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Introduction

H ave you ever met amonster?

A true sociopath?

My adoptive parents were convinced they had.

Me.

Not immediately; they met me at age five;they had real concerns after a year or
two, but a decade later they were convinced the orphan they had taken into the
bosom of their perfect home was fundamentally broken, and sure to mature
into true Bond villainy or at very least, shoot up a school in vengefuteen angst.
It was gun crime that orphaned me, so | guess if the prospects include growing
up to be billionaire philanthropist Batman, or a teenager who shoots up a

schoobui f!'tubut! bsfol!lu!sfbmmz!jo!nz!gbwpvs/

Perhaps it was because | threatened to kill them at age nine.

(They knew | meant it)

Ju! xbtolu!tpnf! bepmftdfou! pvucvstu! cfdbuvt
| was not that kind of child.

It was a calculated and deliberate message conveyed to themwith full menace.

Um, va the babysitter.

(The malevolence of that method thrilled me more and caused ripples of other

collateral upset that | found to be delicious)



There are only 6 degrees of alternate reality that separate me from the

malignant sociopath | might have become.

Perhaps cult leader, groomer, predator Ted Bundy, Jim Jones;Harvey

Weinstein, Donald Trump.

Narcissist.

(Social media influencer?Motivational speaker?)
Fwjimlsvot!jo!l!nz!jotujodut<!ju!t!gsjnbm-11I
will. The desire to win, to conquer, defeat, to be right, to dominate and be

worshipped.

Safe.

Unbeatable and in control of all that exists and happens around me.
Xijdi!pg!dpvstf-!jt!bo!bduvbm!jngpttjcj mj
me.

And so, fear runs and throbs in my veins as powerfully as (and in perfect

harmony with) my inner predator.

| have fought this my whole life. Unconscious of it for the first half, and | did

some true cruelty to people. Unwittingly but unforgivably (I think).

| became conscious of it in mid adulthood. Quite an awakening. A very uglygelf-

awareness that dawned on me slowly like the Kraken awakening from the very

deep.

| have fought it. Like a superhero battling inner demons, the gothic and the light,

the inner torment that drives the most loved anti-heroes.

But it does not feel that heroic in the flesh.

It is a mental health battle to be good, to do good, to find an ethic to live by,
cfdbvtf! mpwjoh!ivnbo! f npujpgychdlogy fromthis! hf of
flesh, from this heart.

That is the defining thing.

The absence of the usual bonding emotions most humans have. The emotions

that keep a parent protective and loving of a child.



The emotions of love and generosity of twoanimals that bond because an
infant fares better within the support structure of a family unit.

The emotions that some species have to function as communities as societies.
Love. Protection. Grief.Loss. Attachment. The emotions people feel when they
hold hands. Or hug. The emotional reunion.

Ui f!fngbuiz!qf pgmf! gffm!luibu!t!ifmqgt!uifi
each other hold families or communities together.

And those things people feel when they have sex.

Yeah.

J!lepo! at! i bwf ! ui

These human bonding emotions and empathy were shocked out of me as a
five-year-old, through trauma, | shut them down,auto-pilot protecting myself.
Setting off a chain of events a lifetime long, hurting people, conquering,
winning, beating, using, grooming, manipulating Finding safe spaces,
territorialising them, owning them, grooming the communities so | was safe.
Devoid of those emotions that most people take for granted.

Most of my life; entirely oblivious to the emotions people were feeling around
me.

J!lejeolu!fwfo!ll opx!J! xbt!ejggfsfoul
Mfu!nflufmm! zpv!nz!tupsz!)tbjeluif!obsdjt
traumatic and defining moment of my life.

The five-year-old me named it; | called it the Kill Kill Day.



Chapter 1
Kill Kill Day

Five years old.

J ! wdrable. Ginger, freckles. My mum LOVED me and loved dressing me up in

matching shorts and tops. This was 1972. Velour V-necks; picture Will

Robinson from the original Lost In Space tv series.

Nz! obnf! xbt! Epnjojd!uifo/!Epn/!day,f! pomz! ¢
though apparently it was a nick name that had evolved. An entirely different

name appeared on my birth certificate apparently.

My teddy bearwas wearing some frilly costume u i bdwstblénfrom my

neighbour!s Timey Tell doll, and which looked much beter on Teddy than the

obl fe!tubuf !l mdyhave beégnfivd yegrsmlf, but lunderstood

modesty and class; my darling mum raised me well. | think she dreamed she

was a worldly and elegant European, not a separated single parent in outer

suburbs of Adelaide.| clung to my teddy like asilly three-year-old might, but |

was the youngest child of five brothers and my role in the ecesystem of this

family was the young spoiled cutesy kid. And lembraced my role. Inormally

took better care of the teddy, but today he was pressedhard and carelessly up

against the passenger window, and my tight, panicky grip on his arm was

making my knuckles white.

You see there was a gang of people circlingthebs ! J! xbt ! mpdl fe!j o/

nztfmg!jo!ju/!tUifsflxfsfolu!b!mpu!pg!thbgf



inside of thiscar- ! n z ! e bwad justiright the people knocking and

gesturing earnestly at me were clealy at bay, and their fraughtattempts at

getting to me failed and frustrated them.

Ju! xbt!sfgpsufeljoluiflqgsftt!)ebzt! mbuf s’
epo!u!sfnfncfs!juluibu!xbz/!"Uifz!xfsf! pvi
In my right hand, also pressed up againstthegq bt t f ohf s! xj oepx-! xbt

gun. My knuckles were white on that fist too.

(Above; me and Teddy; heterosexual brother with truck.
Below: another brother withgurMf u! t ! bt tvnf !l jult! bl upz-!tcvu! hj wf

assumption.)




Onlygj guffo!'njovuft!fbsmjfs!J!lelcffo! bmpof
of an airport parking lot. | was dressed only in mypyjama bottoms, and covered

in a light layer ofAussiedustg s pn! ui f!' f bsmjfs!fwfout! pg! u
nflup!cf!tpymfe-!ps!gppsmz!esfttfe-!cvul!i
me in the carand told me to stay. Just to stay. Just that one word. Being told

xi bulup!ep! xbt! of wgsuit. But theje mas a gohvatiomand nz ! t u ¢
importance to his communication of this one word today, that | knew to stay.

So when the gang of police officers became visible to me, running towardand

circling the car, it was with the same conviction and importance that | set to,

scrambling around the car, punching the door locks closed with my fist. My fist,

because both hands were furiously attached to my bear and the gun, both of

which were surrogates for a comfort blanket that morning. Not to be let go of.

It had been manyhours since my dad had shot and killed my mum in the side

yard of our house, beside (yes actually) a white picket fence. It had been many

l pvst-!tcvu! bo! fufsojuz! bo e 'toldhe bagkséaboli - ' t | 0
ebe! t ! IHuntemsafarioSincethen, we (my dad and I) hadbeen driving
bspvoe!uifl!tvcvscbo! t,cleverlyoutwittipgghe2 : 81! t ! Be f
pursuing police. Xf ' el cf f ol esjwjoh!gbtu!bulujnfit-1"
mostly silent, and | could hear a half full lottle of coca cola hurtling around the

back seat as we spun corrers, clashing with two other guns beneath the seats.
Btjeflgspn!nz!ebe!t!tusbohf!nppe-!"ju!ibe!
the chasing police. My dad made sure | saw it as an adventug.

So | was not about to let them into the car.

Hours passed, as they approached, circled, tried to get into my urgentjocked

car.
Ju!qspcbcmz! xbtolulipvst/
Jul!gspcbcmz! xbto!l!u!ipvst!bu! bmm/

But for hours, it seemed,| remained against the passenger window, watching
the flailing panicked police officers, impotent against my door-locking prowess.

Ui flgffmjoh! pg! bewfouvsf!ibelqgbttfe<!J! ej



apparently (the social workers told me later) | was screaming and crying, but

ui bu!kvtu!epftolu!tpvoe! mjl f!nf/

At all.

J!'n!b!wfsz!dpngptfelgfstpol/

So | dispute that.

J! 1 of x! n z tgnibgad helf. Hedhdd abandoned me in this car to pursue
something much more important.Boe! J! |l of x- ! J! 1l of x! i f! xbt
Il f!' xbtolu!hpjoh!lup!ifmg/!Ju! xbt!kvtu! nf/!
They got in of course, the hoard of policemenoutsid¢ ! J! epo! dhabopx! i p
been so brilliantly thorough and swift with my door-locking. It was through a

rear passenger door behind me as | remained glued to the frenzy outside my

own passenger window.

But | was angry. My safe space had been violated, and these people, pretending
up'!cf!l joel!boel! gspufduj wf-"!xfsf ! &wweull gppmj
fought them. And | would continue to fight. For the ensuing decades | would

fight.

But let me slow down. | race, emotionally as | tell these words.

As with all mariticides, the story starts much eatrlier.

Dp! xf ! spnboujdj {f!nfnps) fwa@tobdlidvenmyx ! xf ! ep -
nfnpsjft!bsfolu!usvf/

Tp!J!xpo! u/

My memory of home life before the Kkill kill was bliss. Later testimonies would
lead me to believe tha there was violence and passion between my mothe and
father; stuff my older brothers (I had four) would have been more aware of.
More impacted by. Later testimonies would reveal that my parents had been
together, though unmarried, for fifteen or more years, living in pretend,
tempestuous marriage, and parentingfour (at that time teenage) boys. After
fiftteen or more years, this tempestuousrelationship came to a kind of

mercurial climax of which | know nothing, but what followed was a breakup and

a reunion, a marriage (legitimately), and another boy.



Me.

| was born of a passionate reunion.

Never forget that, as this story continues.
u!'t!tpnfuijoh!Jlgffm!ljo!nz!cpoft!fwfsz!e
Born of conflict and passion and violence and collision and union.

Just like the universe.

Life was bliss.

J!lepolu!sfnfncfs!nz!nvn! boelater,ltwdsafj oh! upl
surprise to me that they were separated for most of my time with them.

J uamazing how children can take things very simply, and for granted.

| remember having great days out with my dad. | remember toys and rides and

fun.

If he fought with my mum, which | learned later he did; | was unaware. | only

remember one fight.

The big one, the kill kill one, the last day, the day my bliss ended.

| remember spending every day with my mum. This, | remember in the same

way that some people believe in religion or cling to faith. | remember being

inseparable, we were one. Her happiness was my happiness, her misery mine.

She cried a lot. | remember sitting n the car for a million car journeys as she did

her errands, and we talked. We talked like lovers might talk, our intimacy was

absolute. | knew every detail of her changing moods and temperaments,

because they were mine too. When she yelled at traffic, shavas yelling my fury

too, and when she cried, those tears were mine, oursThey tasted the same. |

|l opx-1J!l el mjdl fe! i fcomfartédther tthiathvasimty jod. Myi f me ! n |
purpose. She clutched to me desperately when she cried. Often, in her favorét
dibjs!)ju!"spdl fe-lTuijt!dibjs-!cbdl!boe! gj
gbwpsjuf!sfdpse! pwfs!boe! pwfs/ ! Ju! xbt! dzXi
gosh how she cried and clutched me. It was bliss.

We built cubby houses together out of overurned chairs and blankets, with

tunnels to crawl through that led to small intimate spaces to cuddle and clutch.

10



Xfltmfqu!uphfuifs!bu!ojhiu/!lOjhiut!xfsfl!l.e
gvu! nflup!cfe-!nz!pxo! cfe-,becaugeher! e! xbml ! 1
loneliness was too much for her to bear. It hurt me just as much, and she cried

mftt! xifolJdJ!lxbt! xj ui l-schod,andxX i havéeflfaistj wf ! nf !
conversations when it came time for me to get out of the car. The nuns would

stand in the doorway, greeting the children, and the ritual was the same, every

day. Even after all the children were dropped off by their mums, and had

foufsfeluiflcvjmejoh-!tuifzlelxbjulgps!nf-
tbnf! gsbvhiu!ldepotwbosubajfpoap! Hipt up! tdi ppm-_
tiflelcf!ibqqjfs!jg!J! tAndblwdseghtilbnaw ! xj ui ! i f

tifleldsz!nptu!pg!luiflebz-!1J!I'lofx!ipx!ejq
sense | stayed home.That to me, was logic, and | sawit better than the adults

did.

Still do.

These fraught conversations were our ritual, and the nuns knew as well as |

how it would end.

(Mum & Dad)

11



(Mum)

12



| knew what was best, and | was a great arguer even at age 5. A great fighter.

Not a groomer, that skill would develop in the next family; at this stage | was a

hsf bu!efcbufs!boe!J!lofx!xifolJ!xbt!sjhio!
We invariably drove home togetter, and got about our daily routine. Driving

around to our errands, talking intimately, yelling at traffic, and rocking, crying in

ui fldibjs-!mjtufojoh! up! d¥erdnddvéerandwf ! b mm!
repeat.

And our bedtime routine.

My days had this blissful, divine purpose, comforting my mother, despite

herself.

My brothers would come home after school, and interrupt our intimacy. But

that was OK; my mother enjoyed the distraction of managing her teenage boys.
Perhapslididtoo. The ' e! gmbz! xjui ! nf!joltuifldvccz!i
built. i f z! e! cvijme! l juft!boel!tfuluifn!gsff! |
of us, on our bikes down the neighborhood street, me being left behind on my
three-wheeler, unable to keep up with my &cited big brothers chasing the kite

on their grown-up bikes.

Bliss.
Jul!ejeolu!tffn!peelup!nfluibulnz!gbuifs!
tvsqsjtfelup! mfbso!uibuliflejeo!l!u! mbufs! |
after the kill kill. I learnee ! mput ! pg! uijoht! mbufs!uibul! ej
memory. An autopsy revealed that my mother had no breasts. Thed ps pof s ! t
sfgpsu! sf beThe epstsaredbrfiogmiallg firrh akid protuberant

suggesting plastic insertsLJ ! J ! mm! bt t was maleu Myfrdgelbpis p o f s !
when | think of a stupid man prodding and poking and examiningmyn pui f s !t
naked dead body. Had she had cancer? Had she had breast implants? Is that

what had caused the reunion and marriage between my father and mother so

late in life? The reunion and marriage that gave birth to me? Had cancer

brought them together? Had amastectomy torn them apart? What happened to

their sex life? Why the violence?

13



Cvu'lui ftf!xfsflrvftujpot!uibu!ejeolu!cpul
my memory is mine. | remember my mother being a model. | remember her

being tall, blond, almost masculne in her Amazonian womanhood, she could

terrify the scariest of monsters in my closet, manipulate any stupid man. She

could stand up to my big scary father. She towered above all people, long

determined strides, nothing got in her way. She ruled our housgeven when Dad

was there. She ruled our neighborhood, she ruled the streets and the traffic that

was in her way.

Ui flovot! xpvmeo!u!esfbn!pg!bshvjoh! xjuil!i
Ui bu! xpvmeo!u!i bwfluvsofe! pvu! xfmm! gps! ui
Butlplayedmypartj o! ui bu! upp/ ' Epoltul gpshfulnz!tus
mother were the same.

Strong.

Predatorial strength; the strength that sleek fierce predators have, the strength

needed by people who have had to fight andnanipulate and innovate earnestly

to survive.
Cvu!tusfohui!boe!ifjhiu!boe!gjhiu!bsf!opl
|l opx! xi z!nz!npui fsldsjfe/!J!epolu!l opx! xi
my Dad was violent; | never saw that, except for that one day. | do know what
PTSDislike,l opx! xi bu! jul!t!mjl f/ 13!l opx!ipx!jul
epft!lup! bl qf st po-mastdctenpyas!like brl aonarrkagex likiow ! b !

that anyone who made my mother unhappy felt my wrath, my glare. It was that

of a survivalist predator. Petulant, spoilt angry children can be terrors when

defending their mother, and no one was as gifted as me in that regard.

J!'ntui fltbnflupebz/
J!dbo!u!jnbhjof!xiz!uifz!tubwatfleumssp hf ui f s -
opx!lup!cf*RQUWZEQGGDbUI £ p btheyneteomanied xaspmte
gbsfoujoh! gpvs!cpzt-!mjwjoh!joltvcvscbol!
before mother is such a mystery; no relatives, just a war diary, and a set of

encyclopedias. He was a travelling salesman, my father. He sold encylopedias.

14



You know; after killing people in the war with guns. He sold encyclopedias and
killed his wife.

| do know that | loved the time | had with my dad. | loved my dad. My emotions

xpslfeluifo-!1J!'nltvsf/ 1 J!nltvsf! JlIgfmul!j
p
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And | loved the few, the awfully few years | had with my mum. That intimacy
defines a person, defines a life. It sets a person up for life.
Well it has the potential to, unless it is violently ripped away.

| know my memories, if not all the facts.

But | am procrastinating. | will tell you about this day, with the special name.

The day had started as they often do. My mother had wanted me to go to
tdippm-!tcvu!J!gfmu! puifsxjtf-!boeltpnfip>
fwfolcfgpsf!JVeéelUhpwhftoldendbtstfeo®! nz! i fbe-"!
bottoms were my only clothing through some particularly intense adventures
bdsptt!uif!djuz!uibulebz/!"J!'nlopu!tvsf! xi
that the entire rest of your life pivots upon, but it seeans that on this day, the

universe deemed it to be nothing but pajama bottoms. Me with my sense of

modesty and class. Pajama bottoms were the only thing between my naked

16



vulnerability, my innocence, and the glaring gawking eyes of hundreds of

shocked onlookers and players, in this game of chase and kill that would unfold

that day. Well | had my teddy bear with me, and a gun, so | guess they could be
considered protective too.

It was a telephone call between my mother and father that first alerted me to
ebohfs/ ! Jlepolulsfnfncfs!tuif!efubjmt-1!cvi

wrong.

Then | have a memory gap.

Ui fo! J!n!j o!mymbthecidtitete bnd bhe ie bleeding from the

nose. Not from the nostrils. This is a very bad wound, and she is panickd. My

gbui fst!jtluifsf-ltcvuliflt!l!opuluifl!lgpdvt!]
her screams. Her screams are her telling me to go getMr. and Mrs. Tester, our

neighbors. But it felt wrong to leave amid such urgency.

Nextmemory:J ! n! mp d Ipfyeobm. dHe tooni we built the cubby houses

in out of blankets and overturned sofas.My Teddy bear was in there, whichwas

a good thing. | was too adult for a teddy bear, but | kept him with me most days;

not for the reasons most children like teddies. | was too old for that. It was just

a habit from my younger years, and | was glad to have him (I mean itjhis day.

