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CHARACTERS

Monica: Five-foot-seven, half-Chinese and half-Italian, auburn hair streaked with blonde, measurements 34-23-34, 34DD breasts. Age not specifically known beyond mid-twenties range.

Prince Dante: Twenty-three years old, six-foot-two, dark curly hair, well-kept mustache and beard, green eyes, Mediterranean descent.

Nikolai Volkov: Russian oligarch and curator and owner of prominent Russian art museum. In his thirties. Blue eyes, dark hair, muscular. 

Rafael Montenegro: Brazilian shipping magnate, Monica’s third client. Black curly hair just beginning to gray, handsome face lined by the sun, lithely muscular, charming.

Calder Hale: Billionaire research enthusiast, Monica’s fourth client. He is thin, muscular, grey-haired, and clean-shaven. 
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RECAP

EPISODE ONE: Monica is a mysterious call girl to the wealthiest and most powerful men in the world. She divulges no personal details to her clients. Most of them respect this boundary, but Dante, a European Prince, is determined to learn more about her and convince her to be in an exclusive relationship with him. 

Episode Two: Monica’s next booking is with Nikolai Volkov, a Russian oligarch in his thirties who is also the proprietor and curator of an art museum. Monica and Nikolai have sex all over the museum, including him using Cleopatra’s personal dildo on her. Nikolai also propositions Monica to be exclusive with him, which she declines. She nearly divulges a few personal details to him, but stops herself just in time. 

Episode Three: Monica meets with the Brazilian shipping magnate Rafael Montenegro. He offers her a permanent place on his ships, to come and go among national borders as she pleases. He believes she desires an anchor, a place to tether her identity. She declines this, and decides that it may be time to quit for good, as her previous three clients all attempted to tie her down and learn more about her true identity. 

Episode Four: Monica’s next client is the billionaire Calder Hale, who she meets at the library of his personally-bankrolled public research facility. Like all of her clients, Hale is bisexual, and they make love with several members of his staff. Afterward, he reveals that he has been tracking her movements by the negative space she leaves behind, the changes in politics or industry after she has been there and keeping the attention of the titans of various industries. He offers to help her cover her tracks entirely, better than she is already doing. She leaves him determined to seek out the one man who can actually hide her forever. 
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IF HE’D EVER HAD A legal name, I’d certainly never known it. I doubted there was anyone in the world anymore who did. I wondered if he remembered it himself. 

He was a private sovereign-level fixer, the kind of person who quietly and privately reshaped governments, restructured debt markets, and smoothed leadership transitions that were amenable to his interests. You could think of him as a hybrid geopolitical strategist and intelligence broker, a man who advises governments but is tied to none of them, a human being who had somehow, in the twenty-first century, managed to hide himself from all official documents over the course of his entire adult life. 

Operating above governments, he was completely unknown to the public, the director of a nameless organization whose human assets did not know each other, thus making him the only person who knew the operation’s size and scope. In his capacity of solving problems for the ultra-powerful, there was no telling how many secrets were in his possession that could destroy nations. He traded in identities, collected secrets, selectively preserved historical timelines (even above men like Calder Hale, who thought they commanded such narratives), and, more relevant for someone like me, could well and truly erase somebody well enough that they could not be found. 

I only knew him as Apollo. 

That was not in fact after the Greek God, but rather Apollodorus, the architect who had designed Trajan’s Forum in Ancient Rome. My Apollo was certainly an architect after a fashion, though his medium was not stone, but political power. 

If I could be said to have an employer, it was Apollo. He had trained me as an intelligence asset with a focus on social engineering. I had been working in the intelligence bureau of a particular nation-state, one that will remain nameless for our purposes here but you can probably guess. It was there that he’d found me and given me this new life. Sex was the tool that I used in service of the goal of data extraction and behavioral mapping. Put more simply, I was building psychological profiles of a particular group of the world’s most powerful men. I was manipulating and compromising them as a means to affect a widespread, sudden, and sweeping alteration of the geopolitical order. These clients opened up to me more than they did to their wives, family, mothers, priests, whatever. I was learning their weaknesses and their secrets. Their ambitions and their breaking points. 

