understand you are a
hairdresser supreme. Therefore, whilst I am in London I would be
most grateful if you would attend to my hair each morning here at
the hotel. Furthermore, if I go ahead and purchase the magnificent
Maida Vale Muffs – and there are three very apparent reasons why I
should – I would ask you to consider the post of official
hairdresser to the team!”

“Heavens!” clucked Derek.

“Not only will you be expected to travel
with the team in their private jet and attend all away matches, you
will also be permitted to display our royal warrant!”

“Heavens!” clucked Derek again, clutching a
beaming Betina’s arm for support.

“Three apparent reasons?” asked Kookie
acidly, giving Miranda a conspiratorial look.

“Don’t you two get it?” chortled Betina
gleefully. “Those three reasons just happen to be my two tits and
my cock! Isn’t that so, Princey?”

With a deep flush rising up his peaches and
cream complexion, Prince Igor demurely nodded. “Yes, Betina,” he
confirmed in the softest of whispers.

“Well,” said Miranda
throwing back her wide shoulders and jutting out her very own
spectacular enhancements, “that seems to take care of that!” Not
clarifying as to whether “that” applied to Betina or the evening in
general, Miranda imperiously took both Henry and Kookie by the arm.
“A lovely evening, Prince Igor. Derek, you’d better come along with
us. I am sure there is no point in you staying on, even in your new
position as hair to the
throne!”

With that she swept out of the Marie
Antoinette Suite, dragging alongside her a startled Henry and
Kookie. Derek, on giving Betina a last beseeching look, was
dismissed with a regal wave. Prince Igor, meanwhile, had taken to
vigorously and unselfconsciously stroking the legendary Becks
goalpost, a beatific expression on his cherubic face.

“Huh,” snorted Miranda. “Obviously in
Bejesustan they do ‘do it’ in front of the servants!”

For a reason known only to the bandleader,
the five-piece group aided by a staccato of bongo drums, burst into
the Bejesustan national anthem.

“Now they both have an excuse for standing
to attention,” hissed Kookie vindictively.

“Yes,” said Miranda, equally vindictively.
“And forget it being remotely like a goalpost. It’s obviously going
to be the bloody pole for Bejesustan’s national fag!”

* * *

“Well,” snorted Miranda later, her nostrils
flaring. “Just what does that ball-kicking cow think she’s up
to?”

“What you planned! Becoming prince consort
in the wings. Princey’s ‘bits’ on the ‘inside.’”

“Very fucking unfunny, Miz Kombuis. At times
your sense of humor is more shantytown than subtle.”

“Oh, hark at her! Bejesustan’s national fag
indeed!”

“Ladies, ladies!” Henry gave a
self-deprecating laugh, throwing up his large hands expressively,
his diamond cufflinks flashing in the lights of the passing lights.
“Let’s put away the pistols.”

He glanced out of the taxi window as it drew
up outside the red-brick row of buildings in Collingham Gardens.
“Here we are. Are you coming in for a nightcap, Kookie, or do you
want the cab to take you on to Nevern Square?”

“I don’t think I could face a glass of
hemlock, thank you,” replied Kookie pertly. “I’ll simply get out
here and pop into the Princess for a glass of champagne instead.
Jimmy – or James as he prefers to be called – can always get me a
taxi later. Anyway, it’ll be a pleasure to say ‘hello’ to Jade.
She’s always so charming.” She gave Miranda a glare, which was
matched with an equal narrowing of heavily mascara-endowed eyes.
“I’ll see you, Miz Miranda, at the orifice in the morning.”

Miranda’s reply was to fling open the taxi’s
door and stomp out into the street. With a haughty toss of her
head, she swept back the pink mink wrap, which unfortunately caught
an emerging Henry full in the face.

“Ouch!” Henry looked at her ruefully. “Don’t
take it out on me, Miranda.” He shook his head, looking back at
Kookie, who was now standing on the other side of the cab. “I
simply don’t understand what you two girls are in such a bait
about. I thought the whole idea of the evening was to get Betina
Becks and Igor together?”

“We also had another plan,” hissed Miranda.
“One which would have even been better. Oh yes, much, much better
plans with Mike the Spike.”

“Mike the Spike? Now you’ve certainly got me
confused. C’mon, upstairs with you, Miranda. You can explain all
later.” He turned to Kookie. “Are you sure you will be OK walking
up the block to the Princess?” He turned to Miranda. “Miz M, why
don’t you go up into the flat while I escort Miz K up the street.
We don’t want her molested in Earls Court Road now, do we?”

“Molested? Certainly not!” laughed Miranda
in her most evil Cruella de Vil mode. “Run over? Certainly yes!
Goodnight or goodbye, Miz Kombuis. Whichever of the two is most
effective!”

“Slut!” hissed
Kookie.

“Slag!” snarled
Miranda.

“Could someone please pay me bloody fare?”
groaned the exasperated and not-at-all-amused taxi driver.

* * *

“Well,” hissed Miranda, throwing her pink
mink onto the beige leather sofa (Roche Bobois). “Well!” She looked
around the elegant, minimalistic-style, beige-and-taupe sitting
room of Henry’s impressive duplex flat. “Well!” she uttered again
for lack of anything else to say. She glared at the cone-shaped bar
(a tribute to the phallic-looking city building dubbed “the
Gherkin” and created by one of Henry’s strange carpenter friends).
“Why not?” she muttered. “This is one extremely and severely
traumatized transvestite!” The extremely and severely traumatized
transvestite poured herself an extremely large and comforting
cognac.

Kicking off her golden stilettos, she sank
gratefully down onto the comfortable seating. “And you weren’t much
help, Miz K,” she hissed prior to taking a large sip. “My God!”
Miranda sat bolt upright. “No, don’t tell me. She’s not going to
try anything funny with Hiv as well! That tart can be so
unpredictable at times, and now she’s claiming Templeton has lost
his bottle – ha! That would be quite a something to lose! – she’s
obviously setting her sights elsewhere. Well, Miz K, your sights
had better not be on my Henry Irving Victor. No Miz K, no
sirree!”

“You called my name, beloved?”

“Oh, Hiv!” Miranda looked up at the doorway
with a start. “You’re back!”

“Of course I’m back. Where else did you
think I’d be?”

“Well…” Miranda lowered her
long eyelashes demurely. “You were setting down your extremely
well-endowed foot into the Princess and you were with Miz K who was
– how shall I tactfully put it? – yes, definitely in one of her
‘Diana the Cuntress’ moods, so, what was an innocent, left-alone
creature such as little moi meant to
think?”

“Not what you were, Miranda my love.” Henry
gave her a gentle smile and nodded towards her now empty glass.
“Join me in another?”

“Why not?” simpered Miranda. “You do love
me, don’t you, Hiv?”

“Love you, Miranda?” Henry gave a broad sigh
followed by another gentle smile. “Not only do I love you, Miss
Maracona, I worship you, adore you and wake up each day thanking
the powers that be that it’s another day with my marvelous,
miraculous Miss Miranda Maracona!”

“Oh, Hiv!”

“Oh, Miss Maracona!”

Henry never got to pour the suggested
drinks.

* * *

“So, Miz Kombuis, how was the Princess?”

“Transfantastic, Miz M, but then, it always
is! Jade and James did me proud. Endless cocktails – something
quite, quite delicious called a ‘James Special’” – (“Huh! I bet,”
from Miranda) – “and then the dear man simply popped me into a
taxi! An innocent who’s not a broad!”

“Very funny, Kookie dear.” Miranda clicked
on the answering machine with a long fingernail (coral-colored this
morning) and gestured to her glass for a refill. Kookie happily
obliged, ice clinking as she poured a large screwdriver for herself
from the jug sitting on Miranda’s desk.