Dad had locked me there in the playroom | knew how to get out, the lock was
po!uif!jotjef<!lcvu! J! x began'the procbssnah! f opv hi ! 1
dragging the heavy sofa over to the door, to stand on, to unlock the door. It took

an hour.

Ju!qspcbcmz!ejeo! ul/
Jul!gspcbcmz!ejeocol!u!lubl f!uibu!mpoh! bu! bmm/
But it took an hour, it seemed, to get outof the playroom, and when | did, thing

were calmer.

No.

Quieter.

17



My father was in charge now.| knew this as if the Earth had shifted on its axis.

It was like gravity was different or something. He led me away by the hand, and

| was quiet. There was something very safe about my dad holdingmy hand.

You know when a mother cat carries her kittens by the scruff of the neck, and

they go limp, passive.

Ui bu! t ! xi bhandholdWwas ke ! t !

Nvn! xbtoluluifsf-!ltif!xbto!u!bozxifsft/ ! J!
| could feelitinthegravity ! j o! ui f! Fbsui !t! byjt/

| knew not to ask. | knew to be quiet.

And dad had me by the scruff of the neck.

| mean by the hand.

He led me to his car.

There was a very large box in the garage, it was where we kept firewood for the

fireplace we neverusedFnquz - ! pcwj pvtmz-!pg!gjsfxppe-
go.

Nz! npui fs!xbt!jo!uibu!cpgmviyButlegsbmpu! | opx! i
passive in the clutch of myg b u i hargl.! t

We drove. We were quiet for the first hours, we were both numb from the

mornioh! t ! f wfout-!boe!ju!xbt!ojdf!boe!tbgf!
and | sat in the back, in my pajama bottoms, still clutching that teddy bear as if |

was some child. Just a habit. | watched the city out of the window as we drove

through it. Morning. People going to work, mums taking their boys to school,

mums running errands, yelling at traffic. Red lights, green lights, walk signs.
Ebel!t!esjwjoh!dbst-!Tup!xpsl!gspcbcmz-"! hstf
There was lots to watch, and we were just driving, together, in $&nce, with

each other. This felt vely intimate, just the two of us, sharing this numb

togetherness.

The intimacy intensified after hours, driving.J u! t ! bt ! j g! J! dpvme! i f
and the first hours in the car, his thoughts had been silent, numb. But his

thoughts were becoming agitated, and | could hear them, like he was speaking.

18



dzXi bu'! t!'i bqgqqgfof e/ ! Xi?Why!ldaeg sbd atways takeb | f ! n f
me do thisstuff? Bitch. Infuriating bitch, wly does she make me do that.

What have | done? What happens now. Where am | driving. Oh my God, the

boys, oh my God, David. What is going on. What have | done, what have |

done, what have Hone®1.J

His thoughts were all over the place, his moods were changig faster than

humans can normally do. This was guilt, and anger, and denial, and fury, and

despair, and unimaginable shame, pain, regret, all raging faster and more

furiously than human beings can manage. A person explodes with all that stuff

happening inside them so furiously.

J!le!'npwfelup!ui f! gs pohiglaimf(becaisdhisédndsbt ! i p me |
were busy driving). | just stared in his face, because it was calmingor him. It

xpsl felgps!nz! nvn-! b oltevasimy role mthsecdsystemp e ! bu ! 1
that was my family.

We drove, and | held his furyand turmoil for some more hours.

We stopped. Manytimes: we stopped at phone booths around the city. He

made calls. They were all to the police (mostly), professing guilt, explaining

Xi bulif!evepof U"Jfds! xi bul xbt!tbjel!pol!lui-
cvu!ju!mpplfe!mjlf!nz!lebe! xbtolu! mjtufoj
Nonsense some of it. He usually hung up after just stopping midsentence,

frozen still in thought, before just repladng the receiver. Back to the car.
J!'xbt!zpvoh-!cvu!J!Ilofx!xflelepof!tpnfui )]
wanted us to either go see them, go home, or to come find usl was young but

ui fzl!ejeolu!l!tffnlup!voefstuboe! xibu!ibel:
seemed to think that we were bad. They wanted to catch us.

We were driving again. Parking sometimes down side suburban streets. A man

watering his lawn outside a house we were parked by, waved and remarked

what a lovely morning it was. It was very odd. Why would he say such a thing?
Dpvmeo!u!ifltfflxibu!xbt!hpjoh! po@ Xi z! e]

| hated him and his lovely morning.
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One of the phone calls on one of our phoneébooth stops seemed to be about

my big brothers. Dad was askng someone to assemble them inthe

Headn b t u Office.tHe said we were going to their school. This was the first

time inthese hoursui bu! xf ! e! i b e tualldefived dpgtination.Mhiso ! b d

felt good, Dad seemed more purposeful. He still needed my calming skills, but

his focus was on a destination, and their seemed to be a plan. | held his arm,

and we both faced forward, at the road that was taking us somewhere planned,

for the first time that morning.

We arrived at my brotherd school. They were all in a big secondary education

tdi ppm-!boe!ju!xbt!cjh! boe! pWMefleithe f mnj oh/ !
safety and emergency of our car, and walked toward the giant collection of
buildings, so quet with everyonej o! dmbttft /! Boel ui fol xf! xf
and my dad was telling her things. My dad seemed bossy and a bit scary to her
gspcbcmz-!tcvu!luibu!t!pomz!cfdbvtf!tifl!eje
urgency of our morning. My brothers were not assembled there.

| suddenly became aware of the plan, and it was not a plan we shared, it was

nz! ebel!t! gmbo-"! b o emyself aonesirothe wffice jtold fowgitu / ! J ! g |
as if I was a child. Alone, told to sit on a chair. The nun hadeft me there, told

me to sit, while she left to collect my brothers from classes.

And my dad had left, walking back to our car.

To leave.

| became furiously aware of what was happening.

Why would my father abandon me like this?

We had shared this urgert morning, no two people in the history of the world,

had ever been so unitedand so intimate as we had that morning.

Why would he abandon me?

Jlejeolu!i bwflujnflupluijol!xiz/!VIflxbt! e
morning, all | knew was where | bebnged, where | was meant to be.

Another chair needed to be dragged to the door for me to escape yet another

room, and then | was out, running toward our car. My dad was already in it,
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turning slowly out of a parking space, and accelerating away. But | had a hold

on the openwindowsill, and | was climbing in, probably screaming(no probably
opu<!J! n! wfsz! dpn dptimy fecusfwasftrae, myo! b! dsj t j t * |
determination resolute. | was a predator, a survivalist. | kept up with the moving

car, undeterred. | climbed in the carwindow as it drove away, my dad furious,

yelling, butno louder than | was.
Op-!gspcbcmz!opu/!'"J!'"Fn!opu!nvdi!pg!b!zfmr
| was in, inside the moving car.l was back where | needed to be, and the world

was to rights.

We forgave each other immediately (without speaking),because we both knew

the inevitability of our togetherness. My mum had always been wrong about

whether | needed to be in school, or at home withher ' cvu! J! e! bmxbzt!|
And my dad was wrong to leave me behind, but | knew better. | was back in the
dbs-!xf!l xfsfluphfuifs-!boel!uibol!hppeoftt
Cfdbvtf!bevmut!sfbmmz! bsfo! u/

We were driving, but again, we had no planE b e dpdcihlty. Dadwas speaking,

not necessarily to me, but sometimes.

There is no memory problem here. These hours, these things my dad spoke of

this day; these | remember. | remember because he spoke of evetiing that

mattered in the world, everything that was of the human condition. About life,

the meaning of it, the confusion of it, the unfairness of it. He raged against the
purposelessness of existence, he emoted about the joys of one great all time

love. He processed his seltloathing, he philosophized about murder, life, the

foel! pg! mjgf-!dijmesfo!uibu!kvng!joldbs! x]j
them. He summed up womanhood,i f ! | of x! ui f ! x pretbebned ! qmbd f
the role of police in society. He magined his own future, his own very

iImmediate future. He turned himself in to the police at every phone booth we

passed, but then ran, drove. He ached over his morning behaviour. | say ached,

because | have no other word. The ache was like a heavy moistlack cloud in

the car that was busting. Shame or guilt were there, but they feetoo obvious,
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too easy. Awful, confused,uncontainable angst, that just spilled out of him, in

prolific life messages that would serve me for the rest of my life. No thought or

point or realization would stay with him long; this was mercurial waxing, but by

psychic communication as well as mutterings.

Butlhearditallboe! j u! bmm! nbef!tfotf!lup!nf/ ! XfI!l x
morning, it was on both of us. We ran togetherwe drove together, we felt

together. We turned ourselves in to the police at phone booths together, and we

fled together.

We shared it all. The emotions, the ache, the philosophy, the injustice of life

itself, the impossible-ness of it. Intimacy. We wereone.

This was bliss.

(My Dad.)
| was so familiar with this car, this day. | felt like | had lived in it for years. The

giant plastic steering wheel. It was gripped and smackedincessantly this
morning, with the palm of my dad!s hand as he mused and spoke and ached
and yelled and drove. The half empty bottles of coca cola ttat were flung
around the care as we turned corners, sped away, stopped urgently at phone

booths. The swish and glug of them. The way the metal of the guns on the floor
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connected with all the fixtures of thecaraswe fledandd pwf /! J! el cf fo! [
thecarevsjoh!uiftfl!lipvst-!jo!lnz! qbfloddtob! cpuu
back. There were the hours one b eldptthe hours | sat in the passenger seat.

There were the hours | lay on the back seat, when my dad had told me to get

down, to hide. The hours staring out the rear passenger windows, at the

suburbs we drove through, the city. Staring while listenim ! up! nz! ebel! t ! bd
chaotic wisdom. Learning my life lessons.

A person who is about to die, enjoys a great clarity and philosophical capability,

a great wisdom in his final hours. He understands everything, he knows

everything.

My mum in the box.

Deciding whether my dad should live or die before the end of the day was one

of the topics we deliberated the most, in these hours. As the hours wore on and

the streets passed us by, it became the absolute focus of our concern. We had

to figure this out together.
J!ejeolu!rvjuflvoefstuboe-!cvu!J!lvoef st uj
decision-making process.

Do | go to school, or stay home with mum? A dilemma for my mum, but | knew.

Do | stay with my big brothers at their secondary school, or climb back in the

car window with dad? Obvious to me.

| always know best.

Do we live or dietoday? How does this day end?

It was becoming obvious, as the hours wore on, and as we mused on it more.

However,the day wore onp we were together. In bliss, so everything was ok.

It really was.

This was not distressing for me. This was intimacy. This was home, this was
tbgf/!tUijt!xbt!uphfuifsoftt-!tpnfuijoh!J!
my mum and dad with. This was my thing, my rolein the eco-system that was

my family.

J!'n!l hppe! buljul/
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Today, these hours, in this car, we were together, sharing the urgency of life and
death itself, and we were together and intimate. Bliss.

Figuring out together, how it ended. | might not have been talking, it might have
looked to an outsider, like dad was just rambling at yelling at the traffic, at me,
but it was nothing like what it must have looked like; khow what | tell you. This

was togetherness, this was dialogue. We shared this life and death urgency,

boe!J!'xbt!epjoh! xibu!J!elbmxbzt!epof-1!xil
making everything ok, making the big decisions, and looking after the

vulnerable.

| was gluedtotherearpasseh f s! xj oepx-!nz! ebel!t! qij mpt |

Xflelbhsffel!po!ipx!luijt!foefe-!Ijulxbt! kvt
some... more agonizing thought.

There was a gun. There was a gun on the front passenger seat, and there were

two more rattling around the floor of the car with every corner we swerved,

every phone booth we stopped suddenly at. Rattling and swishing around the

gmpps! xjui!b!gfx!tpgu!esjol!cpuumft/ ! Uif!H
a picnic. We always did fun stuff when | got tosee my dad.

So the scene was set, the plan was made, the gun was there, and we all know

how this ends.
Xflejf-1tboel!jultluiflcftuluijoh/ ! Xflelkp]
understand. She alwaysdid.Ti f ! bmxbzt!l ofx!nz!gbui fs!t!
father; it was just his periodicangerXf ! e! ej t dvt i@ uifatels p mef s !
boe!tjodf!luifz!xfsf!bmm!uffobhfst-!tuifz!.e
The illogic of this, as | tell this story, does not escape me. My brothers would

have traumatic lives, and the tragedy would be pased on, for further

generations.

J! xpoefs!jg!jul!ibelcffol!cfuufs!jgluifz!e!
think about that actually.

But another of those damned memory gaps must interrupt this story.
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Graham John BARTIETT, Detective Senior Constable First Grade stat-

Relative to the death by .shoot-
ing of June Elizabeth STUART at
35 Travers Street, STURT, on
Friday 1st December, 1972, and
the subsequent suicide of her
husband Alan Joseph STUART.

ioned at Adelaide CIBy, 8tate8etcesecsss

At about 10.20 a.m. on Friday 1st December, 1972, while at
a dwelling at 35 Travers Street, STURT, investigating the murder
by shooting of an occupant of the premises, Mrs. June Elizabeth
STUART, I heard the telephone in the main bedroom ring and had the
following conversation with & male PersoN.......

I said
He said
I said
He said
I said
He said
I said

He said

I said

He said

"Bartlett speaking"

"Who is speaking?"

"My name is Bartlett. Who is calling please',

"It's Allan Stuart here Mr Bartlett. How's my wife?"

"I think you know that don't you Mr Stuart. Where
are you ringing from? It's important that I get in
touch with you",

"Merino., I just had to do 1it. We've been separated
you know. I Jjust couldn't stand it",

"Where exactly are you Mr Stuart, it's best if I can
see you and have a talk about things",

"I'm at Merino, I've got young Dominic with me, I
tried to leave him at the college but he kept Jump-
ing back in the car",

"Never mind, everything will be all right I'm sure.
Where can I see you?"

"I'1ll come down to the house 0660 6dls

The caller then hung up and did not call again,

The ca_ller,

who was no doubt the deceased woman's husband spoke

quietly without any trace of emotdon in his voice.
Because he appeared so calm I believed that he would indeed
come to the house and I ordered the area cleared of Police vehicles.
Some time later, however, Allan Stuart's car was seen near the
Adelaide airport and shortly after he shot himself in the head as
Police closed in.
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My next memory is of having an awful realization, an awful one. One that ended

my life.

My next memory is sitting alone in the parked car, in my pajama bottoms.

God it was hot.

My dad was gone, and despite my memorygappJ ! | of x! i fl e! mf gu-11J
abandoned me. | think | knew he was deadbut gone, feels more appropriate.

The gravity was different again and | just knew. The intuitbn that accompanies

such intimacy.

| flelepof!luijt!bmpof /!

And | was left behind.

J!dbolu!leftdsjcf!ipx!J!Igfmu/! NMNestribgf gf ! i be!
how that feels. The intimacy, the togetherness, the shared urgency of that day,

of all the daysp was gone. Forever. And | was left behind.

My rage was born in that moment. It fuels me still.

J!lejeo!lu!i bwf!ujnf! up! uiepguadundingtipexcar.! j u! ui p\
Just regular people at first, | remember a person who was probably a mum.

She had that look about her that | know really well, she was a mum. She

knocked kindly on the window, and spoke muffled;c vu! J! ejleedtb,u! mj | f ! |
rolling up all the windows of the car that were open, locking all the doors with

my closed fist. This job seemed an eternity. Or maybe | just kept moving around

the car repeating the locking process, not trusting the locks to protect me. More

people had gatheredaround the car, and they spoke, muffled, knocked, peered

in, shadowing their eyes with their hands. Checking the doors. More people.

Some of them were police now, and the urgency had built. Everyone, at every

window, speaking at me, asking the name of myteddy, where was my dad, my

mum, put down the gun, open the door for them, how long hal | been there,

where was my mum or dad. | was busy racing around the car, locking the doors

with my fist, occasionally a person at the window holding my interest for a

moment.
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Some hours later theygotinnJ u! xpvmeo! u!i bwf! cffo!ipvst -
rememberit.J! epo! u!l opx!i px!tuifz!hpu!jo-!cvul!j
grabbing and | had no choice, no freedom. A theme that was born in that

moment that would stay. Such noise, from all the people, and a firm, firm grip

on my arm that | riled against, | writhed and squirmed and hit and struggled, but

| had no choice, no freedom.The noise, the questions continued, it roared, and

bmm! J! dpvme! tff! x$&dothas,bécauged was puddupdgd, qf p g mf !
amid a bustle of people that were all wanting me, wanting to grab me, and

restrain me and get answers from me.

Memory is poor, but that continued for days. | was in interview rooms with

female police pretending to be kind, but they wanted information, so much

information. The nuns from my school appeared in these days, also acting kind,

but wanting information. Information about that day, about the previous days,

about the previous years, about that day.

| hated them all. Hate would stay with me too, the rest of my life.
J!'sfnfncfs!blipvtf-I1Jlsfnfncfs!fwfojoh/!]I
remember being with them in a way that mattered. | trusted no one now.l was

reborn differently. | died that day.

We werethereb! ebz! ps!luxp!qgfsibqgt @' Ui fo! of x!tus
four brothers. They deliberated over which of them would take which of us to

live with them. The cheek of it. One of them came into my bedroom, he said his

name was Gray, and that we both had redhair and freckles and that that meant

we would be great friends. This disgusted me. That immediate presumption of
intimacy and eternal friendshipt nbdl fe! pglui f!ltbnf! sfwvmt )]
you see a grown man offer a lone child some sweets outside a sclool
gmbzhspvoe/!J!xbt!zpvoh-!lcvu!lJlel mjwfel]j
and toxic masculinity and | felt grooming in my bones, | recognsed it even if |

ejeo!u!l opx!xibu!/ju!xbt/!
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| hated him. It took a second to hate him, and as he tried to contol me and win

my adoration over the next twelve years, my hatred and resistance would only
grow.

He took me away.

He took me to another city, to Melbourne, where he had a family of his ownA

big family, all female, all adoring him, defending him, competing for his approval
which could be (and was often) withdrawn at any moment. The king of the
household. The way he liked it. The family and the dynamic he had created] ! e !
live there and suffer there for twelve years. And as | resisted his grooming
hbnf-1J!el!tvggfs!gvsuifs-!boe!J!e!efwfmp:
predatorial skills of a groomed child, the skills that would keep me safe (and

ruin any chance of happiness) for the est of my life.

28



Surely goodness and mercy shall
follow me all the doys of my life:
And | will dwell in the house

of the Lord for ever.

Psalm 23

In Memory of

ALAN JOSEPH STUART
Passed Away
December 1at 1972

AGED 47 VEARS

Loved Father of
RODNEY ,MARK, KVM,,
GARY § DAVID
Funeral Service Conducted
by
THE REV. FATHER O'MARA
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see

Because it was about to
RAIN!

