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DISCLAIMER

To respect the privacy of the families I worked with, I have altered various personal details. Despite these changes, the wealth and behaviour on display in these pages is an entirely authentic representation of the world I encountered during my career as a private tutor. I’m only sorry I couldn’t use their real names. Seriously, you wouldn’t believe what some of these people call their children.



PROLOGUE

A naked Russian oligarch is spanking me in his basement. His weapon is a birch branch, the setting his luxurious home sauna. Above us is 30,000 square feet of one of Moscow’s most obscene private homes, an original Damien Hirst above the fireplace, a vacuum cleaning system built into the skirting boards. Risking great cultural offence, I have declined to remove my trunks on account of my twelve-year-old pupil Nikita – the oligarch’s son – who sits beside me on a cedar bench, watching his father spank me. We are wearing pointy felt caps to keep our heads cool, causing the oligarch to resemble a kinky elf. Invisible speakers serenade us with a desolate pan pipe cover of ‘Bridge Over Troubled Water’. A light display rotates kaleidoscopically, illuminating the oligarch’s genitals in a variety of unexpected hues. Everyone is silent, but I can’t think of anything to say that wouldn’t make things worse. Then Nikita looks at me with a mysterious smile.

‘Now my mother will bring us honey.’

Honey? Russian saunas are strictly gender segregated, but I should have known Nikita’s mother Maria would find a way in. I can’t claim I hadn’t encouraged her, having only days earlier serenaded her with a series of melodramatic love ballads at famed Moscow karaoke joint Who Is Who. On our chauffeured car ride home, she had fallen drunkenly asleep with her head in my lap and proceeded to have an intense dream while murmuring and licking her lips.

‘Do you like it?’ asks the oligarch, landing another strike on my thighs with his branch. I’m not sure if he means the honey or the spanking.

‘Mmm,’ I say non-committally.

While I have no desire to offend my host, I am equally keen for the experience to end. Not for the first time, I find myself wondering: how the hell did I end up here?
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