“Good heavens!” Miranda gestured towards
Kookie, who was just about to speak. “Listen to this,” she
hissed.

“…so without any further
ado, I am going ahead with buying the team. I still have to see the
club whose premises they use and may even buy this! If I am going
to have my own English team, why not my own football club and
stadium too?” The recording was broken by an excited, little
giggle. “Bejesustan’s own answer to Abramovitch! I am meeting with
my lawyers and Miss Betina’s lawyers at eleven o’clock tomorrow. I
would appreciate it if you and Miss Kookie could be there as well.
You know the address. And thank you again for last night. A perfect
scoring by both teams and no penalties.” This comment was followed
this time by a slightly nervous giggle. “Call me if there is a
problem, otherwise I will see you both tomorrow.”

“Well!” Miranda sat down firmly into her
desk chair. “Talk about a fast worker. That Miz Becks certainly
wasted no time. Just as well we set out our terms with that dizzy
Derek Dingle over that final nightcap at Jo Jo’s. Hair queen to
Bejesustan indeed. At least Hiv had the presence of mind to make
her sign up to our terms, albeit on the back of a menu! Ha!”
Miranda gave a deep, Bacall-like laugh. “No doubt she’ll get her
Calvin Kleins into a right chignon when she remembers the
percentages she agreed to! Thank God for vodka stingers!” Pausing
to take another long sip of her drink, she gave a discreet burp and
began tapping with a fingernail on the desktop while looking at
Kookie thoughtfully.

After what seemed to be an
eternity (Miss Kombuis refilled her own glass and lit a Sobranie
during the pause), Miranda spoke. “We need to think, Miz K, and
think quickly. I still see hope, somewhere, somehow, for our little
plot concerning Mike the Spike. Never let it be said that Maracona
– no, make that the M K Agency, if you will – leaves any stone
unturned. However, if Princey does decide that the bitch Becks is
the answer to plan numero uno, we
still have to complete the other. A princess for the
princeling!”

“The Princess!”

“What about the bloody Princess?”

“A competition, a ‘Ladyboy’ competition for
all those glamorous ladyboys out there!”

“In case you may have forgotten, Miz K, we
are talking Earls Court here, not downtown Bangkok!”

Kookie chose to ignore her colleague’s
obvious sarcasm. “Well, hark at madam here! Didn’t you yourself
preen and parade in front of the mirror whilst wearing one of your
ugly sister’s tasteless little outfits when a mere dull little
urchin?”

“I was never mere, dull and certainly never
an urchin when young. I was a glorious young edifice. A baby Venus
de Milo, but a Venus with a penis as well as arms and charms!”

Kookie gave a guffaw of hearty laughter.
“How I love you, Miz M! Even though you can be nothing more than a
scheming, callous, insulting slag cow at times!”

“Touché, dearest!” Miranda blew her a loud,
sibilant kiss. “Love ya, Miz K. But let’s get down to business. We
have some serious thinking to do here, so put on your best thinking
wig!” She took another thoughtful sip. “I hate to give credit where
credit is due, especially to my rival sister-in-crime, but I must
say, dearest, a competition for all those ambitious latter day
teenage trannys out there could be the answer to our prayers.”

“And to Princey Pooh’s as well!”

“Princey Pooh? I love it!” Miranda patted
her wig (today an auburn pageboy bob) absently. “The entrants must
be over sixteen – give or take – and must be not only an English
ladyboy but also know how to behave like one.”

“Like one what?”

“A
lady! Be sensible, Miz K. You can’t have
some gorblimey as a future princess of Bejesustan! It will never
do!”

“Bloody Miz Andrews all over again, I
suppose?”

“Miz Andrews?”

“Jarring Julie. A spoonful
of sick and all that shit! My Fair Lady. Eliza Did-very-little for me!”

“Miz Kombuis, you never
fail to astound me.” Miranda opened a drawer to the desk and pulled
out a small notebook bound in pink feathers (“My Boa Bible” was the
name given to this prized tome). “Somewhere in this tiny book of
vast knowledge is the number of someone who can do just that for
us. If she’s willing, not only will I ask her to be a judge for the
competition – we shall reduce this to three finalists – but I will
also ask her to train the three in everything that falls under that
one word – very foreign to you, of course, Miz K –
etiquette!”

“I don’t know what you mean, Miz M,” said
Kookie with a loud, extremely unladylike sniff. “I always come in
my glove!”

“Exactly!” smirked Miranda. “Ah, here we
are.” She peered closely at the small, neat writing on the page
(Henry’s) before picking up the telephone and starting to dial.

“Who? Who?” asked Kookie excitedly.

“The one and only PR person who can handle
this. Ah, an answering machine.” Miranda leant forward and, putting
on her most sultry voice, began to speak. “Miranda Maracona here,
proprietor of the M K Love Agency. My partner and I –” Kookie gave
another snort and a regal wave from the elbow – “would very much
like to meet up with you to discuss a very important and immediate
project. Perhaps you would be kind enough to give me a call when
you have received this message. Thank you.” After leaving the
number, she placed the phone back on the desk.

“And who is this ‘one and only PR person’ to
whom you have graciously asked to call us?”

“Only one of London’s most
prestigious PR persons. You remember a television series,
Ladette to Lady?”

Kookie nodded.

“Well, the woman who taught all those vulgar
girls how to behave and to hobnob with the rich and famous.”

“The sassy, very amusing and very strict
blonde?”

“You’ve got it in one. She’s called Liz
Brewer and she knows everything and everyone.”

“But would she want to have anything to do
with something like this? After all, we’re talking trannys, not
fannys, here!”

“My dear Miz K, Liz Brewer is a gay icon in
the same heady realms as Shirley Bassey and Miz Midler. Nothing
would faze her!”

“But how did she get into your Boa Bible?
How does Hiv know her?”

“Hiv knows everyone on the gay ‘A’ list and
has met Miss Brewer on several occasions. In fact, they have even
been to several of the same dinner parties.”

“Do you think she’ll ever call back?”

As if telepathic, the phone rang. Miranda
promptly snatched it up. “Good morning, M K Love Agency, how may I
help you?” She gave Kookie a broad wink. “Ah, Miss Brewer, how kind
of you to call back so promptly. Your number? From a mutual friend,
Henry Irving Victor. Yes, he is, isn’t he? Now, the reason for
calling…is there a chance we could meet? Our address? Old Compton
Street. But what a coincidence. What time? Well, why don’t you meet
us for a glass of champagne after your meeting with Mr. Balan?
Twelve thirty? Look forward to meeting you, too. We’ll tell the
manager to bring you over to us. See you later. Goodbye, Miss
Brewer!”

“Well?”

“Well? Well, Miz Brewer just happens to have
a meeting with Prady Balan, the owner of Balans, at noon today – I
remember Hiv saying they were great friends – and I bet you, as we
speak…” She punched in another number. “As I thought. Engaged!”

“Who?”

“Hiv! Miz Brewer’s wasting no time. I bet
that’s her and it’s on Hiv’s private line as well. Give it a few
minutes.” She replaced the receiver and sat staring at the silent
phone.

“A watched pot never –” began Kookie in an
irritating singsong voice.

“Do shove a cock in it,” hissed Miranda. The
phone began to ring. “Hello? Hiv! What a surprise! We only parted a
few hours ago. Who? Ah yes, Liz Brewer. Got a minute? How sweet.”
Miranda covered the mouthpiece and gestured theatrically at the
empty jug before giving Kookie a beatific smile. “Isn’t Hiv sweet?
Not only has he got a minute, he says he’s got a lifetime.”