A bureau Spokesman
Sorted it all out,

~Tt is not just a simple
cold front.” he said.

“This frontal zone from
the west is highly com-
plex.”

He said the bureau saw
it coming, but had to re-
commend to the Country
Fire Authority a State-
wide ban to  cowver the
east. because it was not
affected.

“We have to make the
ban for uniformity in the
state,” he said,

The  bureau expects
showers tonight  with
8USLy south-west winds,

FINE AGAIN

It should fine up again
tomorrow with tempera-
tures in the 20s in the
south of Victoria.

Melbourne's overnight,
temperatures remained in
the 20s after yesterday's
peak of 36 deg.

The temperature today
fell to 19 deg. a( 9 am.
and 18 deg. at 10 a.m. as
the change came.

The change and show-
ers brought some relief to
Victoria's firefighters.

wssuvi LULLIOLTOE out.

The biggest. at Enfield
on the Ballarat-Cressy
road, burnt oyt 9000 acres
of forest.

Anothey big fire in 200 3
acres of forest 11 miles
north of Moe on the Moe-
Erica road, was checked
last night.

DRIZZLE

Low cloud and drizzle
closed Moorabhin airport

Around Hobart, several
hundred men were out in
bush country today fight-
Ing fires that flared up in
yesterday's heat.

Cooler weathey and rain
Were expected to help
bring most of the fres
under control.

NOW FIVE
ARE
ORPHANS

ADELAIDE. — Five boys are

But the CFa duty offi-

orphans today after shooting,

Jury vote

BRISBANE. — The law

to make allowances

so that a murder trial
Jury can vote today.

The jury hzs been lock-
ed up for two weeks for
the trial of a man charg-
ed with murder.

Normally outsiders are
2ot allowed ta snealk tn 4
murder  trial juryman
from the time he s sworn
in. until the end of the

Mr  Justice SEerman
old jurors that special
Irangements had been
nade so that they could
ote.
The *jury.

wWhich has

AUSTRALIA AT
THE POLLS

Their faiher, foung ycs-
terday with g shotgun
wound to the heaq, died
In Queen Elizabeth Hos-
pital  ag oclock Iast
night.

He was Allen Joseph
Stuart, saiesman, of Tra-
vers St.. Sturt, a south-
castern Adelaide suburh,

. Earljer, police
® Continued from P, 1 Stuart's ‘wifa. Sune, Ound
speak to jurymen. but

A quick swim an
then breakfast wit
the family.

McMahor
Sonia, and thei
children, Melinda, ¢
and Julian, 4, enjo
breakfast on th
patio of their Bejlc
vue Hill, Sydne:
home today.

It was a relaxing
start to a mos
important day fo:
the Prime Minister

® Follow tonight’.
eiection pro
gress count with
T he Heralds

lift-out guide on
Pages 15, 516

and 17.

dead in thejr home.
only nn electoral matters,
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Special table, away from
the public.
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ing ang Construction, himself yesterday
Workers organiser nqr. L] after fleeing police
l“';:js:c‘sg'm:bom;: = Adf; near Adelaide Air-
there would be :sas:;h.e port, died n the
next week. Queen Elizabeth

“We have put :he mat. Hospital last night.
ter in the hands of the| He was Allen Joseph
ACTU, who meer Sr Mon- Stuart, of Travers street,
day.” he said. ISturt, a salesman,

“But we are 39:8% 3 Stuart died shortly after
fight this to he butter.g pm. from severe head
end.” {injuries from a  seif-

The union wouid make| inflicted gunshot wound,
a decision on strike 2cticn | poiice said.
after the ACTUD et nnl Homicide detectives said

Monday. the woman Stuart mur-
Mr. Masterson said: “Mr. |dered was his wife, June

Hawke apparentiy came | Stuart.

over here to Uy to take Detectives said today

the steam out of the sztua-}t.here would be no further

tion but it Seems it was a’inquiries into the murder-

failure.” Suicide.

THREE KiLL

Three men died on South
Australian reads overnight in. one
of the worst runs of fatal
accidents in the Adelaide area in
recent months.

The three deaths take, Two of last night’s acci-
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278 and heighten safety|roads and one oceurred in|car smasheq Into a stobie| He was fa

officials’ fears that the Adelaide.
death list could reach 300 Victims were:
by the end of the year. ®Johannes Cornelius van
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tal in" a satisfactory con-|in the intensi
but died tw.
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I sunaay newspaper
outlets in the metro-
politan area and
Mornington  Penin-
sula.

Newsagents will not
be open and there
will be no home de-
liveries.

This special Sun
will cost 10c.

CAPITALS’ NOON
TEMPERATURES

Melbourne .. .. .. 32

SYHNEYE o i eiehere
Adeclaide .. .. .. .. 34
Brishane .. v oo oo &
Canberra o e walmd
Perth (10 2m.) .. .. 23
Hobart 27

Theatre in a one-day
strike protest.

DISPUTE

Many of the strikers
went to the disputed
buiiding site at suburban
Semaphore to reinforce
picket lines.

Six more ABCWF mem-
bers on the site, including
another union organiser,
were arrested after being
warned by police to move
on.

The unionists  were
bundled into cage cars and
taken to a local police
station.

The president of the
ACTU, dMr Hawke, this
afiernoon intervened in a
dispute that has threat-
ened to seriously disrupt
the Australian building
industry.

Mr Hawke said this
afternoon he would fly to
Adelaide tonight for talks

e

Woman . found

-

dead in house

‘ADELAIDE. — Detectives today found a
woman shot dead in a house at Sturt.

Armed police later went
to the Adelaide airport
near Burbridge Rd. They
found a wounded man.

He was taken to hospi-
tal in a serious condition
with a head wound. De-
tectives gave him mouth-
to-mouth resuscitation.

Police took a 5-year-
old boy to police head-
quarters. The boy, wear-
ing pyjamas, was. crying
hysterically.

The dead woman was
Mrs June Stewart, a
mother of five sons.

The wounded man is
about 50.

Three Glenelg police-
men found the boy and a
missing car near the air-
port perimeter.

A policeman stayed
with the boy. The two
others jumped the airport
fence and began search-
ing for a man.

They found him next
to a brush fence sur-
rounding the DCA bowl-
ing club.

A revolver was next to
him.

aay sSall 0ce lial U0 pewcel

to release the ailed

_ unionists.

“The Supreme Court is
completelzemdependent ot
the Sta Government
under the terms of
own constitution,” The
said.

“At this stage my hands
are tied.”

nf ite
-

Armed
pair
rob hank

Two armed bandit
held up the Nationa
Bank in Hamptol
Rd., Hampton, today

Police said a “sma
amount” of money wz
taken.
< “The men walked int
the bank at 1246 p.m.

Police said one carrie
a .22 sawn-off rifle an

| the other a pistol.

They drove off in a gre
mini. e

It was later recovere
in a nearby street.

One bandit is about 2
has a slim build and fa!
shoulder length hair.

Police said he is abou
six ft. tall and has a bi
nose. He was wearin
fawn corduroy trouser
and a denim shirt.

The other is about 2(
also about six ft. He !
slim, and has shoulde
length dark hair.

. Police said he was wear
ing blue jeans.

Police said a third per
son drove the getaway cal

i
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~stan could not
free unionists

Premier (Mr. Dunstan) yesterday said his Government
two gaoled union officials. |

ower to secure the release of

>r had power Disputes

3 warrant is-

he Supreme Council.

ntempt pro-  “Strikes would do

a civii action, nothing to get them re-
leased from gaol,” Mr.

Dunstan said.
the Governor

Committee of
the Trades and Labor

> do this.

ison and Mr.
refused to
> rules of the

Ye!

-‘ade should be
p.c. ahead of

rrve Bank of
aid yesterday
1. had been in
on November
oared with
.& year.

“No one, apart from the

Renmark late yesterday,
Mr. Dunstan said. “I will|
be in touch with MK
Hawke about the dispute.

“The proper course for
the builders' laborers! to
take is to put the dispute
before the ACTU and fol-
low its direction.”

Supreme Court, has the
power to get them re-
leased.

They have either fo
purge their contempt or
the action by the plaintiff
has to be withdrawn or
concluded.

“My hands are tied and
Mr. Robinson has tied|
them.”

Mr. Dunstan said he|
was certainly prepared to
talk to the ACTU In an
attempt to get the dispute
settled.

On his

return from

Two die in

plane crash

BRISBANE — Two meni|
died when their light air-

craft crashed into a pad=i
dock at Tatham, nine
miles north of Lismore. in|
northern NSW yesterday.

The plane, a single-en-
gine Victa on a training
flight from Lismore Air-
port, exploded when it
plunged into the paddock

! killing in seven years.

after a low-level pass.

revolver beside him. The!l

man was bleeding from}

the head.

A note was found in the
car.
H

|

Mrs. R. W. Tester. al

neighbor of the dead !
woman. said last night|
that the family were|

“good-living people.”

They had lived in the
same house for about 15
years after moving from
Victeria.

“They had plenty of
friends. People were al-
ways dropping in to see
them,” Mrs. Tester said.

Mrs. Tester said the
dead woman spent nearly
all her time with her
sons.

“She would do anything

for the boys,” Mrs. Tester|
said. !

the!
month|

Yesterday's was
ixth Christmas

Last year, on December}
20, Patricia Schmidt was
found murdered in a pad-
dock after finishing work
At a drive-in restaurant at|
Darlington.

Detectives  are  still

working on the case.

e brcrminron o L M

providing services in ali management
disciplines. We are currently seeking
an executive with a financial vack-
ground to join our Adelaide consulting
group.

THE POSITION offers an unusually
wide scope of consuiting functions in
both the public and private sector The
assignments invoive working ciosely
with the staif of our clients in identify-
ing problems and assisting in imple-
menting the best solutions. The ap-
pointee will mainly be involved in
Financial, Corporate Planning and Mar-
keting projects, and, of course, will be
given the appropriate training. The
inter-disciplinary team approach is

challenging, and will .signiﬁcantly
broaden both his capabilities and ex-
perience.

The man we are seeking will have ap-
propriate tertiary qualifications, and
should enjoy hard work in a demanding
environment.

CONDITIONS: Our salary range will
adequately meet the needs of the right
man, and conditions are attractive.
Applications are in confidence and no
enquiries are made unless authorised
oy you. Please forward appropriate de-
tails to Mr G. R. R. Mawer quoting
3ef. No. 5103.

P A. MaNaGEMENT CONSULTANTS
Pty Ltp.

38 CURRIE STREET ADELAIDE, S.A. 5000
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Chapter 2
Escalation: Family Number Two

HisnamewasGray/ T f! xbt!nz!vodmf /! J!l el of wfs!n
different city, a long way away. He was married to a woman namedCarol, and
when | joined the family, they had four girls of their own, around my age.

It was an eco-system of a family united he reigned ower. He was king of this
eco-system. An obedient housewife who knew her place, would never have
guestioned it. And daughters, four daughters (when | arrived to this family), all
adoring and obedient and recognizing him as king as they adored and defended
and worshipped him. They called it love, but | had known love, in my previous
eco-system and this was a predator in a kingdom of his own making where he
was male, his authority unchallenged, his family hidden behind suburban walls
where no one wouldthreaten his reign. He too, thought this was love. It was
actually his version of safety and absolute control. His love could be withheld or
withdrawn as punishment at any given whim should any of his subjects
demonstrate anything other than adoration and worship. Recognising the

power was the lifeblood of this ecosystem.

And then | arrived.

| was a giant prickly traumatized blight in perfect ecosystem.

Male.

Spoilt, self-aware, determined, more adult than the adults.

The decision maker.
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And yes, a littletraumatised.

Inmyecot ztufn! J!telcffoluif!dfousf-!boe! J!l oo
Jlell opxo! mpwf -l gspqgfs! mpwf-!Tusvf!joujnbc
And so when | was immediately expected to worship and adore and defend and

obey and recognize the power, as demanded by tle power-consumed

gsfebupsA

How dare he.

| refused. From day 1 and never failing, | rebelled.

They had been perfect; the perfect suburban family, loved by all the parish

community, neighbors. He, the celebratedarchitect, designing and building

community -friendly, environmentally harmonious churches and schools for

vulnerable communities. All the while designirg and building a family home for

his growing family. A home that would take decades to complete, be celebrated

In architecture magazines, and be the talk of the community, every pillar and

post and brick, an inspired choice.

His obedient wife turned out 7 children for his kingdom excluding the

miscarriages. Her own mother rebelled against this role she was forced into,

but even sherecognised the power of the patriarch and the terror of his

predator, so got groomed into compliance.

Oh and me.

The wife was strict with her children, not a hugger. Groomed people tend to

withdraw from affection. She managed the chaos of this enormous family, this

changing architectural environment, with what looked like ease and graceAs
tifleltjhofel po! gtipissman asfslewasigrodmeditsds.Hdr e !

name was Carol and she believed in hard work, no selfindulgence, getting on

withit, nodrama.Ui f sbgz! xbt! bo!joevmhfodf-!boe! erg
Tiflejeolu! mjl flup! whked. u! ui jt! ezobnjd! uil
J! enfilbmpwf el ifs!jg!xflelcpui!ibelcffol bmm
The children were perfect. Beautiful, clever, they all made their dad proud, which

was important to them. Crucially important to them, this was their grooming,
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they needed to be in his favour.There were a lot ofthem, competing for the

favour of their king, and Gray would enjoy his power as he would alternate

favourvgpo! ui fn-!xbudijoh!tuifn!cf!dpogvtfell
and trying to get back into his favour again. Cycle and repeat. It caused such a

fierce sibling rivalry amongst them, it exists to this day. Fierce. They are all

aware of this competitive dynamic, not a single one actually knowing the evil

route of it. Every single one of them grew up to have careers that would have

iImpressed their dad, and that defined them, beyond being housewives to the

great men they married.

They were perfect.From all appearances, and all | saw was ugly.

Pof! pgl!luiflebvhiufst!ejeo! u! gdgoossfpeériadp p! x f mr
when Gray would walk around the house naked claiming that the human form

was beautiful and natural, but in fact a vulgar demonstration of power

unchallenged mixed with a little revolting horniness and prowess.

One of the younger daughters started acting differently during ths time. It

developed into a profound mental health that lested for decades. The mental

health was awful, some sexual exhibitionism in part, mostly her turmoil was

unbearable. But it was fascinating to watch this power dynamic change. Over

the ensuing years(right up to his death in fact) she somehow switched the

power dynamic, and she had him terrified of her. Watching this damaged

gorgeous girl develop copingmechanisms such as tantrums, alcoholism, and

grooming skills all her own, she had her fatherwrapped around her little finger.

Il flelkvng! bu! boz! xi jngfs!ps! ef mshooweedt i f ! ni
her with guilt and money and hyperattention.

| was in awe. Because | suffered awfully under his power, and never ever

managed to win a battle in decades of his cruel manipulation of me. Yet she

had found a way to win, to be more powerful It came at an awful cost to her.

An awful awful cost. But she did get her power. And finally, after his death; she

found happiness.
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Maybe | should have killed him allthose years earlier after all. Saved her years

of torment.

Or groomed the babysitter to do it.

Shewasai f splup! nf/ V' Tiflepfto!lu!l opx!ju/! Cvu
victorious warrior.

That was them. A perfect family, successful and respected intheir community

p they even took in a cute orphan relative after a family tragedy, despite their

already hugesize.

But this orphan was difficult. Traumatised and unlovable.

| was five, going on six.

Nz!cmjtt! xbt!hpof-!bmm! uiahdintrosngwetod z! J! e ! |
system | could trust no one. The wife and children would be punished if they

defended me or showed me kindness when | was supposed to be in the

doghouse/ ' Ui f z! ejeo!lu!sfbmmz!l opx!ju-!cmftt!
the eco-system, when David was in trouble no one in the kingdom could show

him sympathy or kindness, lest they be punished. The punishment for them

was assimpleasGrayx j ui i pmejoh!ijt!bggfdujpot! gps!
really conscious; to the outside eye, agone would have been horrified at the

cruelty he unleashed upon me. But within our ecesystem, it became normal to

shun David when he was being punished.

That was my new life.

In the first few years there had been attemptsto groom me into submission,

groom me into adoring him and worshipping him, but I got creative and

relentless in my revolt.

In the early years,| spoke, as little as possible, | mean what was there to say?

My life ended in that car,and now | was amid this complex game, this strange

family dynamic of male power. What was this idiocy going on around me?

So the grooming gave way to annoyance, which gave way to frustration, which

gave way to hatred, which gavelicense to the cruelty. | did not adore the Gray,

and his attempts to make me adore and worship him as the other children did...

38



failed. Oh how theyfailed, and it made him up his game. He upped it and he
vgqfelju-!TcvulJ!Ixbt!blqgsp/!J!leluisjwfel]«
boe!J!'elcffoluif!pomz!tuspoh! pof!ipmej oh!
Grayx bouf e! up! vag! i fhismdidhwithmeé.i f ! e! nf
Jlelesjmm!ui bu!nfttbhf!ipnflup!ijn!xjuil/f
honed. It became a war. He had the power that parents had to control children,

and he had the power that husbands asumed in the 1970s; he also had

masculine brute strength, 6 foot 3 inches. And he had is innatepredatorial

skills, but he was no match for me. | did not adore hin, | knew him for what he

was, | recognised him. He would up his game and up his game, year after year

and this war had many battles. | would not cave, | would not adore him. | would

not play the part of happy family and benevolent patriarchy, adoring obedient

children, wife. We both won and lost battles over the years, but these early

years were defined by sickly attempts to win me over, to win my adoration and

great hefty punishments and consequences when | resisted. Fabulously

resisted, this is where | honed my drama. Very quickly he labeled mas unsafe

to be with the other children in the house. | was moved to the basement, a @nt

partly unfinished addition to the house, a playroom. It was missing a wall,

covered with plastic sheets taped to the walls, and it flapped and flapped

angrily in the wind. The family dog lived down here too, and it hated me. This

odd new unfriendlyinu svef s! jo!ui f!gbnjmz!voju-!"ju!b
leave the family upstairs, having said an odd goodnight to all, a strange kiss

planted on the cheek of the motherCarolbt ! J! e! cf fo!jotusvduf e-

shake of the hand with Gray
YTdzbu! t!i px!'nfol!tbz! hppeoj hiulJ-!if!lelt!l

Ui folJdJlelftdbqf!gspn!luifl!ltusbohfoftt!up!
playroom, but routinely, every night, the dog would growl viciously even before |

got to the bottom of the stairs. The first nightthishag g f of e- ! J! el t pv hi
upstairsfrom Gray<! i f ! e! mbvhi fe!ju!pgg-!'!gpvhiul!ui

broomstick while | climbed panicked onto my bed. Gray made a joke about
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being frightened of a tiny dog, and left me there with it; it growled when | eva

shifted in my bed, God forbid | attempted a toilet run. Grg made a fool of me

for being frightened of the dog, the dog he needed a broomstick to handle, him

the grown man. | learned to manage the dog myself, lest Gray shamed me for

my fear.Asldescend e! ui f! tubjst!fbdi!ojhiu-1!1Jlelg
minutes or so, before braving the door. As | turned the door handle, the dog

would growl menacingly, almost a purr, waiting for me to push the door. As |

pushed the door, it would grab the corne of the open door in its jaw, tearing

wood off the frame. Sometimes | made it to my bed, my eyes bulging with
gbojd<!pgufo!J!leltmffq!voefs!uif!tubjst!]
inability to handle the dog was a great source of amusement for Gry, wi p! e !

laugh as he told me how silly and stupid | was to be frightened of itHe shamed

me with humorous re-u f m nof iowen heighbors popped by.

