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	À M.G.L.

	 

	Ce cadeau est pour toi.

	Je ne t'oublie jamais —

	toujours dans mes pensées.

	Je t'aime.

	 

	Luigi

	 


LUIGI'S WORLD

	 

	Switzerland. The late 1990s.

	 

	A man arrives in Lausanne with two suitcases and the hope of building a new life. The recession, the language barrier, and a hundred unanswered letters nearly convince him he chose the wrong city. Then comes a toothache. And in a dentist's waiting room, a magazine changes his life.

	 

	What he builds afterwards — with hard work, intuition, humor, and a phone number that still rings today — is one of the most discreet and sophisticated luxury escort networks in Europe.

	 

	Princes, bankers, politicians, famous lawyers. Palace hotels on the shores of Lake Geneva. International models. The International Herald Tribune, Tribune de Genève, Corriere della Sera and other major European newspapers. London, Paris, Geneva, Milan, Monaco, Zurich...

	 

	But behind the champagne, the five-star suites and the appearances, there is something far more interesting than money: the loneliness of powerful men, the desire to keep feeling alive, and the contradictions that every single one of them — without exception — eventually reveals.

	 

	More than a book about escorts, this is the intimate memoir of a world that no longer exists. An era when discretion had value, newspapers still held power, and Europe felt like a different place.

	 

	Real stories. Real people. A vanished world.

	 

	Based on true events.

	 


LUIGI'S WORLD

	 

	Chapter I

	Snow and the Promise

	 

	I.

	Some cities welcome you with sunshine. Others welcome you with snow.

	Lausanne welcomed me with snow.

	It was December, and darkness fell early over Lake Geneva like a blanket someone throws in a hurry. I stepped off the train with a suitcase in each hand and my heart beating with that strange mixture of fear and hope that only comes when you start a new life. It wasn't the first time I had started from zero. But it was the first time I had done it in this language, in this cold, in this city that didn't know me yet.

	She was waiting on the platform.

	My wife had a wide, sweet smile — the kind that doesn't lie. When she saw me, the smile grew even bigger, and without thinking I dropped the suitcases and held her tight. We stood there, embracing in the silent snowfall, until an older gentleman in a hat had to work his way around us with a polite cough. We didn't mind. After weeks apart — not many if counted by the clock, but an eternity if counted by the heart — that embrace was everything.

	Our new home was in Pully, an elegant and quiet town practically attached to Lausanne, with its cobblestone streets and stone facades that seem to have always been there. The snow covered everything with an impartial white layer — the same over the villas of the wealthy as over everyone else's rooftops. I liked that. It felt like a sign of something, though at that moment I couldn't have said what.

	I decided to take a few weeks to rest before starting my job search. It was Christmas, after all, and one has the right to breathe. But reality, as always, didn't wait long.

	II.

	Switzerland was in recession.

	Unemployment had risen, companies weren't hiring, and I had the added handicap of the language. My French was good enough to order a coffee or understand a neighbor, but not to convince a human resources director that I was the man his company needed. I went to twenty employment agencies, maybe thirty. I sent more than a hundred handwritten letters, each with its envelope, its stamp, its small enclosed hope.

	The result: two commission-only job offers. Just commission. No base salary, no security, nothing that could support a family.

	I'm not naturally a depressive person. On the contrary — I have a cheerfulness that people have remarked on since childhood, a tendency to see the bright side that sometimes exasperates the more serious. But even I, in those weeks of January and February, began to feel the weight of something resembling doubt. Had I made a mistake? Was this the right place? Was this the right moment?

	To keep from going mad, I went to the gym. I trained for hours with an intensity that had nothing sporting about it and everything therapeutic. I hit the bag, lifted weights, sweated until my body could do no more and my mind, finally, went quiet. Then I'd go walking through the streets of Lausanne.

	And there, walking, I discovered I liked the city. I liked the large flat stones of some pavements, the silent courtesy of people, the snow-laden trees that looked like white ghosts in the dark. I liked the lake, especially when the winter sun touched it and the water sent light back from its dark depths as though it kept gold down there. Pure magic. Cold, serious magic — but magic nonetheless.

	However, magic doesn't pay the rent.

	III.

	It was a tooth that changed my life.

	That sounds absurd, I know. But that's how things sometimes are: the great turns don't arrive announced by trumpets, but with a toothache that keeps you awake for three nights.