“I definitely need another drink after
that!” camped Kookie, rolling her eyes and her shoulders
simultaneously. “In fact, why not the bloody Boulder Dam!” She
returned from the kitchenette with the replenished jug just as
Miranda was finishing her briefing to Henry. “Join us as well.
Lovely. Love you too, my live, my Hiv, my special bollocks
boo!”

“Jesus!” Kookie gave a retching sound.
“Bring out the pooper scoop. You two with all that billing and
poohing are a trifle too much at times.”

“Jealousy, dearest. Just because Templeton
has done a momentary bunk there’s no need to be nasty.” She took a
sip. “And before you go on about ‘bollocks boo’ it was you who
instigated the whole thing with your ghastly Princey Pooh!” Miranda
gave a small, playful grin. “Or perhaps that should that be
Templeton boohoo?”

“Templeton is a thing of the past.”

“Templeton has a thing that’s vast! Mark my
words, Miz K, he’ll be back! He knows a good tunnel of love when
he’s got one!”

“Tart!”

“Slag!”

“Slut!”

“We’d better get our skates on. Hiv had to
ring Miz Brewer back. She needed a rough résumé as to what she was
meeting us about. Hiv said that if she wasn’t impressed we would
obviously receive a message saying that the meeting had to be
cancelled.”

Miranda picked up the phone once more. “Now,
a few minutes with Princey Pooh – that term’s becoming contagious!
Let’s find out what the dear boy has actually gone and got himself
into.

“Princey? Good morning. Thank you for your
message. Of course we will meet you tomorrow at eleven. It sounds
great news! Tonight? Oh, Iggie, we can’t, I’m afraid.” Miranda
lowered her voice conspiratorially. “It’s to do with your future
princess of Bejesustan-to-be. Oh, Princey! How could you think that
for one moment Miz K and I would have forgotten? The Prince of
Bejesustan and his princess bride are uppermost in our beautiful
thoughts. Enjoy your evening with Betina and Derek. Oh? And am I
supposed to be surprised? Of course Derek Dingle will have done
wonders with your hair this morning!” She slammed the phone down.
“Nothing compared to what Miz Betina would have done to it
earlier!”

“The Dingle and Miz Becks with her dangle
aren’t wasting any time, are they?” mused Kookie.

“And nor must we! C’mon, Miz K. First, Miz
Brewer and Hiv and then, tonight, Mike the Spike, soon to be known
as ‘Miss She-on-a-ski’ – Bejesustan’s newest and most devastating
closet transves-tee!”

“Ouch, that hurt!”

“Hopefully, for Princey’s sake, it
will.”

* * *

“Misses Maracona and Kombuis? Hi! I’m Liz
Brewer,” Miranda and Kookie looked up at the elegant, smiling
blonde woman, immaculately dressed in a dark blue Eric Way business
suit, who was standing in front of their table alongside a bemused
Henry.

“Oh!” For once finding herself completely
flustered (she and Kookie had been discussing the problems that
would be facing them in getting Mike to have breast implants for
his new role as “Miss She-on-a-ski”), Miranda rose inelegantly to
her feet, causing their glasses of champagne to topple precariously
on top of the table.

“Saved by your guest,” laughed Liz as she
deftly caught the two glasses and steadied them. She looked at
Miranda with a twinkle in her bright blue eyes. “I didn’t think I’d
have such an effect,” she added mischievously. She turned to a
now-laughing Henry. “I think I deserve a glass as well.”

“Miss Brewer, how lovely to meet you,”
gushed Miranda, her composure fully regained. “May I introduce Miz
Kookie Kombuis, my business partner. Hiv – I mean Henry – you
obviously know.”

“Yes, and I spotted Henry just as I came
upstairs from the restaurant offices. Thank you.” She smiled at
Danny, who had pulled out her chair for her. “Thank you.” She
smiled again at the young waiter as he placed down a glass of
champagne. Still smiling, she took a small sip before saying, “So,
you want me to groom a young man to become a princess. I see no
problem with that. How do you plan to find me my tiara tranny to
train?”

“Miz Brewer, I already love you!” Miranda
gave a loud whoop before grabbing Liz’s hand and giving it a
lipstick-enhanced kiss. “A tiara tranny to train? Henry, another
bottle of champagne, please, dearest, and Liz – may I call you Liz?
– here is our little plan and again, please –” here Miranda lowered
her voice to a deep, throaty stage whisper – “feel free to discuss
the fee.”

“Oh, but I already have, with Henry,” Liz
gave a giggle. “And of course Henry agreed to my terms. Hence my
being here.” She caught Miranda’s quick glance at a
sheepish-looking Henry. “Oh, don’t worry, Miranda,” laughed Liz.
“Prince Igor was pleasantly surprised.” She gave another
mischievous, contagious laugh, a laugh which was immediately joined
in by both a grinning Miranda and Kookie.

A relieved Henry took a hefty sip of his
champagne before gently nudging Miranda’s foot under the table,
Miranda giving his knee a wince-inducing squeeze in turn.

“So,” continued Liz, “Miranda, your ideas
please. And Henry, I wouldn’t say no to a slice of their cheesecake
here. It’s delicious with champagne.”

 



Chapter Four

 


Miranda and Kookie, in full Russian mode
(this comprising large fur hats, Cossack-inspired coats and
knee-length boots, albeit on dangerously thin stiletto heels)
teetered into the tiny Borscht ’n’ Tears restaurant the following
evening as arranged. Mike the Spike, tall, blond, broad and beaming
was busily chatting up an equally tall, blonde, beaming “broad” (a
favorite expression of his) behind the bar.

“Miranda! Kookie!” he cried, his beaming
smile becoming even more broad. “Don’t you two ladies look just
good enough to make Rimsky-Korsakov want to do just that!”

“Come again?” This from a frowning Kookie
who always found Mike spoke in confusing riddles.

“Exactly! And especially if I was rimming
either one of you two!”

“Don’t be disgusting, Michael!” admonished
Miranda haughtily. She pulled off her large coat with an imperious
flourish, handing it over to a bewildered diner who simply happened
to be standing nearby, waiting to be seated. “Miz Kombuis does not
necessarily know about such basic, perverted delights.”

“Ah, but Miranda, if I remember, you most
certainly do. What was it they used to call you before you became a
respectable married businesswoman?”

“A respectable
single businesswoman. Now if you please, no
more dirty talk and innuendoes. I wouldn’t say no to a glass of
champagne with a vodka chaser and neither would my
innocente of a business partner! So, if you
wouldn’t mind!”

“The Tongue Twister! Yes, that was it,
Miranda! Whether it was either working with words, in fellatio,
French kissing or simply rimming, your elegant tongue was
legendary.”

“Mike, enough!” Kookie stood glaring at the
devastatingly handsome hunk. “Miz Maracona and I are here to
discuss your future, not your sordid wishful hallucinations of her
glorious past. Miz Maracona does not and has never done the last
deed of your fearful, fanciful alliteration. Rimming is out and it
has never been in!”

“Miz K!” Miranda looked at her defense with
open admiration. “For a Zulu woman, that was quite a mouthful!”

Even Miranda had to join in the laughter as
both Kookie and Mike burst out laughing at her unfortunate turn of
phrase. “Come on,” laughed Mike. “Let me get you those drinks and
you can reveal the latest ploy you both have up your lurex-encased
sleeves.” He gave the still grinning pair a further broad wink,
thus keeping the terminology going. “I have a gut feeling that I am
in for a big surprise!”

“Two,” giggled Kookie as she took her
proffered drink.

“Two?”