Early discussions included how | should address them Carol and Gray? Mum

and Dad? It seemed | was being askd my opinion, but | have no words to
fygmbjo!ipx!nvdi!J!ejeolu!l!dbsf!bcpvul!l ui]jt
was. Who were these people? How was | here? Another conversation was

about my name. My name had been Dominic, all my life. Dom, to my mum and

dad, my brothers, the nuns.

But now my name was David.He had decided it.

| have no idea why.

But nothing about all this was making sense, why would that.

So | became David, the silenunlovable, awkward blight in this family of

absolute suburban normality.

| rarely spoke.

| had some very strange habits.

| was effeminate, especially in my tantrums. This was perceived as a thing of

utter disgust or on different days, giggly ridicule; something met with weird

smirky silences, beforel was turned away from/walked away from.
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J! el cf ! e)thednpald oftiheaight, sitting inside the pantry, eating
chocolate biscuits, binging. | was six.

| was independent. | was always off in my own world, no one knew where | was.
| had no friends, except perhaps he animals | loved and the ghosts that
haunted me, accompanied me. But | was alone, and | would be passed off as

dzi oef gf oef oulLJ !

dzPi ' Ebwj el t! gjof-liflt!lwfsz!joefqfoefaa

is what would be said whenever aneighbour remarked upon my lone

wanderings, my lack of engagement, my ghoulish loneness my very obvious

abuse.

| forgot how to go to the toilet. | would soil my pants. | just forgot how.

| stole. I stole money from purses, and piggy banks.

| broke intoo f j h i lomes,tstole their biscuits and cakes.

B!/'tj mfou!dijme! nptumz-!J!el!cfdpnf! peemz!)
passionate about doctrines that annoyed me. Religion riled me. We were a

church-going family for ridiculously brief period that had more to do with social

inclusion within a new community, than with belief. But as | stood in mass and

watched the priest deliver sermons, stating to a wideeyed congregation that

murder was a sin, that suicide was a sin, | was palpably enraged. He explained
mosubm!tjot!bt!vogpshjwfbcmf-!dpoefnofel!u
taken his own life, and | was the lone person in the entire world who knewhat

nz! gbuifs!xbt!b!hppe! nbo-"!1t pnCGomglicated ! e! mp
but loving. | saw that, I lived that, as we drove forever around the streets of

Adelaide on kill kill day. He explained it all in those hours, | saw all his twisted

thinking as he emoted and drove. His history was with us that day too, his time

in the war as a boy, that was therewith us. We were as one that day, and this

man, my father, he was not condemned to hell. And how dare this priest take

bewboubhf!pgluijt!sppn!gvmm! pg!qgfpgmf! xi |
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suspend their disbelief as the gobbled down the body of Qrist use his power

and influence and podium to indoctrinate these people to become hateful

people who condemn good people to hell. One day in particular | was so angry |
ejeo!u!l opx!xibulup!ep!xjuiandderiedJ! e! cf f o!
breakfast all morning by Gray, now watching this happen in my world, and | got

up to leave, but feinted. Really obviously by the font, at the front of the seated

boe!tj mfou! dpohsf f twasihehurgeér,drifévpas dunstroked p x ! j g !
gspn! ui f! npshneent of véeting anthe garden beforechurch, but my
interpretation of it is that | was just enraged beyond endurance by the stupidity,
nNbojgvmbuj po! boe!jokvtujdft!pg!uif! xpsme]/
And stuck and trapped.

And so | feinted at the font trying to escape the lunacy.

Ju! xbt!b!'esbnb! pg!dpvstf-ltTuibu!t!nz! xbz-
community were gossiping about it. They all adored and felt sorry for the

troubled orphan boy, which drove Grg and Carol mad, so when we were alone
afterallthecongregpbuj po! t ! gvtt-!J!I xbt!lgvojtifel! bhb
attention seeker, and what was wrong with me anyway, why did | consistently

need to do drama that got sympathy from the neighbors, try to embarrass

them. A good strap on the back of the legs would be called for.

| was riled by things like that, but mostly | was quiet. Quiet and strange.

| did strange things that | did understand, and things | dieb ! u

Like stealing from the pantry at night. Like pooingmy pants.
J!'sfnjoefelnz!ofx!tjcmjoht!uibul!gbsfout!
trusted. | encouraged one of them to run away once.You know; using my

grooming skills and wanting to have a victory over Gry.

J!'i bufe!nz!cpez/!J!wiflop!jefb! xbutfitewds! ui j t !
very pronounced in me. | hated my skin, | hated my hair, | hated my coloring. |

hated the shape of me, the silhouette of me.
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It became a thing, a thing of great annoyance within my family. It was met with
absolute incredulity, absolute frustration. | was told | was ridiculous, to stop
being ridiculous, what was wrong with me, stop it stop it stop it.
J!' xpvmeo! u/
| went to great lengths to cover up; family beach holidays were the worst; |
would join the family, | would stay in my room reading. This was met with
impatience on day one, lectures on day two, punishment and spankings on day
three.
Thespankboht ! ej eo! u! xpsl ! pcwjpvtmz<!J!xbt!
unstoppable, stubborn than anyone in this family could handle. My mum taught

me well, and she was with me, loving me througlout. On my side in this war.

(Me, maybe 6 or 7?)
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Gray! t ! gattgmpt$ te nake me adore him as the rest of the family adored

and defended him only incensed him further.Followed quickly by punishments

designed to force my worship of him; which failed, and only incensed him

further. One of his preferred punishments was to shovel clay and rock into a

wheel borough and ferry it from one end of our paddock and empty it at the

other end.

And then to shovel it back into thewheel borough again and return it.

Bmm! ebz! mpoh! pwfs!ui f! xffl f oygpanisHmerits! t bj e ! 1
if they had a purpose or sense of accomplishment; they had to be pointless

unproductive labour. Another of his favorites was to weed the back garden

every afternoon after school for a week.

Wearing shorts. To cure me of my body dysmorphia.

Rain hail or shine.

Onone occasion, and onthe third day as | was weeding (yes, in my shorts, he

was winning for this moment), some guests arrived with their children. They all

sat on the back porch, drinking and catching up... and watching me weed the

garden, in my shorts.
J!'rvjuluiflxffejoh!boelsfujsfelup!nz!sppt
watched and humiliated that way, plus | assumed guests meant a break from

weeding.

| was wrong.

Grayl t ! gvsz! xbt!'bxgvm/ ! Nz!ofx!qgvojtinfou! xI
hail or shine, | should never have abandoned my post, my shame, my

humiliation.

No.

How did | come to be amongst this ridiculousness? What fate had brought me

to this? How was | to spend years trapped with this insanity, this nonsense.

| ran away.

| packed a lunch, and I ran.

| was eight years old.
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Ju! xbto'!lu!nz!gjstu!l!ftdbqgf!buufnqu<!J!lelci
me, but they just thought | was weird, and Grg and his wife Carol would explain

that | was just troubled and lovelyand confused, before punishing and ridiculing

me behind closed doors.

Ju! xpvmeo!u!cf!nz! mbtu!ftdbqgf!buufnqu/! J!
the police, or hunger, or fear of the big scary world would bring me back, bring

me back, bring me back.

Realising therewas no mum, no dad to run away top always brought me,

despairingly, back.

Gray had this saying:

adf wfs! mfuluifltvo! hp!lepxo! po!bo! bshvnf

Nice in theory, and it made him feel good. What it really meant was that after
cfjohl!upme! pgg! ps!sjejdvmfelps!qgvojtife!q
joup!nz!sppn! bgufs!J!e! hpoflup!cfel/lllfl!lel
broomstick, and laugh aboutx i bu! b! dpxbse! J! xbt ! xjui!jul
remind me how right he was about everything, how wrong | was, and now we

agreed on that, we could be friends again. It made him sleep better.

It did not help me to sleep better, | despised him sitting thee, like a parent, but a

pathetic imitation of one. Being kind, but not; in fact winning a victory, and

making himself feel better, not going to bed feeling hated.

| learned when to expect these visits; they were predictable, Grawas

predictable. Power is predictable.Po ! ui f ! f wfojoht! Jeépyglga!duf e
let the sun godownonanargumentd! wj t j ut -!J! el esbh! bl di bj
room, and unscrew the light bulb, ever so gentlyGray would think the light bulb

had blown, and deliver his selfcongratulation in the dark. It was such a relief to

not have to look into his face. Holding my expression in the light while he spoke

to me on these evenings was incredibly difficult; in the dark, | could relax my
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face and let the disgust just crawl across my face, like marching angry

righteous soldiers.

| had the feeling Garol would defend me from him sometimes. She did, she

could be strong and formidable during shifts in their power dynamic, and she
couldstanduptohimt pnf uj nf t /! Zpv! t hefwaslaipredaterj eo ! u! |
He thought he was all benevolence, he felentitled to rule this roost, the

previous centuries had given him that right. He was man. He thought he was

kind, and that an iron fist was justified in his case.She did defend me a few

times in memory. Bless her for those moments. But mostly, she let him do this,

lest she be punished or whatever it was he ruined for her dayShe knew, and
tiflejelopuijoh/ ! J!lepolu! xboulup!cmbnf ! i f
obeyed him, became the wife and mother he groomed her to be; she did not

know better. There were probably consequences for her if she defended me. |

epo! u!l op xdnbetveen'therh. dhe tonsequence of her grooming

process, was to be quiet, not disruptive, run the household without drama. The
consequence of her grooming that | felt the most, was her absolute inability to

love the troublesome six-year-old. She never toiched me, never had a kind

word for me, certainly never hugged me or said she loved me, never felt delight

at a rare moment of uniqueness | might have shown. Worshipping and adoring

Gray in this grooming game, meant adopting his perception of me, or sufferthe
consequences.

| hated this existence, | had no out. My traumas were compounding, my

nihilism now a streak through me so black and void that | seethed with anger.

And this despair, this loneliness, this trauma, manifested the oddest

behaviours.

Iwalkedt usbohf mz<! J! xpvihedt U mj Gfywbuldgpshpnut /!
attempt to teach me, through frustration and disbelief, how to walk properly.

Apparently when the left foot steps forward, the right arm swings forward (and

vice versa). | had to be taugh this, over and over, to the angry frustration of

Grayxi p! ejeo!u!voefstuboe! xi bu! xbt! xspoh! x
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| had to learn this, as if it mattered. After everything, after my life ended, as if it
mattered. This arm-swinging thing was of utmost importance and the cause of

such grief and anger.

J!dpvmeo!u!l!esftt!nztfmg/!J!dpvmeo!u!voef:

long trousers, summer pajamas, winter pajamas. It was explained to me again

boe! bhbjo-!"cvu!J!dpvmeo! u! hulous! Howdoeshu'! e e
gf stpo!efdjef!xibulup!xfbs!lgspn!pof!t!xb
sjejdvmpvt!efdjtjpo-tup!ibwf!lup!nblf!fwf
About anything.

| got sunburned, again and again. This new city | lived in with thesetsangers

had different weather, and | got sunburned to the point ofself-harm. My nose

got so repeatedly burned, that a sore appeared. | picked at it, and | picked the

scab. Compulsively. It became a giant black blight on my nose, that | picked at

tllitcf dbnf ! bo! fygptfe!tpsf! bhbgrayedroari fo! J! e
more. No amount of punishments or repetitive smacks on my bottom could

stop this strange habit.

| noticed | just mentioned being smacked on the bottom. Often through gritted
angryteeth,pguf o! xi jmf!l cfjoh!upme! ui bu!/ju! xbt!
being angrily asked (rhetorically, | now assume) what was wrong with me.

Mostly with the palm of a hand on a bare bottom, often with the back of a

hairbrush- ! ps! b! ¢ f muféerénfkine df Viotemce with iy meun gnd

dad; | knew it was there, but | never saw it or experienced it personally. This

violence, this was new, and it always happened because | was such an odd,
tantrum-having, attention-seeking, strange boy that did strange things that were

weird and made people angry. | mean, what was wrong with me?

Ilwbt ! mj wjoh! xjui!bohsz!tusbohfst! xiirp! ejeo
ui f psz-1J"! e! i d$choslteachers thay loved memrhey zvére good

people probably, trey did not see the grooming and control as | did. They

actually believed they were good people, adopting this orphan relativel. know |

xbt!boopzjoh-!Ixfjse-!1qgsjdl mz! boe!tqgpj mu/
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they forced it, like with the spankings. Bit liking me? | made that hard. And |
was stuck here, with loss and trauma and nihilism running through me like
angry rocket fuel.

Life had no purpose at all. It was all ridiculous daily choices that made no
sense.

| had had purpose, before this.

Before this, every day was urgent, it made sense, it had important agendas and
| knew my role in it. Comfort my mother, make the decisiors for us, whether to
go to school, stay home. Comfort my mother at night, BE together.

Everything in the world wasimportant, urgent, intimate, and had purpose. | was
hugged, valued, my role was known.

And now this void, this vacuum of ridiculousness, clothes to wear, toilets to sit
on, go to bed, get up inthe morning, exist in this sillness, these stupid routines,
answering to the name of David. Everyone treating me like a child, but | was the
only one making any sense. They were all ridiculous.

And they had no, absolutely no idea, what to do with me.

And this went on for twelve years.

| felt sober and adult at five years old, smarter than most adults. My behaviour
might have appeared spoilt, petulant, stubborn, childish, but in my head, | knew
everything. | saw past disgusting attempts to be kind to me, to make me feel
included, loved. | saw past that, | was no fooll felt that way at five, and at seven
and at thirteen.

| did not abandon my parents’ memory, | never forgot whose child | was, where
| belonged. My true eco-system. | never succumbed, | stayed angry and loyal, |
remained cognitive of the truth, that | was a fish out of water, away from my
home, and this new family were out of their depth with me.
J!I'xbt!ofwfs!ivhhfe/ltUifz!ivhhfeluifjs! pxct
zpv!uibu!J!ejeo!u!bmmpx!ju-!tTuibu!J!nbef! ]
those hugging moments when hugging seems naturalp never arose with me.

So they stopped.
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| loved Star Wars.Gosh | loved it. That fanaticism defined me for a long while
(livesinmestill).J ! xbt o! u! bmmpxf e! up!schodltéacherf ! np wj f
had apparently suggested that | was leaning too heavily into fantasy, and it was

unhealthy for me to see fantastic movies. Plus showing such a streak of
gbttjpo!boe!joufsftu!jo!ltpnfuijoh-1!11joel]
child that tries to avoid being punished, hung his head, tried to be invisible

(despite myself). This streak of personality was upsetting and disturbing to

them, it was outside the game rules. So it was forbidden that | see the film, my

fanaticism of it was punished or ridiculed. | stole the breakfast cereal packs

from our pantry, from our neighbours' pantries, the ones that had Star Wars

pictures and competitions on the boxes. | kept them | hid them. | coveted them.

Star Wars merchandising was absolutely everywhere so it was easy. Luke

Skywalker had lost his mum and dad violently. His dad(Darth Vader)had
uvsofelup!ui f!Ebsl ! Tjef!pg!uif! Gpsdf«<!if]
I fl el bduf e! f wj ealyzlust toubled, tertured. hppe! s

Like my father.

Darth Vader found redemptionfinally, in death.Just a troubled, tortured man,

seduced by pain and trauma, seduced to the Dark Side. | might have been the

very very last person to believe my father was a good man, redeemable; the

very very last, as he was condemned, the murderer, théetrayer, the destroyer

pg! mjwft/ ! Cvu!J!leldmjoh!l opxjohmz!up!ijt!
J!elofwfs! bcboepo!uibuleftqgjuf!luif!dsvf m!
| heard a story of a man who wrestled a grizzlybear andKkilled it. | knew of

another man who killed a lion, and another story of a man who killed a shark
xjuilijtlcbsfl!liboet/!J!lelibwf!lop!gspcmfn!
way. But | did something greater. | forgave my father. When no one else would

when the religious institutions would have me do otherwise, when the adults in

my life would have me do otherwise, | would forgive my father. And it would be

op! hsfbu!gfbu/!"J!lelep!ju!fbtjmz-!boel! tmfi
would. Theworldwb t ' vqt jefl epxo!qgfsibqgt-!cvulnf-1!
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upside down, | knew what was right.And | may struggle to comprehend human
emotions, but I do know right from wrong, and | do know kindness as a guiding
ethic; | know when a man does not belong inhell (even if | believed in that
nonsense), and | recognise any religion, cult leader, groomer priest or assumed
parent who tries to convince me otherwise.| see you coming.

Thank goodness for Star Wars. Someone out there, perhaps far far away,
understood me.

Ebs ui ! Windhle goung and fair Luke Skywalker, adopted by an uncle and
aunt, butdreaming of escape, dreaming of heroics, dreamingof happiness
elsewhere in the galaxy. Far far awayBecoming a Jedi superhero that helped
others.

| knew this story because | stole the paperback book from someone at school.

| wanted to be Luke Skywalker.
Cvu!J!'xbtolu!b!'lje<!J!']l ofx!uif!ejggfsfodf
dreamt of being an actor, that could play people like Luke Skywalker. | dreamt
of being a movie maker. A storyteller.

At age 10, | wrote a book. It was a sequel to Star Wars (way before The Empire
Strikes Back came out).

| dedicated every free moment to it, every ounce of passion that remained in
me from my life with my mum. | did it in secret of course. They might make me
stop writing it.

And then. One of his daughterscaught me writing. She told Gray, she was
curious and fascinated, disturbed by this freakish act of personality that was
supposed to have been groomed out of me. $ie had neve seen me to

attached to something, so secretly protective, so passionate about something,
and so ashamed to have been discovered with my manuscript.
Qmvit!ltifl xbt! mpzbm! boe! hsppnfelup! xjol!if:
new behaviour held cache.