	The pain was the kind that allows you to think of nothing else. An invisible hammer striking from inside, constant, relentless. I made an appointment with a dentist, and when I arrived at his office, the waiting room was full. I sat down, tried not to think about the pain, and picked up a magazine from the table.

	It was one of those European current-affairs magazines with glossy photos and articles about people you'll never meet. I opened it at random. And there, between a fashion report and one about luxury hotels, I found a long, well-written article about high-end prostitution in Switzerland.

	I read it all the way through.

	Not out of prurience — or at least not only that. I read it because it was fascinating. Because it talked about a world I barely knew — I had been a client on a few occasions, traveling alone through New York, Havana, Buenos Aires, Montreal, cities where loneliness becomes physical and one seeks company as one seeks any other necessary thing — but I had never stopped to think about how that world worked from the inside. Who organized it. By what rules. Under what logic.

	And then I came to the sentence that changed everything.

	In Switzerland, prostitution is legal.

	I sat there with the magazine in my hands, staring at that sentence, while the dentist called the next patient. Legal. Regulated. With taxes, permits, a legal framework. Not a clandestine business but an economic activity like any other, as long as it was done correctly.

	They called me. I sat in the chair. The dentist did his work. But I was no longer entirely there. Part of my mind was calculating, evaluating, turning over an idea that had no form yet but already had warmth.

	IV.

	By nature, I am a methodical man when something truly interests me. I don't act on impulse — or at least not without informing myself first. So the first thing I did was verify.

	I went to see a lawyer. He confirmed what I had read: yes, prostitution was legal in Switzerland, with conditions. I took notes. I went to see an accountant to understand the tax structure. I took more notes. And then I did something that, I was told afterwards, nobody had ever done.

	I went to see the chief of police.

	I sat across from him, explained what I wanted to do, and asked what the exact rules were so I wouldn't have problems. The man looked at me with a mixture of surprise and something resembling respect. He told me I was the first person who had ever come to consult him before opening a business of this type. The first in his entire career.

	The rules were two: no one under eighteen years old, and no women without a Swiss residence and work permit.

	— Thank you, — I said.

	— You're the first who has thanked me, — he replied.

	I walked out into the street with the sun hitting the stones of Lausanne and something new in my chest. It wasn't certainty yet. It was something more like direction. For the first time since stepping off the train, I knew where I was going.

	V.

	There is one thing I want to say from the start, and it's better to say it now than later: I am not a man without ethics.

	I know that may sound strange coming from someone about to tell how he set up an escort agency in Switzerland. But it's the truth. I believe in working honestly. I believe in doing what you say you're going to do. I believe in respecting people, whoever they are, whatever they do.

	I'm not especially religious, though I consider myself a Christian in a personal and somewhat unorthodox way. What I do have clear is this: ethics is not the property of any particular religion. It means not causing harm. It means treating people with dignity. It means being honest with yourself and with others.

	Under those principles I decided to build my business. Not because I was naive — I knew perfectly well what world I was getting into — but because I believed, and still believe, that even in the darkest worlds it is possible to do things right.

	The name came almost by itself: International Escorts. It sounded right. It sounded like what I wanted it to be: a serious, discreet, high-level operation.

	I wrote my first advertisement in French, reviewed it three times, and sent it to the newspapers.

	Lausanne, January. The snow kept falling. And I, for the first time in months, slept well.

	End of Chapter I

	 


LUIGI'S WORLD

	
	Chapter II

	The Man Who Asked Before Acting

	
	I.

	I read the article in the dentist's waiting room. And while reading, cheek still swollen, I knew there was an opportunity. It wasn't just a possible business. It was a business where I could do things better than they were being done.

	But ideas are worth nothing without action. So I decided to investigate. After all, I had nothing to lose and, who knows, perhaps something to gain.

	II.

	First I went to see a lawyer. He confirmed what I had read: prostitution was legal in Switzerland. With conditions, of course. I took notes.

	Then I went to see an accountant. I wanted to understand the tax structure: how to declare income, what legal form to use, how to handle commissions. I took more notes.

	But the most important visit was another one.

	III.

	I went to see the chief of police.

	I requested an appointment, got one, arrived on time. I sat across from him and explained exactly what I wanted to do. Without detours. Without half-measures.

	The man looked at me. It wasn't surprise on his face. It was something closer to the bewilderment of someone who has spent years in the job and thought they had seen everything.

	— You are the first person who has come to see me before opening a business of this type, — he said. — The first in all my years in this post.

	I replied that it seemed the only reasonable way
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