“Yes, dear,” laughed Miranda throatily. “If
we have anything to do with it, you are most certainly going to be
getting two most enormous surprises!”

“Who the fuck,” hissed Kookie as Mike
returned to collect his own drink from the bar, “is
Rimsky-Korsatroff?”

“Korsakov, dear. Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov. A
Russian composer known as one of the big five.”

“Five isn’t very big,” sniffed Kookie.

“After Templeton, even fifty-five wouldn’t
seem very big to you!” smirked Miranda with an evil Bette Davis
twist to her lips.

“Bitch!”

“Bovine bag!”

“Ladies! My always-elegant
‘it’s-always-a-pleasure-to-be-included-in-your-company’ ladies,
shall we take our drinks in to dinner with us? Perhaps you would
prefer to continue complimenting each other in more comfortable
surroundings?”

* * *

“You must be fucking well kidding me!” Mike
leant back against the upholstered banquette, his expression no
longer beaming broadly but incredulous. “You want me to have breast
implants? You want me to take up skiing? You want me to live in the
fucking outback in a remote country called Jesus Christ or
something Stan? You want me to be the lover of some gay little
queen – sorry – princeling? You girls have to be out of your
vodka-marinated skulls! You’ve got to be joking!”

Miranda looked at the magnificent, now
red-faced piece of pure (gay) macho maleness staring at her with
genuine horror. “We’ve never been more serious,” she enunciated.
“We have never been more genuine with any of our previous business
offers as we are now.”

“But I’m a straight gay!” exploded Mike. “I
like guys, guys with pecs. Guys go for me because of my pecs…” He
gave an indignant snort. “I have even on some occasions deigned to
please a genuine lady or two…”

“And your enormous cock! Don’t forget your
cock,” purred Kookie. “The camera doesn’t lie, and in your case
it’s just as well you didn’t make porn films before Cinemascope was
perfected.”

For a moment Mike’s
outraged expression was betrayed by a fleeting smugness. “Some guys
are born lucky, I guess,” he murmured. “I just happened to be first
in the queue when big dicks were being handed out.” Noticing the
two grinning faces in front of him, he quickly resumed his scowl.
“Your whole plan is outrageous!” he growled. “The answer is
no, no, no!”

Miranda gave an exasperated sigh and sat
back, folding her arms across her spectacular chest. “Mike, oh,
Mike,” she said with another sigh. “Think seriously about what is
on offer here. Look before you leap!”

“Look before I leap? You look before you
leap, Miranda! You may be a happy tranny with your tits and all,
but that is not for me. Besides, who is this Prince Igor? Why would
I even remotely consider such an outrageous idea, and furthermore…”
Mike paused before playing his trump card. “I don’t speak the lingo
and I don’t ski!”

“Tutors and instructors!” stated Miranda
emphatically. “Tutors and instructors! Take your time and talk to
me tomorrow. Perhaps this will add a motif for your planned
mammaries!”

“I am not going to have a tits implant, so
give up that idea here and now!” He gave the two a sly look. “If
there was another way we could think about it without me having to
have the tits thing done, what is in it for me – for us –
exactly?”

“Well,” said Miranda, exhaling with relief
and visibly relaxing. “Let me explain.” She smiled at a nearby
waiter before turning back to a still-suspicious Mike. “I think a
bottle of champagne and a few vodka chasers will help sway you,
Mike dear.” She ordered a bottle of the house champagne and the
vodka from the bemused waiter, a burly Russian, who had been giving
Kookie lascivious looks from beneath his thick, heavy dark eyebrows
all evening. Much to his chagrin, Miss Kombuis had chosen regally
to ignore him but Sergei (his name) was undeterred.

Unbeknown to the subject of his desire, he
had managed to get the coat girl to pin a note to the lining of her
coat. What Sergei wanted, Sergei usually got, and he had been in
awe of the spectacular black beauty from the moment she had swept
into the restaurant. If Mike had been in for a big surprise,
Sergei’s surprise could, perhaps, be even bigger.

“So,” said Mike pointing to the new glasses
which had been flamboyantly placed on the table by the lust-infused
Sergei, “tell me all.”

Miranda did as asked.

“So,” said Mike slowly as he toyed with his
glass, “I stand in for this ski instructor whom the prince has a
soft spot for –” Miranda and Kookie had both given unladylike
sniggers at the turn of phrase, causing Mike to give them a
silencing scowl – “become the prince’s bit on the side, the prince
meanwhile having married a ladyboy.” He leaned back and eyed them
frostily. “Haven’t we forgotten one major factor, though?”

“What’s that?” asked Miranda and Kookie in
unison.

“What about the man I’m supposed to be
imitating? Note how I emphasized the word ‘supposed.’ This Boris
Itchy-balls or whatever?”

“Balswichitzh! Boris Balswichitzh!”

“Well, whatever. What about him?”

“Oh, but he’s going to be in on the whole
thing, too!” laughed Miranda drily.

“What do you mean?” This from a startled
Kookie.

“Well, you don’t think for a moment that we
can do this without Boris in cahoots with us, do you?”

“But where does he come into it?” This from
a very confused Mike.

“He skis for Bejesustan when required and
you, Mike, fuck for Bejesustan when required!”

“Sounds like a bloody French farce.”

“Oh no, dear Mike. Not a French farce,
Bejesustan’s arse!”

“I can’t go on being a pseudo-transvestite
Olympic ski champion lover for ever.”

“No, you can’t and won’t have to. Princey
Pooh is a very fickle young man. Last night he fancied Hiv, me and
Betina Becks, and that all in one evening. Once he’s had his
dalliance with his loyal subject, I can assure you he will ski off
into another sunset, hand in hand with his tiara tranny!”

“I’ve got to hand it to you, Miranda,” said
Mike admiringly. “You really have it all worked out to the final
detail, haven’t you?”

“Only one slight problem…”

“And that is?” Kookie was starting to look
concerned. She was well aware of the inevitable disasters that
followed one of Miranda’s sentences which began with the
spine-chilling words “only one slight problem.”

“We’ve yet to meet Boris Balswichitzh.”

Kookie summoned the lust-filled, hovering
Sergei. “More vodkas, please!” she croaked. “In fact, make that a
bottle!”

After a stunned silence as Sergei quickly
carried out his instructions, Mike – with a sardonic smirk – camply
raised his hand. “Please, Miz M!” he lisped. “Another simple
question which may have some significance on this whole shit scheme
of yours. Yet to meet up Balls-which-itch indeed.” He gave a
dismissive snort. “What, oh what, dear Miz M, what if Princey Pooh,
as you so aptly call him, what if he doesn’t want to change his
skiing paramour, i.e. me? What if he finds me so devastating both
in and out of bed that he doesn’t go off into the fucking sunset
with his ladyboy and with another well-hung tranny? How many Betina
Beckses are there?”

Miranda gave a shrug of the magnificent
Maracona shoulders. “Tragedy! You simply ski off a cliff! No more
Boris! You return to your career in yawn porn and the whole
incident is forgotten. But –” here she held up a silencing hand –
“you return to your career a very, very rich young man. The world
will be your oyster or, knowing you, your oyster bed.”

“And what about the real Boris with the
itchy bollocks? Don’t tell me that the poor bastard really does go
off a cliff! Fake tits, maybe, but murder? Count me out!”

“Who said anything about murder? We’ll
strike a deal with Boris B. He’s planning to retire soon and he too
can go off to spend his days in luxury in somewhere of his
choosing, albeit a dacha, a rancho or a Caribbean hideaway. Hiv is
getting the lowdown on the man as we speak. Princey-boy has already
put him in touch with his greatest friend and confidante in
Bejesustan, Nikolai Nureyev.”