It became a thing.

| hid the manuscript.
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They wanted to see it, they wanted to read it.

It became a bigger thing, so | hid it better.

They became more fascinated, they had never seen this brand of oddness from
me, nor this devotion (to anything except making war) and | found it repulsive
boe! jousvtjwf/ ! Mjlfltdjfoujtut!gspeej oh!'
It became a huge thing, that occupied everything for six or eightweeks.
Discussions about why | would hide it, why | would have such secrets; every
tactic was employed, from loving pleading requests, to earnest explanations
about how it would help them to understand my strangeness better, to care for
me better. Then the silenttreatment, but that was just heaven for me, and then
punishments. But | was stoic, | had a stubbornness that was like a weHrained
muscle, a honed skill that | had developed while protecting my mum and dad
from the world, and from each other, and if these strangers, these intruders
thought they could outwit me in this game p then they would have a lifetime of
learning otherwise.

The book thing was huge now.

A Star Wars sequel deserved no less.

The thing had become a situation of such great urgency within the family; |

think we all believedat one point, that life and death hung upon the revelation of
this manuscript.

This Star Wars sequel written by aten-year-old child.

Like mass hysteria, or mass hypnosis.The way things can work in cults.Or eco-
systems.

It was inevitable that the book would be surrendered, and me refusing was no
longer acceptable. One of mydelayingtactics had been promising to reveal it,
but woops, | kept forgetting, or | kept losing it.One of my excuses was that it
was in my locker at school, and that | kept forgetting to bring it home. That
worked for a week maybe. But | was escorted to school by Grg one
complicated and moody morning to retrieve it from my locker, under his

tvgfswjtjpo/!llflel! pcwj pvidtzidverplamdeup! sft di f
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gbnj mz!t!npsojoh!spvujof!pg!csfblgbtu! boc
urgent errand. It was very early, and the school was mostly deserted. That was

a good thing; no bullied child needs the humiliation of being escorted to his

locker angrily by a parent.

He had it. He got his big controlling hands on it.

| had lost.

We sat in the parking lot of the deserted school. I, in the front passenger seat,

tj mfoumz-!bohsj mz-1! ov,dlat noedntrokovetmmyc Kk v hbuj p
privacy, my secrets. He sat inthee s | vséag antl read my book.

Two hours. The parking lot filled up, and my tormentors, my fellow students

walked past my car and looked in at this strange scene. And walked on.

Gray read my manuscript.

He only spoke once;

d¥i bu! epft! boui spgpnpsqgijd!nfbo@LJ

J!'l ofx!iflepvcufel J!Il ofx!xibu!ju!nfbouc<!|j
b! xpse!uibu!J!'eltupmfo! ps!gmbhjbsjtfel! xj
Cfdbvtf!nz!cppl!xbt!hppe/ I f!xbt!tvsqgsjtf
myself. But | knew my Star Wars unierse, and | knew the story | was telling.

And | knew that C3P0 was an anthropomorphic droid, and | knew what it
nfbou/!'"J!'xbto!u!b!dij mel

Without looking at him, | responded

dzZJu!' nfbot!i bwjoh!b!gpsn!uibu!sftfncmft

I f!1i beol! ul! fyqfldiatbryefor me ifthigd awfdl shtamilg exercise |

was enduring.

That was all.
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Il f!'i beolulgpvoeluifl!tfdsfut!up!nz!joofs!nr
ejeo!u!l opx!'nflboz!cfuufs- Ilresiktétdihibe! op! f yqgt
attempts to make me worship and defend him as everyone else didMy book

contained no secret that unlocked for him, my inner torment or gave him more

power.

Nothing that could fix this oddity living within his family. Nothing that could

make him like me, or to win thegrooming game.
Tp!julxbt!ljoel!pg!mjl f!lb!wjdupsz!gps! nf!|l
There were some words uttered at dinner that night with the audience of the

gvmm! gbnjmz! xi p!ibelcffoltp!jnnfstfeljol.l
tolerated a non-outcome. So Gray said some words, believing himself to be a

good parent, good human. A few wordsthat felt forced and born of

disappointment; something about me being a good writer, that it was good |

had a hobby, and that perhaps they could find me a bok club or library card or
tpnfuijoh/!"J!'ntopu!tvsf!jgluiftf!xpfsf!cfl
but this moment was awful forusboth.J ! dpvmeo! u! votdsf x! ui f!
moment.

If the subject of a library card or book club weretoariseJ ! | of x! J! e! i bwf !
of it. The book thing, the story; it was mine, not something they could use to fix

me, save this relationship, know my inner secrets. No way. This intrusive,

violent invasion of my privacy, my self, would never be forgotten or forgven.

Ever. And this experience would define me, it would fuel my stubbornness, my

stoicism, my loneness, that would keep me safe for the future experiences of

my life ahead.

| burned the bookthe following day, after school. I did it silently but

ceremoniously in an earth hole | dug outside my bedroom window, under a pear

usff/ 1 J!lelusjfelup! ep! jten-yearp mevhalightfies b x| o h!
tend to underestimate the drama that fires can create.

(Or do they?)

Maybe | wanted this to be a diama.
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It became a thing. | burned the book, and everyone in the family knew, and

talked about it. The oddness of it, the why of it. The insaneness of it. They could

not understand me. It was a thing, and they talked about it; though not to me;

just amongst themselves, and oddly, in whispers, or in norwhispers from the

other side of the tv room, but looking at me like | was a freak.

This was my victory, and it was glorious and perfect. They had intruded,

j owbefe! wjy pmfoumz-! us | foredfteral! ThiovEtrryhad - ! boe!
a movie soundtrack allits own, and it was victorious.

| lived for the small victories. They were never, in fact, victories at all; because |
xbt!b!dijme-!boeluif!bevmu!ibelcsvu! gpxf:
authority so long, so comfortably, with so much entitlement to that power, that

nz! wjdupsjft!lxfsflpomz!bttvnfe-!csjfg!bu!
predator in this environment for so long, small abuses of that power became

entitlements, and then they became larger unchallenged abuses. |, in fact we

bmm-! xfsflcfjoht!if! i be!negosystemwhergdllpwf s/ ! |
other family members, even neighbors had been groomed into this

understanding.

But | would fight.

A losing battle; sure. Tinybrief victories here and there, all glorious to me, but

ultimately, | was beaten down.

But | learned.

As my pre-pubescent brain developed andmolded itself through these battles, |

developed sharp cognitive skills of battle, of wits. Of calculation and

manipulation, desperate survival in an unloving climate. | learned, and my

cognitive brain developed skills ofhypervigilance, of manipulation, of high

stakes emotional combat; skills to thrive in battles of wits that meant absolute

survival to me. These sharp, highly attuned survival skills, learned from a life

mj wfel! voefs! bo! fwfo! hsfbufs!qgsfebups-! xp\

thesesurvivald | mmt / 1 Ui fz!leltfswf!nf!bt!dphojujuv
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autopilotgps! ui f !l sftulpg!nz!mjgf/11TUuUifzl!elcf!:
was victim in a battle, or if | perpetrated it.

And life went on. Me, alone with my memories of my mum and dad, with my

nihilism and emptiness while living forcibly and silently with these strangers

xi plejeolps!! mjullfmfrmft-ull xesdbVvut bmmpbuy €! upt!!
would have it.

| ran away from home shortly after this. A failed escape attempt, | was dragged

home from the Melbourne Central police station by morning.

With full drama.

Another small victory.

And life went on.

At age thirteen, Grg sat me down for a talk.

Heexplainedup! nf ! xi bu! J!' ej el opu!l!offel fygmbjojc
Xjuil'tnbmm! di j mesfo-!boe!J!dbo!/u!cmbnf!i]
xfmm/ VI f!'fygmbjofe!uibu!xflejeolu!mp| f! fl
and we just were simply stuck with each other until | was eighteen.

The stuck bit, | had understood for a very long time. He seemed to be just

becoming aware of it.
J!'ntopu!tvsf!xibu!l!if!xbt!ufmmjoh!nf-1ps!
explaining something to himself.

He suggested apact, that we just get along and tolerate each other till | was

eighteen and | could leave.

J!' xbto!u!sfbmmz!b!dzgbduld uzqf! pg!qgfstpo/!
boe!joujnbdz!uibulif!xbtolu!mjl fmz!up!cf!
Anyway,fy agreement! was never what these conversations were about, he

said his piece, he seemed to feel better for it, so that probably meant less

beatings, less abuse, less grief from him forp well for a while.

J!' xpl flvqg!xjui!b!cmbdl ! fzf! pofllnedhhe/ ! J! ep
oj hiutcfgpsf-!boe! uijt! dnodlytheyvwerapnmybt o! u! 1
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bum and the back of my legs. But it was the first on my face that had to be

explained to the rest of the family.

Nobody really needed it explaining.

The awful fake niceness | had from Gray in the following weeks was

unbearable.Gps! xf fl t-t!iflejeolu!iju-!tgps!xfflt
dzb u u ftof uf j | plzos py-q brehkedother things about me that made him so

angry. It was awful. We went ona walk together,x i f sf ! i fl el bt ! nf !l x
thought of that plant, or how school was or if | ever thought of his sister, my

mum. It was awful.

And it passed, thankully.

War was much more comfortable than this guilt-grooming.

We returned to normal.

He beat me less.Mostly his disgust manifested as:

dzHf u! pvu! pg! nz! tj hi ulLd

and:

dZHp-!'J!'dbo! u!'tuboeltuif!tjhiul!pg!zpvlLl)!

You know; those old chestnuts that engender so much affection. And destroy
adolescences.

Some adulthoods too.

| hid in my room as much as | could. | imagined killing the whole family. Killing
myself. | imagined growing up, being free and finding fame and fortune and
glory in a galaxy far, far away, or at least making heroic movies in a city far, far
away. Mostly,J ! nbt uvscbufe!b! mpu/!J!sfbmmz! ejeo
my very intimate relationship with it, despite my nihilism. But | knew discomfort
in my own skin, | knew what it was like to be useless and an attentiorseeker,
and | knew what it was like to stand at my bedroom door, on the inside of my
bedroom door, my hand on the door handle, too frightened to go down for

csfblgbtu!fbdi!npsojoh/!'"J!eltubz!uifsf! xj
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Probably not hours actually, but it seemed likehours. Terrified, frozen. Always

late for school, always disrupting the family morning routine.

Life was awful. Bullied and disliked at school, an attentionseeking no-hoper at

home, and only mydaydreaming, my music and my masturbation to help me

escape, in my hea at least.

One day, Grg! t ! x ara, at mhellown.

She explained that Grg was no longer going to parent me, he was leaving it all
vaqlup!ifs/lTiIflelibelfopvhil!boelif!xbt! up]|
voi bgqgz!eftqgjuf! bmm!acredté adovingthonmeg ot meilf ! e! n b ¢
xbt!vohsbufgvm-!ifl!lejeolu!voefstuboel!j u-/.
me.

Essentially, his usual grooming tactics that successfully had everyone else
Xpstijggjoh-!'efgfoejoh-!bepsime hdaryeare! pcf z]
Il flelvggfelijt!hbnf-1liflelgpvhevamhiboe! nboj
brute force tool had been employedp and none of it worked on me. | knew

what he was, Irecognsf e! qsf ebupst! fwfolcfgpsf!J!IIl of
witnessed my dad use the same tactics.

Heabdicated- ! J! e! xpo/ ! )Vomftt!luijt!xbt!kvtu! b!
Carol would be disciplining me from then on.

Carolej eo! u!liju!nf-!ttpluibu!xbt!dppm/!Joujn
bctpmvufmz! opu!ifs!ggSuf! kxbvalul jbefeo] p
or as violent as Gray was; in fact she defended me from his cruelty sometimes,

when the power climate made it low-drama for her to do so. Those moments

were very precious to me too rare. Shedid hate how her friends and

neighbours and schoolteachers all liked me so muchthough. Gosh. She hated

how they all thought | was some troubled vulnerableorphan angel, she told me

so often.

| mean; she knew what | was really like.

Boel!tif!xbto!u! xspoh/

Life went on.
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(Like aginger Midwich Cuckoo child loitering at théack of some family gathering.

Boe!J!n'tnjmjoh!joluif!tfdpoe/!Sbsf!lgps! nf!

My child narcissist hated these pseudo incompetent¥ gbsf out ! 't ffui j ol
Later in life, aftergruelingui f sbgqz-!'J! e! of felup!voefstub
J!e! SFBMMZ! of fel up! voef st ub-oealiseunybwn! cf db vt
personality disorder, become selfaware, claim my narcissism. Self-awareness

goes against the grain with narcissists, most never have that moment.

But | got mine, and | needed to understand it, understandts formative

ingredients, understand theGray eco-system that could do this to a child,

devastating the ensuing decades, impacting thelives (and destruction) of so

many people.

VoefstuboeAl! boe! gpshjwf!nbzcf @

Grr. In my next life maybe.

But | did need to understand it.

Let me go there, let me give that a try.
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Chapter 3
The Frog Forgives the Scorpion

Gray and Carol, like all of our parents, are products of a different age. An
age before internet, before the access to information and before the daily,
minute by minute exposure to other cultures and ideas that the modern internet
age brings us. Before we understood txic masculinity, before the Me-Too
movement, before Harvey Weinstein. They were the products of an isolated
suburbia, and they too, were the products of their own parents who were raised
in yet another age.

Men were men back then, which meant they assumedand presumed an
entitlement to rule the household like a king, and in some cases, like a predator.
Women were groomed to be glad of a proposal to marry, to put their needs
behind that of the man and to raise children in the way that pleased the man.
And alot of men took advantage of this. Often unknowingly: a person in a
position of trust and power and control can lose perspective of equality very
quickly, if left unchallenged for a long time.They push the boundaries of
appropriateness, one micro-aggression at a time, without challenge, and the
power grows. The sense of entitlement to that power grows alongside it, as
dynamics change; the wife, the children begin to normalize thisescalation of
power; they hand over even more power as the grooming dynamisnowballs,
micro-aggression after micro-aggression. The groomer becomes more

accustomed and entitled to the new dynamic, always protecting and

59



strengthening their power. All the groomed subjects beneath him, fall into a

cycle of seeking approval, affirmation, love from the groomer; competing with

each other for it, which pleases the groomer, makes him feel powerful and safe

in his ruling role. Affection and approval from the groomer is dished out as

quickly as it is withdrawn, in an everrepeating cycle that causes a kind of

addiction in the subjects, as they go cycle to cycle trying to get back into favour

with the groomer. They do this by proving their love, their loyaltydefending him

in all things while secretly (and unknowingly) fearing the uncertainy of it.

Fearing the inevitable period of the cycle when they are out of favour and the
hsppnfs!t! mpwf!boe! bggspwbm! jt! xjuiesbxol
To the outside observer,from the other side of the suburban fences,this looks

like happy families. Adoring wife and children all so adoring of their dad, all so

obedient, all so like him.

But then there was me. Refusing with the might of a god, to be drawn into the

hbnf /! Opu! bepsjoh-!Topu! xpstijqgqgjoh/!"Up! ui
must be controlled, by any means necessary. Usually that means violence.

Worst of all, worst of all; the most difficult pill for me to swallow, is this; most
hsppnfst!pg!uijtluzqf-!epo!lu!fwfo!lopx!ui
These predators were everywhere in the 1970s, in fact throughout history.

X f vk all known them. As a Western culture, we are getting better informed

about toxic masculinity, about abuse of power. About gender inequalities, about
hsppnjoh! boe!dpouspmmjoh!cfibwjpvs/ ! Xifui
Weinsteinoryourdad; whes i f s! ju! t! S Lf mmzElgns! Nj di bf m!
DeGeneresorz pvs! cptt! xip!t!lcffo!jo!bvuipsjuz!
Ju!dpvme! cf!zpvs! nvnlupp-!'jult!lopu! bmxbzt
that | must forgive even Gray for this awful manipulation, this awful abuse of
gpxfs/tiIflejeolu!l opx!if!xbt!epjoh!ju/!Ilf
dpgjoh!cfibwjpvst!gps!ijn/!lIflelipofeltopt
|l flelvshfoumz!of fefelup!gffm!jo! dnsbshf-1]I

suffering, he honed some urgent predatorial skills.Enhanced by a male
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dominating culture that allowed it to go unchallenged: even socially acceptable

for goodness sake.He was entitled to rule in this way, in his mind and without

any oversight to suggest to him otherwise.

If he were alive now, myuncleGrg- ! i f! el efoz!uijt/ !'"JV'uijol
that he was anything other than kind and loving. And worse; his darlingamily,

his adoring wife and children, would defend him to this day; chastise me for

airing dirty laundry, and believing me to be making things up. They defend him

and adore him even in his grave.

My sorrow and pity for them is only outdone by my anger that he won; even in

his grave the grooming continues. They defend him, and worship his memory

on Facebook each year, to my torment.

But; he justified his behaviour, he felt entitled, and he created a reality (with

supporting actors) that he was a benevolentpatriarch. He believed himself to

be good.

And so, without malicious intent to hurt me, | must forgive. I think.
Cvu!J!'n!'opu! sfbez/

Worse still, in my endurance of those years, | have honed some survival skills

that mimic his. | am a predator too, and a camned good one. It would be many

many years before | understood what a predator | was; | hurt people with these

skills myself. It would be many years before | recognsed that | had become

similar to him. Many years before Irecognised the predator in me, ok

responsibility for it, and reigned it in.

J!gffm!lJ!ltipvme! gpshjwf-!Icvu!JdJ!ldbo!u/! Ui f
it hurts. The beatings and spankingshurt sure, but theyare small fry. It was the

fact that a 5-year-old was entrusted to this eco-system. This trust was violently

abused.

The violence of him.

But that violence too, was socially acceptable at the time.

(BEpare the rod, spoilthechild)! x bt ! b! dpnnpo! kvtuj gjdbujpo
children, and it was endorsed by childraisingc ppl t ! boe! qt zdi pmphjt
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think it was meant to be said through angry gritted teeth by the adult inflicting

the punishment, but | am trying to be forgiving here.

Boe!ju!t!ibsel

After all, | was impossible. | refused love, | refused affection. | #ated these kind

people doing their duty, taking in an orphaned relative, as intruding strangers,
jotvmujoh!nz! npuifs!t!nfnpsz! xjui!fwfsz!|
| was impossible; truly, hell hath no fury like my own brand of terror that |
vomfbtifelpoluijt!voxjuujoh!tvcvscbo! gbnj
endured some hardship before the age of six, before this new, innocent family

boe! J! abdtter kind of parenthood (murder and matricide

notwithstanding)- ! J! e! |l opxoluiflcftu!l joe! pg! mpwf

| opxo! gbttjpo-!boelJ!e!l opxo!esbnb/!J!ell

fear and adoration and violence, in my own perfectwome ! pg! cmj tt -! boe!
skills.
J!l'elibel!nz!cmjtt!lupso!gspn!nf-!boe!J!ibe!
this family.

