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CHAPTER ONE:  Dasha
There is something thrilling about being in bed with a Frenchman, even if he does have a small cock which he can't get up, I thought, as Pierre gently kissed my eyelids and stroked my face. I sighed as if in pleasure, when, really, my mind was occupied with the thought that it is disappointing how European men seemed to have little boy cocks that put you more in mind of diaper changing than fucking.

Even though my eyes were closed, I knew he was furiously stroking himself in a vain attempt to achieve an erection. I could hear its desperation. It sounded more painful than erotic and I decided to let him off the hook at once.

The obvious: "It's okay, it happens to everyone," seemed too banal a thing to say to a sexy CEO. Too ordinary a thing to say in a place as extraordinary as Moscow. That expression, I decided, was only suited for the Upper East Side.

"Pierre," I muttered, suddenly opening my eyes and leaning over him with a kiss, "You need to leave now.” 

"But I am in love with you!” he said in that wonderful, French way.
"Trust me, you aren’t," I said, in that wonderful, Brooklyn way.
He stroked my arm. "I might be."

"Go home to your wife," I answered. "I'll make some coffee while you get dressed."

Eventually, I managed to extricate him from the flat. Impotence is, after all, a bore, particularly during a drunken one night stand. It never occurred to me to blame myself: I look so good these days, I drive myself crazy with lust when I look in the mirror. But that's only because you can't eat in Moscow and lose weight as quickly as Tim loses passports at Opera, but more on that later.

As usual, the anxiety that sets in after a drunken night took hold of me. What did I say? And to whom? And how did I end up with Pierre? Did I meet him at the first club? Or was it the second? Had he come back to the house party? Or was it only the Mishas that came back here? But, no, he must have come back here, because he WAS  here. It was going to take some reconstruction. That I made a spectacle of myself with Pierre was for sure, or he wouldn't have ended up in my bed.  And he'd been what you hoped, if you excluded the small dick and the impotence (which admittedly was hard to do):  handsome, husky, wealthy, romantic....he went down.....and down....and down....and oh. Well, oh!
I took comfort in something Big Misha had told me last week: "It is better, Dasha, to wake up in bed next to a random stranger than a pile of your own vomit". Truer words were never spoken. At least, not in Moscow.

I grabbed a few painkillers that would be illegal in the States, but which I can buy like candy at the Apteka up the street, and sipped another cup of coffee in the semi-light of another summer day in Moscow: freezing cold and pouring rain.

I decided to check the blackberry. Quite often, it's a useful first step in the Saturday morning reconstruction. I had a lot of texts, but I opened Ellen's first.

Ellen, an English girl I worked with, was in Istanbul with some New Zealand guy from work for the weekend, so her text wasn't going to help me much, but I wanted to see how it was going with the guy and to remind her to pick up some Chanel loose powder at Duty Free.

"So, you've taken a lover I hear," the message read.

"Don't forget the Chanel," I wrote back.


One of the Mishas must have sent Ellen a text during the course of the evening. Probably Big Misha. Big Misha. Our first conversation began with him shouting at me in a club after way too many gin and tonics: "So, what are you running away from?" 

Almost everyone who ends up in Moscow is running away from something dreadful. Well, not really. They just like to think they are.

"Everything," I had answered. (I'm no exception).

But if you really were running away from something, landing up in Moscow would be jumping from frying pan to frying pan, and you'd just end up on fire trying to clear the burner. You'd end up burning alive. It occurred to me the other day that once you've run away to here - there's nowhere else to run to. Where can you run if you're running from Moscow?

Fred thinks you can go home. He's "home" now, in Sydney, trying to find out. I think we're all waiting with baited breath. Will he come back? Won't he? Henry thinks he will. I think he won't. Fred and Henry aren't their real names, but I haven't changed the names to protect their identities: I just call them Fred and Henry. More on that later too.

Speaking of identities, I'm just calling myself Dasha for now on, but that's obviously not my real name. I wanted a Russian name and Dasha works for my real name. My friend Heather can't really have one, since there's no equivalent name in Russian. So, I just call her Hasha and she seems to like it. God knows why. 

The pills were starting to take their lovely effect and I decided to update my Facebook status. I opened the French doors leading to my library and sat down on the window seat that overlooks Novinsky and one of the buildings called the Seven Sisters that Stalin built around my ring road: a monstrosity with a Soviet star on the top that glows red at night. When I'd first arrived, I didn't realise there were seven of these and, trying to walk home from work one snowy night, I'd spotted one and, aiming for it, ended up hopelessly lost on the wrong ring road.

Novinsky Boulevard is not a street, though it claims to be one. It also claims to be the "Garden Ring" when there is nary a tree in sight. Apparently, in the old days, there had been gardens here which had been ripped up by the Soviets to create this ring road: the third ring road. It is more like the Brooklyn Queens Expressway, but three times as large. To cross the street you have to walk 10 minutes to an underpass that might as well have a sign that reads “Beware: Drunk Russian Rapists.”  Day and night, except for Victory Day, the traffic is incessant. On Victory Day, in May, they stop the traffic and send tanks down it with empty nukes and I could finally open the windows and air the flat out with only the strange rumbling sound of the tanks as background noise. I felt very Casablanca when that happened. Very.
I changed my status to: "I drink too much. I do too many drugs. I fuck around. I waste days and time. I spend too much time at parties. I spend too much time alone. I spend too much money. I talk too much. I smoke too much.  I don't write. I indulge myself......"

There's a shorter way of saying all that, I realised:

"I live in Moscow".

COMING NEXT WEEK:  Face Control