“No doubt he’ll be coming back to Hiv in
leaps and bounds.” This from a still scowling Mike.

“Pardon moi?” Kookie
again.

“Mike is trying to be an
even more macho chauvinistic male than usual by trying to show us
his somewhat limited superiority and hidden humor, Miz K. He’s
obliquely referring to Nureyev, Rudolph Nureyev, one of the
greatest Russian ballet dancers of the last century. Someone before
your time, someone who was a star when you were still crawling
around your kraal!” Miranda could
not resist a loud chortle at her wit. “His leaps were
spectacular.”

“So? I still don’t see what a leaping ballet
dancer has to do with Hiv.”

“Oh, Miz K, at times your
naïvety can still astound me! Nikolai is simply a contact, and
although he may be Princey Pooh’s greatest confidant, it doesn’t
necessarily mean that he has to be au fait
with everything Hiv and I have in
mind.”

“Would you please stop
being such a femme fatale for one blerry moment and stop sprinkling all your sentences with
vokking French expressions!”

Miranda looked at Kookie in surprise. “Well,
excuse me! Unless my shell-likes deceive me, you Miz K, have just
used both a French and an Afrikaans expression. And all in one very
unattractive sentence!”

“Ladies.” Mike raised his massive arms in
mock submission. “This is getting us nowhere.” He looked seriously
at Miranda. “Your plan is too vague, Miranda. Too many loopholes.
What if Boris ‘Scratch my Balls’ doesn’t agree to your plan? What
if, as a loyal Bejesus whatever, he spills the beans? Or in this
case, borscht?”

“Very funny, Mike.” Miranda looked up to
where a tall figure had appeared in the dim candlelit room. “Ah,
saved by the balalaika. The very man! You can ask him
yourself.”

“Henry!” A relieved Mike stood up to greet
the smiling late arrival. “I wondered where you’d got to. Your
arrival couldn’t have been better timed. I have been fighting a
losing battle here – an unfair battle, I may add. Two against one
is not kosher in any language!”

Henry sat down on a chair deftly produced by
a grimfaced Sergei, a Sergei who had immediately assumed that the
extra man simply had to be part of a foursome and therefore his
plans for Kookie were well and truly scuppered. He could barely
bring himself to give Henry a civil nod at his request for a whisky
soda.

“Ah, I take it Miranda has unveiled the plot
to top all plots. A plot which is so ridiculous that it might even
possibly work.”

“Henry!” Miranda gave Henry a reproachful
tap (thump) on the arm.

Henry gave her a warm smile in return.
Knowing he was only referred to as “Henry” when skating on the
thinnest of ice, he hastily continued. “In fact, it’s really quite,
quite ingenious!”

“Ingenuous? What do you mean by ingenuous?”
The second reproachful gesture was a definite, painful thump.

“Ingenious, Miranda! I said ‘ingenious.’
There is a distinct difference. My remark meant ‘clever.’ Yours
means ‘innocent.’”

“Ha!” snorted Kookie.

“Oh,” muttered a chastised Miranda.

“I was saying that it has too may
loopholes,” repeated Mike. “Not that I’ve agreed to anything.” He
took a sip of his champagne. “It all appears to hinge around two
people, this Boris guy and now this Nikolai balletomane…” He
ignored Henry’s quizzical look. “How do we know that either party
is trustworthy? That either party won’t renege on whatever is
planned?”

“Easy,” replied Miranda smugly. “The left
hand, Boris, doesn’t know what the right hand, Nikolai, is doing.
Only we four do!”

“But seriously, Miranda love,” said Henry
thoughtfully as he took a long sip of his whisky and soda, “what
exactly is the link between us, Boris and Nikolai?”

“It’s through Nikolai we get to meet Boris,”
said Miranda with another toss of her head.

“But why would we wish to meet Boris in the
first place, and what are you planning to say when you meet up with
this man mountain, sex on skis? I’ve already spoken to Nikolai
about us meeting up with the Bejesustan Balalaikas…”

“The what?” This from Mike.

“The Bejesustan Balalaikas, the local
women’s footie team.” Henry cast an imploring look at a scowling
Miranda. “Well, you did tell me to waste no time about this
particular subject, what with Betina Becks’ team about to be
sponsored by your petulant princeling.” Before she could make any
further comment, Henry added, “Your very words to me this morning,
Miz M, were ‘Strike while the cock is hot, Hiv. Get on to this
Nicky the Leap and organize an all-girl footie game asap!’ End of
quote.”

“When I said asap I didn’t mean that asap,”
said Miranda sulkily. “I mean the other asap!”

“If you two don’t stop squabbling asap, I’m
simply going to have to scream asap.” Kookie looked at Mike. “Care
to join me asap in screaming?”

“OK. OK,” laughed Henry is his usual
consolatory manner. “Whatever the next scenario, Miz Maracona and
Miz Kombuis, your first plan of action, the super tranny stud has
been only a fraction short of pure genius –” the two ladies in
question preened in a gracious, regal way at the syrupy compliment
– “and your client is delighted. He is also delighted at the
prospect of visiting his new project in the showers after the match
on Friday. He’s in a total quandary as to what to wear.”

“What to wear? He’s visiting them in the
showers, for God’s sake. What to wear? He wears a grin and, knowing
him, a very visible erection!”

Henry shook a reprimanding finger at
Miranda. “No, Miz M, he can’t appear bollock naked with the crown
jewels proudly on display. The princely appendage is sacred.”

“Huh!” This from Kookie.

“So what does His Highness wear? A shower
cap and a condom?”

“No need to be sarky, Miz M. Surprisingly
enough, he will be asked to wear a mac.”

“A fucking flasher’s macintosh?”

“Hopefully he won’t flash.” Henry gave a
light laugh. “Yes, Miz M, a macintosh and, yes, hopefully he won’t
flash the Bejesustan flagpole.”

“Chance will be a fine thing. He’s the
original flagpole dancer, that one,” sniffed Kookie. “And after all
this talk of raincoats I definitely need another drink.” She
beckoned imperiously to the hovering, still scowling Sergei (the
royal mantle was catching), who danced over to his unfulfilled
passion. “Madam?”

“Oh?” Kookie looked at the broad, roughly
hewn face leering down at her, the deep brown eyes filled with a
wild intensity. “Oh,” said Miss Kombuis, a deep flush rising behind
her ebony cheeks. “I think we could do with another bottle of
champagne as well as another one of vodka please…er…”

“Sergei, madam. Sergei at your very own
service and also here to do your every bidding.”

“Well, thank you, Sergei. Yes, a bottle of
both please.” Kookie gave the heavily breathing man a dazzling
smile.

Sergei replied with an
immediate forward-thrusting erection. I have to have
her, he groaned inwardly as he made his way
back to the bar. She is not only a dark goddess, she is
Aphrodite, Venus and Eris – yes, definitely Eris, the Goddess of
Strife! – all rolled into one. How I’d love to roll with her and
give her my massive Russian one! I bet she’s hotter than the
hottest springs at Kamchatka! Struggle and strife! That’s it,
struggle and strife – and I want this one for my wife!

His mind made up, Sergei
dutifully returned with the order, an air of muscles, musk and
testosterone emanating from his hard, thick, hirsute body. Turning
to thank him again with another dazzling smile, Miss Kombuis was
nearly bowled off her seat by the powerful male smell. Oh
my goodness, she thought wildly.
This one would make any male lion in charge of a pride think
twice before challenging him! She gave a gulp.
“Thank you,” she growled (a lioness in the making).

“Thank you, madam,” grunted Sergei in
response, deliberately prodding Kookie’s bare arm with one of
Russia’s most impressive guided missiles.