Just for taking me into their home.

For trying to love me.

They got stuff wrong.

They were not, by any means, equipped fothe fury that | brought them. It was

unrelenting, it was baffling and aggravating, it was unmanageable, it was...

impossible.

Jg!J!e!i bwf ykwvthu!pgmmb zofhe 'hHsnbf - ' f wf szui j oh!
But | was impossible

Boel! J! nlgspveluibu!J!I xbt/

!t pssz!J!lejeluibulupluifn-lTcvu!JdJ!nlqgspyv
ferociously. | defended my mother, my father, | defended the injustice of me

being torn away from them, the injustice of this silly family that tried to love me,

parent me, despite beng grossly ill-equipped to deal with the terror and trauma

| brought them, for decades.
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J!'ntgspveluibu!/J!lsftjtufelijt!hsppnj ohl/
Upl!luijt!lebz-!'J!'n!gspveluibu!J!ejeluibull!.
and dad, to that bliss.

They tried hard, to do itright, these strangers | was forced to live with. They

probably did good, loving things, they probably have nice memories of me; who

knows. For me, those memories are tainted by the trauma | carried every

minute. But for them... who knows? They never huggd me; was that because |
xpvmeo!u! mfuluifn@ Ep!zpv!Igpsdf!blivh! vqgj
when you do so?

But | must also forgive them for what they got wrong.

| think he changed later in life. | do remember a period when he was giving

away his eldest daughter, the first to be married. | watched him wrestle with

thate buj oh! boe! fohbhfnfou/! Mbsojoh! ui buA! t
his thing to control. | watched him rile against that, and give in (sort of). Maybe

that was the beginning of his self-awareness. Maybe he changed, repented.
Cvu!J!xbto!u!hpjoh!up!iboh! bspvoe! boe! gj ¢
Because itwas time to move on, and time to leave this family, to leave this city.

J!' xpvmeo! u! sf uv thedeqgesahead wbuldebé pgopulatBdobe !

drama, self-destruction, self-loathing, the search for hugs that | would reject

despite seeking them out. Prostitution, sex work, pornography, drugs, crime,

violence, AIDS and very high drama would populate the coming decades.

By age 15my existence within the house and family becameunmanageable for
everyone in the house, and that was my fault, so it was decided | was to be sent
away, to boarding school.

For my own good.

Thank God.
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Chapter 4
Freedom

And so | became an adult.I mean;| had been an adult since | was very

young,andJ ! e ! b mx bthat all theoagluttoatound me were ridiculous. But

in these following years, my body caught up. Boardimg school was okay; | was

among peers and | was amongkind people, who saw and nurtured my skills

and talents, even had a gentle affection for all things that had aniwyed and

dpodf sofe! nz! gbnj enathblitbgfore Requésispbahavé z ! el t f
differently were never communicated through angry gritted teeth, never with

spanking or violence, never with frustrated impatience, but through reason and

explanation of logic. The greatest punishment | experienced thee was a loss

pg! #¥dsfejut! -1 nf b dkedVtime, wiich copld be bapngd mv y v s j f
back by doing good deeds, earning more creditsJ ! n! wf sz! bxbsf ! ui bu
gf pgmf!t!fyqfsjfodft!pg!dbuipmjd! cpbsej ol
J ! n! bkabvelenceuand sexual aluse, for my generation at leastand older,

were part and parcel of catholic boarding schools.

Mine was on a beach.

A glorious Australian golden beach on Port Phillip bay.

It had all the modern conveniences, it had an ethic of god, humane education,

community, brotherhood, kindness, nurture.lt was run by the DelLa Salle

brothers, a religious order.One way to earn credits was to go to mass each

npsojoh/ ! J! ej eol(and!|iwgs hag quwng intd the religidn)d j] ut <!

64



went because | hated showering communally with the other boys. | got teased
for being effeminate, a late developer, and for being ginger. Ginger pubic hair
was the absolute delight of the cruelest of the boys.And | had my hatred of my

body, my arms, my legs, the shape, the color, the silhouette.

(StCf e tollege boarding school. Literally, on the Aussie beach.)
Y - - TR N, e . =

2y -~ i<, Foms Rl .
> . . - e, — . - o
‘W Ry N - - S o 't

They never saw me naked. was expert at this. Alter boy duties saved me from

that.

The culture of bullying existed there, of course, but it was addressed

institutionally, professionally, and | never felt unprotected. Plus | could be

formidable. This odd world | found myself abandoned in, since my mum and

dad died, was like being throwntothex p mwf t -  boe! J!' el cfdpnf! b
fighter. | could blend amongst them when needed, fight when needed. Not with

fists, though it came to that sometimes; but with cunning. Charisma, grooming

skills and manipulation.J g! J! e! i be! boz! b x beerfrighteénéd- ! J ! t i
of the monster | was becoming. | could connive and destroy ingeniously and

without empathy; these were not tiny teenagers coping and being bitchy at

school, they were dastard enemies ruining my life, and was scary masterful at

revenge. | hadkids suspended, expelled, punished, shamed and ridiculed, just
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because p because it seemed urgent for me to do so. Plus it was a rush. And

an anhedonic narcissist without any emotions lives an empty, hollow existence,

and needs urgently to find a rush. R&enge and winning is the closest thing to

feeling happiness or joy.

Jg!J!'el!ibe!boz! bxbsf of t tSymptdmstike this ahage i b wf !
26/ ! Cvu! J! xbt!ldpgjoh-tTuifl!lxpsmel xbt! eboht
Carrie had nothing on me. Ihad zero empathy, spideysense groomy skills and

charisma, and this made me skilled and safe. And diabolical.

And | was only just beginning.

There were weekends when all boarders had the option to go home to their

families. | always chose not to go home to the family, and no one ever argued

with that. But | told the school that | did go home. | would spend the weekends

in the city of Melbourne, sneaking into cinemas via the emergency exits.

| loved cinema; | loved drama, and adventure and glory, and herem. | loved

escapism. | saw film after film, again and again, lost in the escapism of pretend.
Imagination was like a drug to me, my dopamine positively burst when | was

helping Elliot to rescue ET from theevil government scientists. | completely

forgot what city | was in, what Monday meant, what family meant, entirely,

when | was heady in the shimmer of the silver screen. Raiders of the Lost Arc,

Splash, Romancing the Stone, Flashdance, Dirty Dancingsreystoke, the

Legend of Tarzan, Poltergeist TheMangs pn! Topxz! Sj wfs-!1 Tpqi j
Tootsie.

The Empire Strikes Back

The Hunger, The Man with Two Brains, Risky Business, Silkkwoo&taying Alive,
VideoDrome, War Games, Crimes of Passion, Dune, Firestarter, Ghostbusters,

Gremlins, The Hotel New HampshirePretty in Pink, The Breakfast Club, St

Fmnp!t! Gjsf-!Tubsnbo

LadyHawk.

My empathy was shut down by this stage, and chronic anhedonia left me pretty

unable to feel any bonding or loving emotions, but in the safety and escapism
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of a cinema, | could get inklings of emotion, and it was glorious. In the real
world, and with real people, the closest | could get to an emotion was the rush
of victory when winning a battle, when outwitting an enemy, when a
manipulation resulted in a power gain for me; these things were the closest |
could ever get to emotions in the real world; thenand to this day. Extreme
things felt like emotion; like violence or drughighs or cruel demonstrations of
power; these things | felt. So | pursued them. | felt no love or loss, or connection
or bond or protective feelings. They got stunted and shutdown. But | could get

a glimmer of them in the cinema, music sometimes, as long as | was in a safe
place. Music and cinema might have actually been the things that saved this
adolescent from shooting up his school.

It's a fine distinction between being a malignant narcissist and a functioning
human being.

Jleltfflgjmn!bgufs!g]jmn-!Dboe! xboefs! ui f!t
anonymous crowds, it was a bit like bliss. | slept in the fire escapes of the
cinemas when | could, or an alleyway; Melbourng t ' gv mm! pg! bmmf z x b z
befriend a homeless kid and just walk around. It was the 1980s, and Melbourne
was receiving an influx of new residents from Asia. Someof this manifested in
some Asian gang culture, with drug dealers, homelessness and a thrivig
runaway culture in the streets of central Melbourne. | loved them. They were my
companions on these runaway weekends, and while | was in the cinemas most
days and evenings, the night times were spent befriending someone my own
age, running around the steets, pretending the police were stormtroopers and
hiding from them. Occasionally talking about the woe of our circumstances, the
ridiculous adults ruling our lives, as we walked around the dark city streets, past
closed shops and blinking traffic lights at vacant intersections. Kicking empty
McDonalds drink cups and kebab wrappings, abandoned by the drunken city
teenagers who would come into the city for the evening, but were now in their
homes, in their beds leaving the quiet city to me and my runaway fends. These

friendships just lasted a night, because of the transience of our encounters, but
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ui fz!xfsfluif!pomz! gsjfoet! J!alike,ffamifias,! i be - !
joujnbuf/! Tuvgl!J!ibeo!u!gfmu!tjodf

You know when.

| talked a lot with these kin about my plans for fortune and glory in Hollywood,

when | would be an actor in a Star Wars film, or a producer of fantastic films.

Pof! pgluifn!lhbwf!nf!b!tdsbg! pg!qgbgfs! xjui
details on, relatives that lived inLos Angeles. Kin | could look up when | got

there, as | inevitably would; they believed in me, these kids. There was, after all,

something movie star-like about me, even as an awkward teenager. There was

my white privilege of course, which was either despised amamgst the Asian

gangs | shared the city streets with, or acknowledged as something that could

be resourced, orgroomed. But there was also my charisma and likeability.

When | said my future included fortune and glory infaraway lands, they had

faith in me. They knew it would happen for me. | think they felt their own destiny

was on the same streets, fending for their families; an unlikedAsian race in a

white racist country that had been stolen from indigenous black people.l was

too young to understand all this then. But they believed in me, and wanted all

my dreams to come true. | hung on to that scrap of paper, knowing, knowing, |

would be in a city, be in a moment one day, when | would use it.

Life went on.

| dreamed furiously and fantastically of a happy future, but | did not know what

that was. | drifted through the years, passive, uninterested, coping day to day. If
J!leldbsfelfopvhi-!J!'njhiu!ibwf!dpotjefstf:e
numb, this was trauma, and it just went on day to day, year to year.

| left school, | completed without failing, despite my apathy, despite havingno

idea what to do afterward. Not caring. There was a brief time back at the family

home, there was a brief time living in a bungalow that | rentedrom some

people who were strangers, though we all behaved like friends and shared a

few years together. There was a brief job in a department store, Myer
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Melbourne, some friendships, my first sexual experience. With a girl, a lovely
girl. I felt I had to do itto prove my heterosexuality to my peers.It was
traumatizing for both of us. My fault. She was a stranger in my beddare | say
enemy because the intimacy expected of me was so dangerousl did not do
this kind of connecting well. No empathy remember. | was cruel in my apathy, |
was cruel in my fear, | was cruel in my internalized homophobia and denialAnd
| was cruel as | rejected her coldly from my bed and life the next dayl hope she
forgives me; my cruelty must have been inexplicable to her, as my idifference

was to me.

Ui fsf!xbt!b!dpnjoh! pvu!fyqgfsjfodf/ ! J!elil
men in modeling catalogues, but | did not know this would ever be more than

frantic shameful masturbation. But; it did ultimately (finally) manifest as sex

with a man. It was just as awful as my experience with thewoman had been.In

bed with a stranger, me without empathy, going through the motions; aroused

but disconnected and expecting some kind of betrayal or rejection; as was my

way. He was apotential enemy to me as most humans were. Differently awful.

This time | was the recipient of the cruelty, ridicule, rejection.

And the time had come to leave this city.

J!I'xbt!fnquz!tuj mm-!boe! J!dpvmeo!u! gjmm!ui
opu!gsjfoetijqg-!'!opu!xpsl / !Dpnjoh! Pvu! ej e«
apathy were stagnant sores, and the closest | could get to feeling anything was

by cunning, winning or cruelty.

There was something wrong and broken.

My despairing dreams of a different future as a Jedi Knight in a galaxy far, far
away, manifested as an invitation from one of the first gay #iends!| ever made.
l jt!obnf! xbt ! Be b ntant conipanenh forthe mext fewd yeard. |

was struggling with my secret gayness, and he said, plain and true, that
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Melbourne in 1986 was no place for an international superstar homosexual,

and that America and Europe held our hopes of fortune and glory.

| bought that.

(Was he grooming me?)

Fortune and glory sounded very movieadventure, fantastic, and far far away.

And my developing narcissism knew it to be my destiny.
It was time to leave this city.

Mf u! t! hp! ulgtdhdsp mmz x pp e
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Chapter 5
Hollywood Land

I Iollywood, Los Angeles.

J!dbo!u!sfnfncfs!hfuujoh!uifsf-!Icvu!l gpsu\
would have taken nothing less to motivate me from my apathy and nihilism.
J!lelofwfs!ibwf!epof!jul!l bmpfenteredttd brganizeo! u! i |
ju/ 1 J!xbt!'usbwfmmjoh! xjui!b!gsjfoe-!Db!of)
gay three weeks earlier in AustraliaAdam. We wereinseparable; to onlookers

we would have appeared to be bestfriends, as if | was capable of such a thing.

As if such a thing were possible after 3 weeks.But we were an easy fit,

inseparable, never lovers. He made things happen, | followed apatheticall a

power imbalance that has defined exploitative relationships since the beginning

of time. | liked his decision-making leadership, | relied on it, it made me feel

safe, so | gave him my power.l was teased deliciously by the fortune and glory

that glimmered in the future, that he assured me would happen | hadbecome a

tall, movie-star handsome young man, a very fresh facednineteen-year-old,

despite my two decades of adulthood and cynicism and trauma. People said |

belonged in an Australian Soap, | was so Home and Away handsome?eople

liked me immediately, adoredme, trusted me. Every time.Every time, it was an

absolute charm | possessed. A charm people wanted to protect, to befriend, to

possess somehow, to make their own, to love, to educate. My charisma was

unmistakable and infallible, and for me it was a currercy | used in place of
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authentic emotions, empathy, ambition, motivation, of having to care. Things
just happened to me, because of my charisma and good looks, which made
things easy for me. | never had to do anything, | could just live with my apathy
and nihilism; | just had to smile, and things would just happen, without any
effort or passion or desire from me.

| was dead inside.

But | was in Hollywood, and everyone liked me.

What was Hollywood like in the late 80s?

Think Jackie Collins. She got it absolutely right. It was glitz it was glamour. It
was a city full of cheap low-lifes, dressed up in expensive clothes, make up,
accessories, cars, jobs. Hiding, hiding their true rots, their true characters.

It was swimming pools surrounded by people waiting to be discovered, found,
loved; waiting for that person to see them, to really see them, to change their
lives. To help them with that life transformation, the transformation that can
only happen by being in the right place, at the right time, looking very good that
day.

And | always looked very good that day.

It was driving down Mulholland Drive in a rentedMustang convertible, passing
the giant billboards featuring Arnold Schwarzenegger and Sylvester Stallone
and Bruce Willis, the action and masculinity they repesented exploding off the
giant poster in flame and bullets.

It was Angelica Huston and Annette Benning and John Cusack irdZwe GriftersLJ
Tom Hanks was hugeonthebillc pbset ! j o! dzCj hLXKIl gmmz xpge!s
Spzbaure/'MdzXi p! Gsbnfe! Sphfs! Sbccjuld df mfcs
Cruise represented Hollywood of the future.Julia Roberts, Harrison Ford, Glenn
Close, Eddie Murphy, Mel Gibson, Michael Douglas, DeriMoore. They were
glamorous and heroic, they were huge, they won that fortune and glory, they

earned their place on the cover of Vanity Fair and Rolling Stone.
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Hollywood in the 80s was traffic, shopping, brunches. It was being served in

restaurants by waiters who were not waiters, but actors trying to make a living.

Ju! xbt!tvotijof-!boe!svoojoh!joup!uw! bduj
at the drugstore. It was Spanish-inspired architecture and Melrose Place. Not

the street.

It was living in a bubble, where anythingcouldhajqf o-! cvu! gspcbcmz!
was doing robust denial aboutwhat life becomesx i f o! ui f !l esf bn! epft
happen. It means drinking too much, being a waiter or barman at 45, it means
nNbsszjoh!tpnfpof! sjdilinglodtioaclpreligiompro! u! mj | f
New Age practice, or drinking too much.It means writing that book or script

that never happens.It means returning to your criminal roots you tried to deny,
ps!uvsojoh!up!gpso/!"Uibu!t!l pmmzxppel

Ui bu!t!uifl!l pmmzxppe! J!gpvoellcauld2: 99/ ! Bo ¢
disguise myself among the young handsome boys seeking Hollywood fame at

the poolside parties of the hillside mansions, or | could hang with the rough and

ready, who felt more lke my kin. The rejects, the abandoned, the ones who
ejeo!u!lgjuljo-tuif!poft! xilwdsasfcanffortanle gu! up!
with the Hollywood wealthy that hosted parties in the hillside mansions, as |

was with the drug dealers at the parties inthe hillside mansions. | felt akin to

them all. And alien at the same time.And they loved me of course. Made things

easy.

And it was all so fast. | remember being in a cheap hotel on the Sunset strip

when Adam and | first landed, for just a few nghts, then | remember Adamand

| living with my new boyfriend in his apartment. Adam took the couch, and |

(obviously) shared the bedroom with my new boyfriend.Even though we never

Il bel!tfy/ 1 J! xbt!up!cf!pxofe-!qgqpttftnfe-! 0]
But it all happened fast, and | had some help in that from an old pal.

| had a friend in Hollywood. Sort of. | had a piece of paper in my wallet, with the

details of an Asian family sworn by blood to help me if | called them.
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J!dbmmfe!ijn/ ! J!Iwjtjufelb!qgbsljoh! mpul!uil
legitimate businesses, that was probably a cover for their network of

illegitimate businesses.J ! ej eo! u! |l opx! xi bu! J! xxHeouf e! gs
very best kinds of relationship, positively pregnant with possibility.Two people

born with a keen eye for survival, but with adistorted sense of survival. He was

a dodgy looking hardfaced man who never looked at youin the face, even

while talking to you. Always on thelookout behind you, around you; looking for
opportunities that might be missed if he focused directly on you He was clearly

the kind of heterosexual man that had no gay friends. We looked odd together.