I was building this intelligence package for Apollo. I did not work for him, per se. More accurate to say that I was an independent contractor and he had contracted me for this purpose. It was not an accident that my last four clients had been Prince Dante, Nikolai, Rafael, and Calder Hale. They’d been chosen very specifically, as four pillars of power: political influence, black money and the underworld, infrastructure, and emerging technologies. Prince Dante brought me insider information on European political realignments, Nikolai gave me money laundering routes and oligarch back channels, Rafael gave me logistical choke points and maritime trade secrets. Calder Hale may have spent his life in his library, but he made his money as an investor, bringing into my web his suite of cutting-edge experimental biotech research. They paid me for my sexual services, while I was really investigating and compromising them. 

How this all fit together, I didn’t know yet. It wasn’t important that I knew. Nobody in the world knew, except for Apollo. I supposed I would learn what the actual plan was at the same time everyone else did, when Apollo put it into effect. It made me fear for my life even knowing as much as I did as early as I did, to tell you the truth. 

As the helicopter approached in Iceland, Apollo himself was the only break in the pure white of the landscape, in his black coat and black pants, looking like he was standing in the middle of a glacier with nothing else around for miles. The pilot touched down about a hundred yards from him and we walked toward each other, though I mostly blended into the glacier in my white-and-grey snow outfit. The helicopter lifted off again as we closed on each other, and he smiled. 

“Hong Jin,” he said brightly. “Always wonderful to see you.”

“You know, I only know you as Apollo,” I said. “A bit rude to use my real name.”

“Apologies, my dear Monica,” he said as we embraced. I don’t think I showed just how much him using my real name had affected me, but he noticed. “And, as always, apologies for all the protocols and James Bond subterfuge. We’ll be home before you know it.”

He was a gorgeous older man, half Italian and half Spanish, carrying the kind of handsomeness that felt both sculpted and lived in, as if time had refined rather than diminished him. His face was all intention and quiet intensity, high cheekbones carved with classical precision, a strong, decisive jaw softened by natural warmth, and dark arresting eyes that were perpetually steady and contemplative. His dark hair had a touch of silver at the temples, a distinguishing feature that framed his face like an artist’s careful shading, emphasizing the structure of his brow and the expressive set of his mouth. What made him even more striking was the atmosphere he carried, the quiet gravity of a man who knew exactly who and what he was. If he were dressed in a potato sack, I thought I could still easily pick him out as someone powerful and possessed of great secret knowledge. 

I could never marry a man, but I thought if I were to ever stay with any man, it would probably be a man like him. He caught me ogling him and was kind and classy enough not to point it out. 

Apollo’s snowmobile was pure white and clear, a marvel of modern engineering blended so well into the glacier you might not have seen it from ten feet away, if you hadn’t known it was there. It was a half hour right back around the mountains and back through a narrow pass that was probably deserted on every map in the world. It was about a half an hour later that Apollo’s fourth meeting place came into view. It was sterile, hyper-modern, and gigantic, looking for all the world like a Bond villain’s remote lair. 

He showed me inside, where it was just as stunning. It seemed as though every wall were glass, likely except for the ones underground, affording incredible vistas of the mountains and the glacier and the North Atlantic. The actual interior decor was what you’d expect from a sophisticated billionaire, tasteful minimalist neo-modern, if that was even the right phrase. Interior decorating was not my field, obviously. What a power move it was, I thought, living in a glass house when you’re a debaucherous pervert who has daily freaky sex with both men and women. That spoke to his confidence about his utter and complete privacy, that nobody would ever come near enough to make anything awkward for him. 

Once we were inside, there was little conversation to start. He’d been aware of my movements; I didn’t need to make a report or anything. We didn’t have ‘hello conversation’ to catch up
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