“Miz Kombuis!”

Miranda’s shriek caused
Kookie to break from her reverie and Sergei to step back. “Oh,
silly moi,” giggled her partner in a
carefree way. She looked up at the drooling waiter. “I’ve gone and
knocked over my drink!” She beamed at the three faces around the
table. “Already away in some romantic dachau! I can’t wait to get
to Bejesustan! What?” she asked, glaring at a sniggering Miranda.
“And what’s wrong exactly in a girl being a romantic and wanting to
do it in a dachau?”

“Nothing, if you find barbed wire romantic!”
shrieked Miranda again, overcome this time by her friend’s
unintentional social gaffe.

The tablecloth quickly replaced, the four
went on to discuss how to proceed in the inveiglement of Boris and
Mike. The solution was easier than expected and it was Kookie who
came up with the idea. “Simply contact all the Bejesustan Olympians
on the pretext that Princey Pooh is planning some sparkling shindig
at the palace in anticipation of the next Olympics. Hiv meets up
with our Boris privately and, after sussing him out, arranges a
meeting with the M K Agency, which also includes you, Mike.
We’ll have to sneak you incognito into Bejesustan. Nobody, but
nobody can be allowed to get even the remotest glimpse of our body
double.”

“Miz K, I hate to admit it, but with that
sudden explosion of caviar-grey matter, you’ve almost blown my wig
away!”

“Why, thank you, Miz M. Thank you too,
hairpins. It would have been quite startling for Hiv and Mike to
view the real you!”

After a few well-flung epithets between the
two ladies – plus the draining of the two new bottles – the party
was ready to leave. A solicitous Sergei helped Kookie lovingly into
her message-bearing coat. Carefully, he ensured that his note was
still discreetly pinned to the lining. It was. “The Princess for a
nightcap?”

“Why not?” A smiling Miranda snuggled
herself next to Henry, who was squeezed tightly in between her and
Kookie in the back of a taxi (Mike having taken a separate taxi
from Beauchamp Place on to an alternate rendezvous). “Miz K?”

“Why not, indeed?” replied the lady in
question, at her most gracious. After all, it had been her plan of
campaign that had clinched the evening’s triumph. Miz Kombuis was
not simply a woman to be reckoned with. Miz Kombuis was a star!

* * *

The three descended the steep steps down
into the basement restaurant and turned into the thronging bar.
James, busily mixing drinks at this post, gave them a cheerful wave
across the animated crowd. Mouthing, “The sofa is free,” he pointed
to the right-hand side of the bar. Miranda gave a gracious wave of
acknowledgement at the gesture. “He knows he’s dealing with royalty
here,” she hissed triumphantly to Kookie and Henry. (Little did she
know that Henry had called James before leaving Borscht ’n’ Tears
and asked for the sacred seating area to be secured.)

“Ms Kookie!” Jade, the
elegant Thai proprietor of the popular restaurant had mystically
appeared on her right. “How lovely to welcome you and your
friends.” Placing her slim hands together in the traditional form
of greeting, she curtseyed gracefully in the slim-fitting,
emerald-green, silk cheongsam which
showed off her luscious figure to enviable perfection.

“Jade,” crowed Kookie grandly. “How lovely
to be here! May I introduce you to my friends – Henry you already
know – but this is the famous Miranda Maracona, my partner in
slime!” (She gave an extra-loud crowing at this witty riposte.)
“We’ve been at the most exhausting business dinner – it never stops
– and as I was saying to Miz Maracona and Henry, ‘a drink at the
Princess is a must if we are to recharge out exhausted batteries.’”
She took hold of Jade’s arm. “I see the celebrity sofa, with the
charming James hovering across the bar from it, awaits. Let’s talk
later.”

“At this rate she won’t have to go to
Oddbins,” hissed Miranda to a bemused Henry. “She’ll simply be able
to squat and piss her own champagne. Smug bitch…and all because we
are now rubbing shoulders with midget royalty.”

“Let her enjoy herself, Miz M. After all,
she did come up with the award-winning plan.”

“You’re right,” acquiesced Miranda as she
elbowed a frail young man and his equally frail companion aside
before proceeding to seat herself elegantly on the prized sofa.
“It’s so very rare that Miz K does show any real initiative that I
suppose she should be allowed her few minutes of glory.”

“Very gracious of you, Miranda. Ah, I see
James has placed some lethal-looking concoctions on the bar for us.
Allow me, and then I’ll join you on the sofa.”

“Thank you, Hiv dear. Miz K? Why don’t you
make yourself comfortable on the stool. Here, put your coat next to
me.”

“How thoughtful, Miz M.” Kookie, scowling,
was about to hand over the big coat before sinking somewhat
inelegantly onto the low oriental-style stool, when she noted the
attachment to the lining. “What?” She looked at the small envelope
pinned to the lining of the coat. “What on earth…?” With a
quizzical frown she carefully opened the mysterious paper square.
“Goodness,” she murmured.

“What is it, dear?” asked a more curious
than solicitous Miranda. “Don’t tell me that tacky hire shop left
the ticket inside –”

“No, it’s not a ticket.
It’s a note of sorts.” Once more the center of attention, she began
to read the now unfolded piece of notepaper with haughty disdain.
“Dear Goddess…” she began. “Oh my
goodness,” she ended, “I can’t read this out loud. It’s too, too
passionate! Too, too risqué and too, too deliciously, decadently
divine!”

“Oh, for Dorothy Dildo’s sake, Miz K. Stop
being such a tiresome tranny! Read the note to us and – more to the
point – how did it get there?”

“The restaurant. That big butch hairy hunk
of Russian rough! The waiter. Sirgay or something like that. It’s
obviously from him. He was showing a great interest in my arm on
more than one occasion with his own great interest.”

“We all saw that,” said Miranda with feigned
indifference. “C’mon, stop being a Zulu cock-tease and tell us what
it says.”

“Dear Goddess, I have fallen in love with
your ebony orbs and your moon-like smile. I would be honored to
mount you. I wait by my mobile with bated breath. Your lover for
eternity, Sergei Samovar.”

“I knew it!” said Miranda triumphantly.
“When he approached you at the table I could smell the man’s lust
and manly musk.” She gave a snigger. “So much so I couldn’t notice
any bated breath!”

“What do I do?” croaked Kookie, clutching
her throat dramatically and knowing exactly what she was going to
do.

“Do exactly what you are planning to do,”
retorted Miranda equally dramatically, clutching Henry’s hand and
knowing exactly what her partner was planning to do. “Ring
him!”

“What, now?”

“Why not? Put the randy Russian out of his
misery. Tell him you’re spoken for. He did see us with our two
fairly spectacular escorts this evening.”

“You know, you’re absolutely right. I need
to visit the little girls’ room, so I will call him from there. In
private,” she added with a sibilant hiss. Rising like a Phoenix
from the low stool she then sailed like a tall black schooner
through the dense crowd towards the loos.

“Wanna bet?” Henry offered to Miz M.

“Don’t even mention it! Mr. Samovar, with
his no doubt vast heating element, will be joining us within the
half-hour.”

“Within twenty minutes, if he gets his
skates on.” Henry looked up as Kookie clove her way back through
the colorful crowd where she paused for a moment to talk to Jade.
“From the look on Miz K’s face, change that to rocket up his
arse!”

“Many a true word spoken in
jest,” chastised Miranda sotto voce.
“I wonder, do you think poor Sergei Samovar realizes he is about to
find out that he is not the only urn with a spout?”

“Well,” laughed Henry looking round the
colorful crowd thronging the bar, “if the ladyboys and their
escorts plus some of the more Arthur- rather than Martha-looking
trannys don’t give him the bigger picture, I will.”