Movie star gay boy in Hollywood, tall, super groomed, a soap star quiff, right out
pgluif!2:91t/!'!Boe!'ijn-1Btjbo!nbgjb/ ! Cvuli
e | ébmther him at all, the way it would have any other heterosexual man in the

1980s/ ' Jg!' J! el opulcffol!hjwfo!ijtlovncfs!cz!
tusffut-tuifol!J!lelibwf!cffoltjngmz!b!nbsl
for him. My gayness irrele\ant. But we were kin, because | did have his number,

because his third cousin in Melbourne had been my friend. Again, my gayness

irrelevant. And kin.Sworn by blood.

We were never friendswe only met in person the once. Rit he was

professional, and he hadhonor; he summed me up pretty quickly ard figured

out what | wanted, eventhoughd ! i beo! u! gj hvsf el ui bu! pvul! z
| was lost, family-less in a big city, and looking for opportunity. Lazy opportunity,

becauseJ ! ej eo! u! nbl f !nggjysthéppehddio me Fhadnb u i |

ambition, no attention span to focus on along-term goal, no dedication, drive,

passion to see along-term goal through to the end. | was nihilism, | was apathy,

| was trauma. And | was seeking lazy opportunity.l was unknowingly seeking a

groomer.

Boe!ifleltvnnfelnf!vqgl!

He knew my type, and how to find opportunity in Hollywood in the 1980s.

He was connected and willing to help his kin.

lf!'lTofx!xifsfl!Jlelgju-!xifsfl!Jleluisjwf/]
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And he connected me to gay porn industry.
J! e! gpHolywood.

(Me;Los Angeles California, 1988)

75






Chapter 6
Fortune and Glory

Think Beta cassette, think VHS.

Think not-so-glossy magazines with almost-naked supergroomed and oiled

gay men on the cover; for sale only irsex-shops. Wrapped insealed plastic,

designed to tease only, not giving it all away without a purchase. Tis was

before the world would allow them on the top shelf of newsagents alongside

the socially acceptable straight porn magazines.

Think SexShops which only opened late afternoon, stayed open all night,

bathed in neon. Staffed by some heavyset man who smoked cigars, who

would (almost without caring) give you the side-eye as you nervously moved

toward the arch through which the filthy gay section was housed. Those

sections also had wanking booths; enter, close the curtain, put a silver dollar in

the coin slot, and porn of your choice will play on the screen for a minute

precisely.

These were also the places to cruise for sex. There were betteplaces to cruise
gps!tfy!bt!b!hbz!ps!dmptfufelnbo!jo!l pmm:
and you had a Yellow Pages or an eye for neon lights, this could be the place
zpv!iel!xjoelvg!po!b!lipsoz! mpofmz! oj hiul/
Not me though.

J!lelibel tfy! wheslfafrived in Hoflytvdogy onoezwith awoman,

twice, clumsily and unsatisfactorily with men. | did not understand sex, or
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intimacy of any kind exceptthat closenessJ ! e! | opxo! xj ui ! nz! npui
certainly made better sense to me as a currency of sortsthan anything else. It

df subjomz!tffnfel!mjplf!b!wbmvbcmf! dvssf od:
experienced. Sex seemed of huge importance, and it was glossy, groomed,

accessorized, merchandised andvery marketable. It was something gay men

seemed to value vew highly, and worlds of all kinds seemed devoted to gay sex.

Bars, clubs, advertisements, sex shops, the gay travel industry, the saunas, the

parks at night the public toilets at night and the Clap clinics.And that was even
before the internethad hitus,ui j t ! xbt! Kbdl jf!lbgsawajeot ! ! | pi
of the valueofsex<! ui pvhi ! J!'i beo!u!nfu!nboz! qf pqmi
pleasure in it. | met many who found pleasure in the pursuit of it, in the carrot

on the end of the stick that represented greatsex,v u! J! ej eo! u! nf fu! n
enjoyed sexual relationships with men.

Boel J!el ofwfs! fokpzfel!ju/!Ops!eje!J!|jnbhj
anyone. | was alone, | was an island, no one understood me or ever will.

There | was, thrust into a world thatseemed all about sex, with no concept of it

at all.

Except for the marketability of it.

The porn industry made sense.

And it seemed to want me.
Ju!tffnfel!hmbnpspvt/!J!Iwfleftdsjcfeluif!:H
before we had Pornhub or the inernet. This was not glamorous, but the

industry that fueled it, was. The glamour existed in the parties in Hollywood

mansions at night, in the pool parties by day; the glamour lived and teasedn

the glittering lines of cocaine on glittering silver trays and the glittering silver

straws we snorted it through. Glittering Champaign flutes, glittering necklaces

that hung on overly suntanned waxed chests of the fat gay porn makers. And

the glittering pretty boys who danced around the pool, aware of the commodiy

of their sex. Waiting for that moment of sexual affirmation, and the fame that

came from that wanking booth moment.
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Jeff Stryker was the biggest porn star in the gay world then.

Huge.

Boe! J!lel!l cffo!j ous pfwaprdady athpusand degreesimfo b h f s !
separation) by my Hollywood contact in the parking lot, my blood-sworn kin.

And | found myself living with him in his apartment, Adam on the sofa, we were

inseparable remember, and his survival in Hollywood depended on my success.

| took that for granted.

This was not the glamour | spoke of though, not this relationship, not this

apartment.

His name, the manager of porn stars who became my boyfriend,was Arthur.

He was 33 years old, blond curly hair that | adored. He was great in publidut

awful at real stuff, like really talking to someone.

And | guess | was the same. In that situation at least. A kind of forced intimacy,

born of a sordid introduction and a need for survival.Like two predators

bumping in the night. Like two sharks swimming about, looking for a fight but

only finding each other. So pairing up instead of having to divide the ocean.

Survival in Hollywood.

He waso !the wealthy glamorous porn industry mogul that one might expect at

this stage of the story; his apartment was not a mansion, there was no pool.

He was probably the hundredth manager Jeff Stryker had had in a year, during

b! gspcbcmz! bta-dloold yer!! Fonipmd ou! jo! ui f! gpso!t
| opx!ui bu!tubhf!sjhiu@ Xifo! zngpdywhenttheui f ! c |
xpsme! mjwft!po! W T!dbttfuuft-!boel zpv! st
step, but no one knew what the next step is, or how to achieve it.
Bsuivs-!Inz!ofx!cpzgsjfoe-!xbt!pof! pg! gspoc
they knewwhatJeffSus z| f s!t !l of yul! tufqg!tipvme! cf/ ! B
) Fydfqu!iflejeolul*

Any better than the other hundred.

But that was porn in the 1980s in Hollywood.

That was the bed | was sleeping in.
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Arthur had no money, and his name was probably fake. Arthur Carrington.

Remember please, thatDynasty was the biggest thing in television in the 80s.

Bsuivs!t!dbsffs!ijtupsz!xbt!b!nztufsz-1"1i/f
history to speak of, it seemed he just appeared from thin air in 1980s
Hollywood.

| never knew him. He never knew me.

| knew he liked the left side of the bed.
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He lied about everything; he lied about what he was going to do today, which

Important people he was going to meet, the geat achievements and

introductions he would make today. He lied when he promised me that being

with him represented opportunity of sorts, for me. For a month, | was sure he

did not, in any way, represent Jeff Stryker. (But he did; Jeff came by eventually,

to complain about the lack of progress, the lies, to threaten that Arthur would

be sacked in favor of manager number 101, unless he saw some progress. It
xbtoltu!blojdf!nffujoh!gps!Bsuivs-!Icvul!jul!
Stryker,pornstar,.Cb d | ! xi f o! dzZgpso! tupslLd nfbou! gpso!
Arthur was a grifter, a lying mystery, on the take, a keen eye for opportunity.

None of this, none of this, made me like him any less. His blond hair was

gorgeous, and his graft was so slick, yet sotransparent, that he was adorable. |

think he believed his own lies, they were told with so much promise, such joy

and with such blond curly hair, thateverybody wanted to believe him, or make

them real. He was liked by everybody, even as they dismissed Binonsense.

l jt!'hsbgu! xpsl felgps'!ijn/!"Ju!ejeo!u! xpsl!
well-connected, he did get us the invites to the glamorous parties, to the

mansions, to the porn studio meetings. We bunked down in his cheap

apartment, like evey Hollywood immigrant, waiting for their break, their fortune

boe! hmpsz/ ! Boe! xi fo!xf! xfsfolul!cvoljoh! ej
schmoozing at the parties, name-dropping Jeff Stryker, and looking for our

opportunity amongst the glamour.

| was offered money for sex. A lot. Daily. | was offered porn stardom a lot. | was

offered modeling contracts, introductions to acting agents, introductions to

famous film directors. | was offered the chance to sleep with the second and

third biggest porn stars, for free. | was offered all these thingsin exchange for

sex, or sometimes just for an association with me that held promise for

someone. | was offered success in exchange for an invitation to a hot tub party
atagbnpvt! uw! tlwdsoffered opportunity, lines of cocaine,

swimming trunks at pool parties, and invitations to a line of better-quality
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cocaine by the hosts of those parties. There was opportunity everywhere, and

for a while, | was actually, the talk of the town. | was the hottest new hing, in
thislow-ifex ps me! bu! mf bt u/ ! Bsuivs!t!lgmbo! xbt! o
to create a buzz about me, keep me unobtainable to increase my value. He was

protecting an investment, it felt like he was protecting me.

He was a mystery to me,and he was a grifter, but | really actually do think, to

this day, that a lovely, tiny part of him, the better part, really was protecting me

from this.

| think we had sex once, Arthurand/ ! Xf ! xfsfolu!dmptf/ ! J!ibe
was. | had no idea who Ilwas. He had no idea who | was. We had no idea what

was going on. | was an opportunity, not someone to be loved. Sharing a bed

with him every day, living with him,was weird, but easy enough. | was

phenomenally frigid and defensive when it came to sex. Buta great flirt in

public, in my modest classy way.

Arthur knew; he knew | was untouchable. If he knew anything, anything; if his

street sense informed him of anything truly true, it was this; that | was

untouchable. He knew there was a profound vulnerabiliy behind my frigidity,

something due to explode dangerously if invaded. He knew this, somehow. It

was the only thing he might have knownabout anything; but he knew this.

And he respected this.

And gosh | iked this about him.

Once, just once, he reachedver from his side of the bed, and touched me, ima

benign, nonsexual place, perhaps my upper arm. | had my back to him.

J!lejeolu! npwf /! Xijdi!j olwasalsignalthatthiswals - ! j o! |
PL-!cvu!uibu!J! xpvmeo! Butihdtwhathewyaotddto! Ps ! q b
do was ok.
J!'ntopu!tvsf!jg!J!lgfmu!ju!xbt!blevuz!ui bl
for all the opportunity-gs pnj tjoh/ ! J!nlopu!tvsf!jgl!J!xhb
J!' xbt!b!wfsz! mpoh! xbz!bxbz! gspnwanthwj oh! b!

was nihilism, | was sheea survival, | was trauma.
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We were two sharks sharing water.
J!'n!'foujsfmz!tvsf!uibu!Bsuivs! xbt!bt! dpoc¢
Xflibe!b!l joe!'pg!tfyluibu!ojhiu/lJ!'ejeol!
| think it was a gift on my part, and Ithink it was a very respectful act of

kindness from Arthur. And the closest we ever came to knowing what the other

was about.

But still a long way.

Ju!t! b! ojifdromamti€ize p.s z

Day time came and it was like it never happened. We went back tthe grift.

My time in Hollywood was coming to an end. Inevitably.J ! dbo! u! f wf o! s f n
how long my Hollywood life lasted, less than a year? Thisvas going nowhere,

Kf gg! Tu seerwdsgding hodhereOpui j oh! jo! Bsui s !t ! mj (
was transient, and so all the players that drifted in, drifted away And his

promises of great opportunity wore thin, though | never stopped adoringhis

belief in those promises, or the way his blond curls bounced when he made

those excited promises.

And Adam, my bkest and only friend on the sofa, the third wheel, also living on

hollow promises of opportunity, all depending on my value in Hollywood; he

knew this was over. And since | was not a person that ever initiated anything, in

my apathy, ever... Adam took charg and decided we were moving on.

Hollywood had been my first real introduction to gay life.

To a relationship.

To the game of succeeding in life. And the game of opportunity.

| grew up there a little, | honed some social skills, some dress sense. My grift

improved, my groom game improved.

Hollywood had been my introduction to kind sex;imbued perhaps, with mental

health weirdness, but a kind memory to keep.

Bu! bhf! 29-1J!l el mfbsofe!b! mpu! bcpvu! mjgf/!
About death.
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In Hollywood, | learned that gay sex is a ceimodity, and that the

nfsdi boejtjoh!pg!uibu-!xbt!b!hbz!nbo!t! gl
Most people seemed valued upon their sexiness.
Jg!zpv!sfltfyz-1lzpv! mm!lcf!xfmdpnf el
Jg!zpv!sfltfyz-lzpvImm!lcf!jodmvefel/l!
Jg!zpv!sf!l opu- $yophave someother kimd fof-skill that settst

you above the rest.
Jg!zpv!Isfltfyz-Ipgqpsuvojujft!ibgqgfo-1!jg!
the best people will be interested.

Jglzpv!sfltfyz!zpv! mm! hful cz/

J!'ntopu! kvtu!ubmljoh! bcpwmnuhitg.mmzxppe/ ! Ui |j
Sexiness was the oil that made the wheels go around.

Jg!zpv!ejeo! ubinmakeitinfihiswolldz pv! x pv me
Jg!zpv!iejeolu!ibwf!ju-!Top!pof!xpvme! xbou!
Jg!zpv!iejeolu!ibwf!ju-!'zpv!iel!hful!lsfkfdufe
disguised ways that hurt even more and last longer.
Jg!zpv!iejeolu!l!libwfltfyjoftt-!lzpv!ielcf! mp:«
J!'xbto'!lu!tfyz-!Tcvu!J!I xbt!npwjfltubs!iboet
sexy, but | looked like lwas, and | could carry it off.

And some people saw my vulnerability all over my sleeves, and they thought

that was sexy too.

(Naive fools.)

So | passed.

As long as | played the game.

Ui j t!jt! xiaboutgaylife fromfmly firsh introduction to a gay

community. That everyone wastroubled, everyone was looking for opportunity,

and that sexiness was the currency that would keep you functioning in the

cruelty and madness and the nihilism.

The nihilism that streaked through me; that was common amongst my gay

community.
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Because AIDS was here. The opposite of sexy.

Killing millions, and making gay everything disgusting.
Cvu!J!xbt!vobxbsf-!nptumz/! Ps! qf sAIDBqt! j u!
bmbsn! xfou! pwf s ! ndfbrioierraeldcddd, sincdteeblisswiedd b s f

on the kill kill day, so | remained deaf and blind to AIDS talk. Just another thing.

And not enough empathy to really care what it was doing to others.
Op!poflttgpl fl!pg!ju/ VIVl ofx!pg!ju-!tcvul! J!

ever said the word to me.It had been spoken of

dzPi - ' cf ! dbsfgvm! pg!uibu!pof<!tiflibt!]
jul xjui /! Tubz!dmfbs! pg!uibu! pof/ LJ

That was language that meant a guy in the room had AIDS, was dangerous,

stay away. Without using the word AIDS. hever heard it. But | knew what it

was. And | got on with things.

Jleloffelup! mfbso! b! mpu! bcpvu!juljo!zfbst
world-renowned activist and community champion, the figurehead for a

different epidemic that gay men would face, that would require me knowing a

lot about HIV and AIDS.

Cvu'lui f!npsf!jnnfejbuf!sfbtpo!J!eitoffel!l uj
would (in part) define my life in years to come. It would nearly kill me, define my

generation and inform my understanding of the world.

London was next. | think it had always been part of the plan, for Adam and me;

Hollywood was meant to be a brief stopover, but opportunity beckoned so

loudly at my heels, that Adam felt it might be worth a longer stop. But Arthur

X b t ohatgdldan ticket that Adam wanted, and though | could have stayed

apathetically there, drifting, grifting, Adam took the initiative and moved us on.

To London.

Hollywood had been brief, it was never home. Nearly. Potentially. | could have

easily become awashed-up ex porn star trying to make it in legitimate movies,
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working as a waiter, doing too many drugs, drinking too much, passing, until my

looks and charisma were overcame with cynicism and bitterness, trying to

make contacts and extra cash through some dodgy dealings.

That could have been my destiny. Perhaps it should have been. There is great

misery in it, but thereisgreathons ! j o! j u! boe! b! |l joe! pg! ej h
Bmm! pgluiptf! xiplejeolu!nblf!ljulgdaop, | pmmz:>
cvu!epo!lu!lopx!julzfu///lVJVTtff!hsfbul!ej hc
perseverance, despite the odds. The dignity lies in the endurance, the work

done toward the appearance of youth. Bricks and mortar, with the greatest of

dedication. The dignity is in the self-belief which must be stronger than bricks

and mortar. The ability to paste a smile on and to walk proudly away, head held

high in denial and in dignity, while humiliation and rejection slam another door

in your face.

| love that dignity.
J!'tpvhiu!ju-!lcvu!J!ldbo!l!u!qgqgsfufoelnz! gqvst\
strong in them days.

London beckoned. London promised lots of fortune and glory

Goodbye to Hollywood. | know some people call it Los Angeles, but no; this was

Il pmmzxppe! J!'elubtufe-!lepo!u! fwfs!njtublf!
nf -1 ui bu! J!tethiocitywhlesd itsvasway teecstar of a film being

screened before a packed and applauding audience somewhere on Sunset

Boulevard.
That did happenby the way. A later chapter.

Be patient bitches.

Mfu!t!hp! up! Mpoepo/
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(Sunset Strip late 1980%
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Chapter 7
London. Reality Bites

Adam and | arrived in London in winter. | had never before in my life needed
to invest in a proper winter coat, but ever the one to be thinking ahead, Adam
had made me go shopping with him in Melbourne for the ultimate winter coat.
He told me people can almost be defined by their coats. Wardrobes change
daily, but single a winter coat will serve someone faithtilly, daily throughout a
London winter, so it needs to be remarkable. There are those that havera
efficient, perhaps shapeless and wornout warm winter coat, that gets

overused, year after year, hiding some brilliant fashion and stylainder its
practical oldness. Forgetting that the majority of people see them, assess them,
on this winter coat.

The same goes for shoes. Some people can hold everything together through
zfbst!pg!efqgsfttjpo-!beejdujpo-!]jmmoftt-"1!
they are fine. But the giveaway will always be their shoes, and their coat.

