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IN CASE you missed all the trappings of Ayre’s success, he had a throne built for himself

THEBILLIONAIRE

Canadian: tycoon Calvin Ayre ziis living a l]ife of
frat boy dreams, just ahead of U.S. authorities
BY CHRISTOPHER SHULGAN « PHOTOGRAPHS BY NAOMI HARRIS

He so wants to be a star. Not a Hollywood
star. That level of name recognition, he’d like

that. But with respect for his business acu-

men aswell. Like Diddy or Trump, or, better,
Richard Branson—equally comfortable inan
investment bankers’ offce as the boldfaced
type of the gossip blogs. It would all be in the

name of his brand, of course, of Bodog Enter-

tainment Group SA, which started out as an
Internet gambling company but which Ayre
is looking to turn into something more.

So today, wearing an expression of patient

indulgence under his Bulgari sunglasses, the
45-year-old Ayre is on the Pacifc coast of
Costa Rica to attend a day of fiming for his
mixed-martial arts TV show, BodogFight,
which is broadcast in Canada on The Fight
Network. He arrives in achartered helicopter,
then is chauffeured by bulletproof Hummer
to the set. It’s a stunning location—a boxing
ring set up on the beach, and serenaded by
the Pacifc surf. Ayre’s Bodog logo saturates
everything from the fghters’ knuckles to the
matching bikinis of the women hired to traipse

around the ring between rounds. One employee
even has Bodog tattooed on hisshoulder blades.
Aside from Ayre, the events’ only real specta-
tors are a couple of ringside announcers, and
Ayre’s harem of Costa Rican pin-up girls, who
arrange themselves around him, their chests
swollen with saline and their tans crispy like
Swiss Chalet chicken.

Over the nextsix hours, Ayre and the ladies
watch 22 fghters kick and punch and knee
their way through 11 different bouts. “We’ve
taken the sport of mixed-martial arts and
wrapped it Bodog-style,” he says. That means
injecting a healthy helping of sex appeal. The
show’s educational component involves a
fghter teaching a mixed-martial arts move to
a female student; the student then practises
the move on another female student, Ayre
says, “to bring in the whole chicks-having-sex
thing into the equation.” Plus, two of today’s
bouts are all-female affairs. “There’s nothing
like a girl fght,” Ayre says, actually rubbing
his hands in anticipation. In that one, the
fghter starts things off with a cartwheel kick
to her opponent’sface. Later, another fghter’s
nose is so badly broken he must be airlifted
to hospital. “Beat him up!” one cornerman
shouts. “Do it for your daughter!”

Atone point, the local Costa Rican woman
whose hand he caresses throughout the day,
dressed in awhite cotton sundress and bright
red platform heels, asks him, “Why you no
cheer?” Ayre explains he doesn’t want to be
seen favouring any single fghter. “I just want
good entertainment, and no one to get hurt,”
he explains. Then he winces as one fghter
executes an illegal tag to a particularly sensi-
tive point on his opponent’s midsection. “Not
seriously hurt, anyway.”

Ayre and his girlfriends are featured
onscreen often through the day’s fiming.
“There’s Calvin Ayre,” says the announcer.
“The reason we're all here today. Calvin Ayre
is the man.” As an assistant mops his brow,
and periodically applies makeup, Ayre sits
onan elaborately cushioned dais, constructed
of driftwood and palm fronds. Just in case
we missed the Hummer and the girls and
everything else, just to be extra sure we get
that Ayre is the star of this show, the chief
Bodog is sitting on a throne.

During the last year, Ayre’s name has
received top billing in adifferent drama, one
with astoryline not so much to his liking—less
sex, higher stakes. Since it frst began taking
bets in 2000, Ayre’s Bodog has become one
of the largest online gambling companies
catering to the U.S. market. His was a big
industry, with worldwide revenues of about
$12 billion a year in 2005, half of that gener-
ated from the U.S. market. (All fguresin U.S.
dollars.) Bodog was well situated—not the


creo