“Bless you,” smiled Miranda acidly. “We
don’t want our dear Kookie ending up with her lips even more
swollen than they are, now do we?”

“Really, Miz K. That’s a bit unkind.”

“Unkind? My dear Hiv, if Miz K’s lips were
made any bigger it would look as if she was peering out from over
them. Kookie!” She looked up in hammy surprise. “Oh, you’re back!
That was quick, did you send him and his internal heating device
packing?”

“My dear Miz M and Hiv,” breathed Kookie
excitedly. “That great Russian bear of a man wouldn’t take no for
an answer. He’s en route as we speak!”

“I bet,” sniggered Miranda. “With you as his
potential root canal!”

Kookie chose to ignore her partner’s jibe
whilst Henry made a diplomatic move towards James and the bar.

“He’s here,” hissed Kookie excitedly. “I
warned Jade about his impending arrival and she said she’d look out
for him and bring him over. I told Jade he was unmissable. ‘Think
Russian bear meets gorgeous Goliath,’ I told her,” the grinning
black beauty said smugly.

“Oh dear,” croaked Miranda.

“Oh shit,” groaned Henry inwardly.

“Sergei!” Kookie had risen precariously on
her stiletto-heeled boots. “You made it!” (A snigger from Miranda
here.) “I’m Kookie, Kookie Kombuis. This is my partner, Miz Miranda
Maracona, and her partner, Henry Irving Victor. Please, why don’t
you pull up that spare stool and sit yourself next to me?” She
waved graciously at the perplexed-looking giant (Jade had dropped a
quick formal curtsey on bringing over her charge and subsequently
returned to her busy role as hostess), who looked nervously around
the gossiping, gregarious crowd.

“Drink, er, Sergei?” This from Henry. “I was
just about to order another round of James’s special cocktails.
They’re a specialty of the house…unless you’d like something else,
of course.”

“Vodka, please,” grunted
Sergei, “with ice. Thank you.” He seated his vast bulk cautiously
down on the stool. (“I thought he was going to lose it up his rear
for a moment,” a giggling Miranda confided to an equally giggling
Henry later. “He looked as if he was settling himself down on some
minuscule butt plug!”) “Vat iss this place?” he asked in a heavy,
guttural accent. “Boys as girls and girls as boys,
da?” He shook his big shaggy head
knowingly, a slow smile playing on his thick, fleshy, perfectly
sculptured lips. “I like,” he added approvingly. He gave a startled
Kookie a broad, slow wink, nodding both at her and Miranda, his
smile widening. “You two ladies women men, huh?” The smile became a
slight leer. “I like. Sergei likes back with something to hold in
the front. Iss good! Sergei likes big boobies also!”

“Your vodka, Sergei,” smiled Henry, handing
the large, now openly delighted and laughing giant a large tumbler
of vodka and ice…

* * *

“Your vodka, Miz K,” smirked Miranda,
handing an equally smirking Kookie a large vodka and orange juice
in the office the following morning.

 


 



Chapter Five

 


Prince Igor had been waiting, as arranged,
in the small, elaborately Art Deco-inspired Rivoli Bar of the Ritz.
He stood anxiously by a faux leopard skin-covered bar stool, a
half-filled champagne flute sitting on the bar counter in front of
him. “How do I look?”

“Perfect, Princey Pooh, simply perfect!
You’ll knock ’em dead in the showers!”

“Very
GQ,” murmured Henry drily.

The princeling, about to attend the planned
football match between the Dagenham Dandelions and the Maida Vale
Muffs, had literally gone to town (or Dunhill’s) regarding his
potential shower visit.

“Aren’t you hot, Iggie?”
Miranda eyed the raincoat-clad figure. She fanned herself regally
with a suede-gloved hand. Miranda’s idea of dressing for a football
match was more London-to-Brighton Veteran Car Run than a muddy
field in Maida Vale. Towering above the diminutive prince, she was
a striking figure in a large burgundy-colored felt hat held atop
her curly wig (red today) and bound rakishly under her chin by a
Hermès scarf. (“Well, One always wears one when viewing blood
sports,” she had acidly informed a corpsing Kookie. “Yeah, well
maybe, but never with a picture hat!” had been the guffawed reply.)
A tweed coat and knee-length burgundy leather boots with the
de rigueur stiletto heels completed the
ensemble.

“Only hot for what I am about to view,”
smirked the little princeling lewdly. “Oh, forgive my manners, Miz
Miranda, a glass of fizz or something else to your liking before we
set off on our incredible adventure? Henry?”

“A glass of champagne will do very nicely,
thank you, Your Royal Highness,” replied Miranda, raising her
strong contralto voice. She gave a visibly startled American couple
who had watched their entrance with open-mouthed amazement a
withering glance. “Careful of flies, dahlings,” she drawled. “They
have been known to even visit the hallowed portals of the Ritz on
occasions!”

“Miz Maracona,” chided Henry softly as he
placed himself between his muse and the now spluttering Americans.
“Shall we move to a table by the corner.” It was a command, not a
question.

He gave the prince a warm smile and gestured
towards the table and chairs.

“You look very
GQ yourself, Henry,” remarked the young
man, returning the smile. “They say you can’t beat a man in a
blazer!”

“Oh no?” Miranda gave a carefree, throaty
laugh. “You should see me at times doing just that to my darling
Hiv!” She gave another series of throaty chuckles for the benefit
of the now totally apoplectic Americans. “Forget the expression
‘browbeaten,’ try ‘blazer beaten’ instead.” Another attempted set
of chuckles was prevented by Henry firmly placing a champagne flute
in her gloved hand.

“Drink!” he instructed firmly. “Or else
we’re going to be late!”

* * *

Henry expertly parked the silver BMW X5
four-wheel drive alongside a motley assortment of vehicles, all
facing a neatly clipped soccer pitch.

“Betina and the teams are waiting for us in
the clubhouse,” he confirmed. He gave a light laugh. “I think they
are somewhat intimidated at the thought of meeting a real live
prince.”

“Never!” snorted Miranda. “They deal with
queens every day and I doubt if even a real live prince –” she gave
a gracious acknowledgement to the smiling princeling who was busy
adjusting his mac – “could put them off their stride – or in
today’s case – their strikes.” This was accompanied by a witty,
throaty, gargle. “Oh, Miranda Maracona, you positively slay me!”
she gasped to no one in particular.

“I like the look of the
field and the clubhouse, even though it is a bit tiny, and both
you, Miranda, and you, Henry, know I prefer things big,” chirped
Prince Igor, giving a lewd wink. “If I buy the club – and why not?
I already own a team – I shall simply have
to rebuild the house.” He looked at the green
acreage and the solitary, forlorn-looking spectators’ stand. “In
fact, I would have to build a whole new stadium. We’d keep the new
house as a separate building from the stadium. I would like the
clubhouse in the style of a dacha.” He nodded thoughtfully. “Yes,
it could all be very, very pleasing to own a private club here in
England.” He gave an impish smile. “Shall we go and meet my team
and the other team?”

* * *

Betina’s potential crown jewels – as
requested – were on spectacular display within the loose confines
of her cerise-colored satin shorts. (“A positive harvest,” Miranda
told Kookie later, “one giant marrow and a couple of squashes!”)
Betina, her blonde hair held back neatly by a bright cerise and
lemon headband (the Maida Vale Muffs’ team colors), leapt
athletically from where she had been seated to welcome the three.
“Your Highness!” She gave a high-pitched giggle. “And the lovely
Miss Maracona, plus the dashing Henry Victor. Welcome! Welcome to
our club. Now come and meet the team.” She beckoned to a smiling
Amazon dressed in a cerise top and pale lemon shorts. (“Fucking
Wonder Woman,” Miranda hissed at Henry.) “Meet Hyacinth Hardman,
captain of the Maida Vale Muffs.” (“I don’t believe her name for
one single moment,” Miranda hissed again.)

A smiling Hyacinth greeted the three and
then introduced her remaining team members. As yet the Maida Vale
Muffs had no idea that they had been bought, lock, cock and barrel
by the strange little foreigner lightly sweating in a tightly
belted raincoat. They were still reeling from the heady
announcement that Betina had officially registered them as a
professional unit. Having met the Muffs, the three visitors
repeated their “hellos” and “how d’ya dos” with the eleven Dagenham
Dandelions.

A short, bald, middle-aged man with the
unassuming name of Sid was formally introduced as the referee.
“When yer ready, we can kick orf!” suggested Sid in a strange,
twisted twang.

“We’re ready!” spoke up Prince Igor with
unbound enthusiasm.

To her surprise, Miranda thoroughly enjoyed
the game and found herself cheering on the Maida Vale Muffs time
and time again. To her delight – and of course, to Princey Pooh’s –
the aggressive Muffs won three–nil. Henry, always the diplomat,
enthusiastically cheered the Dagenham Dandelions, much to the
chagrin of Miranda and the prince. “Well, someone has to support
them,” he said after a particularly vicious dig in the ribs by
Miranda during mid-cheer.

“We’re here to possibly buy the clubhouse
for our team,” Miranda had hissed. “Once we’ve done that, Miz
Hyacinth Hardman and her team will be mere guests.”

“So charitable, Miz Maracona,” smiled Henry.
“Now, come and be nice to everyone. Ah, I see Betina has taken
charge of Princey Pooh. To the showers, no doubt, as opposed to the
proverbial woods.”

Prince Igor was in pure masturbatory heaven.
Having been shown by a solicitous Betina where to hang up his
clothes and redon his macintosh, the small princeling stood
trembling with delight and anticipation as he surveyed the busy
shower stalls in front of him. Twenty-two shrieking male forms,
some with breasts and some without, frolicked in and out of the
showers. Ribald laughter was replaced by more camp shrieks amidst
throaty cries of “get that girl” as the various members of either
team fondled, soaped, goosed and – naturally – played with another
member’s member!

“Feel free to wander between the stalls,”
caroled Betina throatily as she skipped past, her soaped bosom
bouncing and her rampant, eleven-inch post (also soaped) bobbing
like a demented woodpecker at work.

“Must I really wear this wretched mac?” Igor
groaned.

“Club rules,” laughed Betina, disappearing
into a cloud of steam. “Club rules!” she cried again, the “rules”
ending in delighted squawk.

“Oh my,” sighed the little prince, his hand
working like a demented piston as he stumbled between the gyrating
soapy players. Some of the team displayed bouncing bosoms and some
had smooth, flat chests but all boasted the most spectacular
cocks.

“Oh my,” sighed Prince Igor as he christened
his “flasher’s mac” for the first of many times. “Oh my” changed to
“Oh goodness!” when he noticed a similarly garbed Sid standing
alongside him.

“Great, ain’t it?” gasped
the referee, his whistle hand working furiously. “Nothin’ better
than watchin’ these fabulous titties with their tassels at
play! Ouf!” he gasped as he
climaxed. “Much better them tassels being down below than on their
titties, as in those shows!”

Prince Igor could only weakly agree as he
proceeded to christen his mac once more.

* * *

“Well, what did you think?”

Prince Igor had rejoined
Miranda and Henry in the clubhouse, where Henry had dutifully
unpacked a picnic hamper that he had brought along. Igor looked at
the two of them with an impish grin. “What did I think? I thought
I’d died and gone to steamy heaven!” He took a champagne flute from
Henry and a smoked salmon sandwich from a plate proffered by
Miranda. After a few chews and swallows, he wiped his chin with a
napkin before proceeding. “Seriously, Miranda and Henry, I think
the two of you are pure, pure geniuses.” He took another swallow
and held out the flute for a refill. “To whom must we speak about
the purchase of this club? Ah, my soul mate and fellow raindrop!”
(Raindrop? Miranda gave Henry a
puzzled look at the unexpected term of endearment.)

Igor held out an arm of welcome to Sid, who
once again was dressed in a tracksuit. “Sid, join us in a glass of
champagne. We were just talking about the club and its ownership.
Can you help us here?”

Sid was only too happy to give the relevant
information. The actual club, the Red Snapper Football Club (the
original founder had been a keen fisherman as well as the
successful owner of a chain of fish ’n’ chip shops), was still
privately owned, but there was talk that, should a suitable buyer
be found, the owner would be willing to sell. “Tommy Trinder – no
relative, mind – spends most of his time in Spain. The club ’as
always been more of a hobby like but now Tommy is pushing seventy
and wants to spend the rest of ’is time at ’is villa outside
Malaga. The old boy sold the fish ’n’ chip chain last year to a
popular franchise and simply wants to retire abroad with his
millions and his seventh missus!”

“Wise Mr. Trinder.” This from Henry, who
deliberately chose to ignore Miranda’s glare.

“I can always put you in touch with old
Tom,” added Sid. “Of course –”

“Of course there would be an introductory
fee,” said Miranda without hesitation. She eyed Sid shrewdly.
“Would you consider staying on at the club if someone else bought
it, Sid?”

“Would I fuckin’ just! Oops, pardin me,
ma’am. Me language at times is not the best…”

“It’s quite perfect, Sid. Now, drink up your
champagne, have a sandwich and make yourself comfortable. We have
some serious talking to do.”

The “serious talking” went on for several
hours. It was arranged that Sid would set up a meeting as soon as
possible between Tommy Trinder and Henry. It was Henry who
suggested they keep Igor’s title and nationality out of the initial
discussions until a deal had been struck. The most dicey part of
the afternoon had been the meeting with the rest of Betina’s
teammates. Whilst appreciating their new status as professionals,
the Maida Vale Muffs were even more delighted to hear that they
would, as from that moment, be put on a generous weekly salary. It
was then that the make-or-break question was put to them as
individuals. If they were prepared to sign a contract, they would
have to be prepared to spend part of the year in Bejesustan. The
team would be in training full-time, and also, being professional,
the ladies would all have to give up their present jobs.

Apart from Betina, the remainder of the team
were involved in the type of employment where a few weeks’ or even
a few months’ notice would see them free to take up their new
status. It was also agreed that from the time of signing the new
team would be named the Igor Iggies. At first the team members had
protested at the name change but an immediate increase in their
already substantial salary, plus an additional clothes and make-up
allowance, saw a sudden, smiling silence.

“Well planned, Hiv,” whispered Miranda as he
and Sid fetched yet another case of champagne from the well-stocked
BMW X5.

Sid, to his great delight, was offered the
position of team manager. “He’s been with us since day one,” Betina
confirmed, “and the girls love him. We all understand his little
foible – and it is little! – but he’s a bloody good manager and
we’ve never lost a match yet.”

“Wait until the team gets you into a
Bejesustan sauna and set about you with a forest of birch twigs,
Sid!” laughed Igor. “You’ll make the jet to that other geyser in
Lake Geneva look a mere dribble!”

“I like dirty footie talk,” growled Sid, his
blue eyes twinkling. “Tits, twigs and tassels? Can’t wait!”

“And don’t forget those additional showers
we also discussed, Sid. But remember, in our case, silence is
golden!” Both dissolved into a series of explosive giggles at
Igor’s crack, while the rest of the group looked on with bemused
expressions.

* * *
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