This ridiculous lesson in privilege, was one of the earliest things | learned. |
bought, THE most amazing winter coat that my money could buy.Ankle length,
leather jacket made in the Australian Japara style that was worn famously by
bushmen and horsemen of the Australian Blue Mountains. Nothing that Europe
would have appreciated, certainly nothing that critiquing gay communities

would have appreciated.
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| probably looked ridiculous.But I felt heroic in it. A little bit like my hero from

The Manfrom Snowy River (movie), and a little bit like a teenager who knows

nothing about fashion, wearing the most expensive, the most heavy and the
nptu!txjtiz!uijoh!iflel!fwfs!pxofel/
J!dbo!lu!sfnfncfs!xibultipft!J!xpsf/!

But | had arrived in London with a sprainedanklé ! J ! e ! gdfamerbéacdingc vt u! c
my plane fromLAXbj sgpsu/ ! Nz! gmj hi u-!boe! Bebn! t! ]
of us) upgraded to first class seats, but the hell would bethe first 2 weeks in

London hobbling on a sprained ankle, under the weight of my heavy coat, in

snow and ice, travelling from flat viewing to flat viewing, as Adam and |

searched for accommodation. A search through ice and snow, carrying all we

owned in giant cases, under the weight of our expensive coats, and me with a

sprained ankle.

Pre-internet flat hunting.

Adam was difficult to please. He was used to luxury, he felt entitled to it, and his
tbdsjgjdf!jo!l pmmzxppe-!1t mfihghe¢ soightmo! Bs ui \
rectify, now in London.

Still both living on our savings, but aware they were running short, this mad

search for an affordable place to live, was a frantic start to our London life, and

did not help my ankle that needed rest.

| did not like London at first.

A new element began to creep into the dialogue Adam and | shared. It started

bt!bo! bmnptu! bnvtjoh!tibsfe!bnb{fnfou! bu!
up!cfl!jo!l pmmzxppe-!boel!lipx!nboz!pgqgpsuv
missedbycf j oh! ti bdl mfelup!Bsuivs/ ! Qbsu! pg! ui
part, a resentment that Arthur had promised so much, but delivered so little; a

resentment that Adam had had to sleep on a sofa, when he clearly felt entitled

to more luxury. A resentment that Arthur had protected me from the cheap
pggfst!pg!gsptujuvujpo!boel!gpsophsbqi z-1"1

experience of Hollywood better.
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)J!bggmz!ui f! xpse! ¥gsptujuvujpo!lup!b! Il ]
Is being exploited. Wwould not apply this to legitimate and proud sexwork where

all involved have agency and it is devoid of coercion/exploitation.)

This dialogue shifted, week by week. | soon felt that | owed Adam a kind of

apology for the hardship he had endured, and | steed to buy into the collective

injustice he spoke of, of the lives we should have been living. Lives with more

luxury.

Somehow, it became understood between us, that | could rectify all of this by

capitalizing on my handsomeness and myunmistakable charisma, making use
pgluif!mfttpo!t! xflel! mfbsofe!jo!l pmmzxpp:e
older gay men.

This just became part of the natural dialogue, during these first weeks in

London. We found a flat in Bayswaterto live in; it was central enoughto

bggf btf! Bebn!t!loffet-!boe! xf!hpu! po! xjui!
jobless and with savings that would not last us forever.
J!'tbz!dwtlL)>!cfdbvtf!Bebn!boe! J!I xfsf!lbt! pc«
but we were as one. Not intimate, as with ny mum and |, but inseparable,

shared fates, shared monies, shared everything.

Two predators sharing the same water. No love, some competition certainly,

and an awareness that the other might be useful to the other.

If one of us should be the breadwinner, that seemed natural. If one of us had

more savings than the other, it was shared, that was natural. The fact that the

imbalance favored him, never seemed inappropriate to me. | was an adult,

without family, without a boarding school, without a home, in a strange city,

without initiative, driven only by apathy, nihilism and my quite extraordinary

charisma and good looks.

Seeking the purposefulness and the security of a groomer.

And there was Adam. | had Adam to be incharge, so that felt safe.

The togetherness was amazing. It glimmered of an intimacy and togetherness |

had felt all those years ago with my mum. It glimmered of something beyond
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nihilism, it glimmered always, of the fortune and gloryhe kept promising. The

fortune and glory owed to us,that would fix everything.

It became obvious and natural between us, that escorting would be our career

j o! Mpoepo/ ! Bebn'!'ejeltuifl!sftfbsdi-!ifl!lejel

we knew the best places for me to call. Thanks mostly to Spartacus Gay Guide.
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(My Japara that kept me warm & dry in Winter London.)




I still knew nothing of sex. | hated my body, in fact | hated aking my clothes
pgg<!fwfo! xjui! Bsui vs -ehAdanhad mefegseenme’r mmz ! d 1
naked. Butl knew | looked amazing in clothes, and neither Adammor | could

fully understand this weirdness of how the rest of the world found me so sexy.

Nothing in life had made sense to me this far, not for a very long time.

Knowing that escorting was prostitution, knowing what it meant, | had a fear of

what it required of me. Nakedness and sex, neither of these things had been

good experiences for me this far. Myresistance was only muted by the fact

ui bu! opui joh!nbef!tfotf!bozxbz-!boe! J! ej ¢
stop it from happening.

But something in me delayed the inevitable. Adam began to become frustrated

with my reluctance to get this career going for us.

One day, he bok the phone, and dialed. A1 Escorts was called AEscorts (I

xpvme! mbufs! mfbso-!xifolJ!l xbt!svoojoh! Mp«
because these were the days of the Yellow Pages, and if your escort agency

began with the letter A, then you had a greater chance of being selected by

people searching through the big yellow book called the Yellow Pagesf the

number 1 was included, it increased your chances of being among the very first

in your category. That was how the business world worked before the internet.

| remember the advertisement very clearly; a black and whitarawing of two

Roman pillars, wih some grapevines growing up them, and between the pillars,

a written explanation of what Al escorts provided. Male company, for

discerning visitors to London. Discretion was assured, and all other assurances

about Al Escorts being the classiest choice, were there in plain ink between the

Roman pillars.

And a phone number.

| remember the moment.
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J!wf! bmxbzt! i bse bfiwleh hstod 5 baprehing,finca moment.

J!Iwf! bmxbzt!lopxo!'xifo!b!'npnfouljt!pg!i]j!t
else would understand that for many moreyears.J u! t ! mj | f ! b! Qbvit f ! |

timeline, just a Pause.On the kill killday, | knew the bigress of it. Even as a

terrified child, | observed like a wise, aloof adult, observing the unraveling of the

day, as if from some historical objective point, wiser than all the adults around

me.

| have felt it often. The Pause.l can tell when a pop song that | hear for the first

time, will be one of historical significance. | knew Madonna was of historical

importance when | first saw her dancing on Solid Gold performing Holiday.

The day | was diagnosed with the Killer virus HIV, | observed from some

historical vantage point.

A Pause.

When at age 141 first saw Lady Diana Spencerin a seethrough skirt on the

cover of a newspaper, | knew that history was just beginning for the both of us,

ui bu! xfltleltcflujfeluphfuifs!gps!efdbeft! uj
J! wf ! setltdlgntit@-gome, activists-to-be, moments that would define

I J tupsz-! b sadthd impoftance dfthpsk mgments, instantly, while

pui fst!bsf!tujmm! hsbggmjoh! xjui!tuif! fFopx!
J!' xpvme! l opx!ju-!IxifolJ!lgjstulldgefined e! ui f !
period in history, that it would define a few decades of my life.

On this day, this day as | looked at theSpartacus Gay Guideand the Roman

pillars of Al escorts; as Adam (annoyed and impatient at my delaying tactics)

handed me the giant red phone receiverand as he round-dialed on the 80s

telephone, the number thatwould connect me to Al escorts, | knew this to be a

defining moment in my life. | observed, unemotionally from some distant

historical vantage point, as | took the receiver, and aked if they had any jobs

going.
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Chapter 8
Day. From. Hell.

M y first day as an escort was a busy one.

It started with a visit to the first-floor offices looking over the famous, slowly-
curving Regent Street, the window was a giant half circlelt was just up from
Piccbej mmz! Dj sdvt-!xijdi-!Topu!jspojdbmmz-1 x
cpz LY ! E] mmzyoungranawaysf rent bbys,who Wwould congregate
around the Eros statue at Piccadilly Circus, making their bodies and their
misfortune available to rent to any of the closeted men who sought a little
prostitution of an evening. Or a little blackmail, whichever earned money faster.
Oscar Wilde and Francis Bacon were fond of the Dilly culture. As | passed the
Eros statue that day, | did not know this extraordinary history, this clandestine
culture; if I had, 1 might have stopped for a moment; for in less than a decade,
that long established culture, that served the complicated needs of so many
challenged peoplep would die away, as internet porn andsex work would make
it all redundant. | might hawe stopped for a moment to mourn this impending
historic demise.

Cvu! J! e eo! ug<okdoilv grlzcare aboptphis higiovypand | had a date
with destiny, an appointment at A1 Escorts. Despite this grand address, the

office was
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at nbmm! sppn-!tubggfel!cz! Sbk-!"tpnfpof! xip!
loyal right-hand man, definitely not aboss, or someone simply doing a job. |

could tell, because he liked me too much, he was not professional enough to

instill trust and he looked over me with those greedy eyes | had gotten to know

so well in Hollywood. He had long bony fingers that moved ove the desk, or the

book, or whatever he was touching, reminding me of spider legs, always

moving, seemingly without synchronicity, just moving. The book he was

touching, and turning pages of, even while looking me up and down hungrily,

was a book fullofhf be! t i put ! boe! cpez!tiput/ ! Uijt!x
Xpnfol!lt!tcppl!xbt! mbcfmfe-!cvuldmptfel/
Sbk! xbt'!ejtbggpj oufeluibu!J!ejeo!u!ibwf!!l
he felt | must have stereotyped Al escorts, if | thought they would not expect a

potential escort to arrive without photographs.

He implied that | thought he was not professional, that it was cheeky for me to

arrive so unprepared.

Which of course gave him the opportunity to ask me to remove my shirt.

J!' xpvmeo! u/

He explained that withoutqi puphsbqit-!'ifleloffelup! hfu
looked, in order to promote me to his clients.

J! xpvmeo! u/

Ju! xbto'!u!qsjef/

It was a body shame, a dreaded fear of being judged badly by awful people.

It had happened in the showers at boarding school, athome ! J! e! cf f o! uf b
the neighborhood kids, and the boys my sisters dated.
Boeluifl!uipvhiul!pg!tuboejoh!ifsflopx-1"!cfq
book full of perfect naked men, filled me with horror and fear.
Cvu!ju'!ejeo!u! dpkpprilemj | f! ui bu<!ju! mppl f

It looked like arrogance.

Ju! mpplfe!mjlf-1dzQmfbtf-!ipx!ebsf!zpv/ L]

It sounded like silence, because | said nothing.
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And | knew that other people got uncomfortable with silence long before | did,
and | could just wait them out.

His other tactics, like
dzzpv!lopx-!tzpv! mm!i bwf!up!ubl f! zpvs!ti
And:

dzJ ! of felup!lopx! xibulzpv! mppl!mjl flup!

These tactics fell on my handsome movie-star face and my charismatic

silence. (I wasfrozen with fear, but) | looked like a heroic, seimportant, self-
dpogjefou! zpvoh! nbo! xi p!xbtolu!hpjoh!up! :
salacious invitation to undress. No way.

Perhaps, in retrospect, | was hoping to be turned down for this joblt would

have been easier to explain to Adam that the agency had rejected me, than that
J!ejeo!l!u! xbou'!up'l!ep!jul!

But my brain was working on too much during this silence to figure everything

out.

The silence was weird, and we were both still, except for Is spider fingers

walking over the page in front of him, still slowly turning pages, for no reason

whatsoever. Until a light flashed on the telephone in front of him, representing a

phone ringing silently. He picked up a receiver and his fingers stopped maing.
J!dbo!u!sfnfncfs! xibu!dpowfstbujpo!ibqgqgf
out, after our standoff, glad of the relief, glad his fingers had stopped moving.

After replacing the receiver back into the cradle of the telephone, Raj asked if |

was free to do a job.

Right now.

Ui jtluisfx!nf-1J!libeol!u!nfoubmmz! qsf qgbsf e
ui pvhiuluijt!joufswjfx-!ps!Bebn!t!jotjtuf
this job.
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Cvu'!lui jt!xbt!b!tjmfodf! Jheehpaledeaod'Ra bfx bj u! p\
Al escorts had a job to send me to, only minutes after me requesting a job at
Mpoepo!t!cftu!bhfodz/

Mj gf! xbt!npwjoh! gbtu-!boe! J!'ibelup!Il ffqg!\
phone booth and call Adam, which would be the expectedhext thing. He could

have cleared my doubts, and told me what to do, made the decisions.

But no time, this was happening now.

Raj explained that this person was a regular, and liked to see all the new boys. |

think Raj assumed, by my performance of conficence, that | was professional

and experienced at this. He delivered instructions to me as if I knew what he
xbtltubmljoh!bcpvu-!bt!jgljulxfsfltpnf! it
about the sex that would be expected, or something. | was way beyond

listening at this point, as my body was releasing adrenaline in gushes that kept

me standing upright, when | think | would otherwise have been a heap on the

floor.

A cab was to be gotten outside at Piccadilly Circus | was to go the flat in

Chelsea, and retun directly to Raj, who would be there waiting for me.

It was odd how | had disliked Raj so intensely in earlier minutes, and now |

looked to him as a kind of savior that would be seeing me through, waiting for

me after, this impending ordeal.

J!epomfludfsg! i bjmjoh! uif!dbc-"!Thefapmadiru! sf nf n
Chelsea, a nice area, and the client was clearly wealthy. But the flat appeared to

be a bedsit, and | assumed it was adjacent to his home, where he lived,

closeted, with his wife. This was the 80s, this is how a lot of gay men from

aristocratic families lived. This bedsit had a single bed, and a wash basin |

could almost reach from the bed.

| remained clothed, and silent, awaiting instructions.

J!dbo!lu!sfnfncfs! uiféwhpmoorehevodsthanp.dlet! gqf si b«
cfdbvtfl!ifl!libeolu!epof!luijt!lcfgpsf<!tifltl

sensed that he had a very young, very fresh, terrified and traumatised child in
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front of him. Whatever blinkers he would normally wear in this stuation;
whatever tactics he used in his brain to untangle the sex that would normally
happennowp|j u! xbt o! u! xpsl joh/

He kissed me and | was frozen.

He reached inside my shirt, and | was frozen.

Ui fol!ifltupgqfe! boe! nbef ! bl!tofferpnedne.! gps! i j 1
There was mental health alive and active in the room, and he saw it, he was
awfully confused by it. His arousal, that supposedly never wavered, vanished,
and he was in the room with a human being, and that was not the sex he was
used to.

He called me a cab, and handed me the money | had been told to expect, as
well as more for a tip.

Then | was cabbing it back to Raj.

As soon as | was back in the offices, Raj was congratulating me. The client had
phoned him and givenaglowingbggsbjtbm/ ! J!'ejeo!u!offel!u
Just to hand the cash to Raj, including the tip (I learned it was expected to
declare tips honestly. My cut was two-thirds of the entire takings from each job,
including tip. Declaring tips was an honesty game of trust, that if played well,
ensured getting given the best jobs with highest priority. If a client tipped you,
and promised you it was a secretp one never knew when or if he was also
declaring that to Raj)

This day was not over though. My most immediate urge was to call Adam, it
was odd for me to have experienced anything so major without having shared it
with him; it was odd for so much time to have elapsed without contact.

This was the most urgent thing on my mind, but Raj had another job for me.

Right now.

It seemed that while | had been in the bedsit, Raj had phoned all the regulars to
let them know he had a fresh face. He wanted a profitable day.

| was his profitable day.
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Before | knew it,before any dialogue with Adam, therel was at job number two;

sitting in an apartment overlooking the Thames, with another very kind man,
xipltffnfelup!tfotf!uibu!J!eje! Apledt,ti bsf!
removed my dramatic and amazing winter coat, and tried to make conversation

the way | imagined escorts made conversation.| saw some mail on the coffee

table, and | recognsed the name it was addressed to. A famous name, but |
dpvmeo!u!gmbdf!ju/!J!'ejeo! ulcedrignothoj {f ! i ]

knowing how escorts made usual conversation) | asked if he was famous.

dzOp'!' op-'!t op-top/ ' Ui bu!t!opu!tpnfuijoh! x

He said. It was a posh accent. It carried authority, and | knew not to push

further.

He seemed old, but he looled a lot younger with his clothes off, which

happened quickly afterward. | would learn a great deal in the coming months,

about perceptions of age, about naked bodies, about how authority in clothes

can translate to the opposite out of clothes; andvcevest b/ ! J! el mf bso! i |
school-boyish grown men can be, how ridiculous court judges could be, how

lonely popular men can really be, and how sexy an awkward ugly man can be

out of his clothes. And so much more.

But today too much was happening to reallyabsorb the lessons. | was
tvsqsjtfelup! mlfluijt!pmelnbo!t!cpez-1! c\
xbt!tvgqptfelup!cfl!loblfelupp-!boe! podf! J!
waited for him, or the universe, to give instructions. | did not kiow what was

supposed to happen next.

| felt ugly and stupid.

That weirdness was in the room, that mental health weirdness, and | think it

was all mine.

Jlepol!lu!l opx!ipx!nvdilujnf!lqgbttfe<!gfsi bt

I f!libel buufnaowfwasflozeh.epo! u! l o
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Xjuipvu!cfjoh!voljoe-!iflfygmbjofeluijt!:>
| was so relieved.

And mortified, but mostly relieved.

He paid me too. All too strange for me to comprehend.

Again, | was cabbing it back to Raj, with a poket full of British Pounds, very
large strange bank notes, compared to Australian dollars. They felt of greater
value, and | liked them. | examined them with joy as the cab journeyed past St
Qbvm!t! dbui fesbm-!Tuifl!tvo!tfuujoh/
Back on Regent Street | declagd my tip to Raj, and again, he communicated
some praise to me from the client. It was clear that the client had
communicated some of the weirdness to Raj, because there was an attempt at

reassurance from my new spidery fingered friend; something like

dZBoe! of wfs! njoe-! xflsflopu!bmxbzt!up!f

Raj spoke with beautiful English, a perfect upper class English accent.

He had another job for me.

It seemed out of my hands now. | was very excited about the money | was
earning,itwasmorethanJ ! e! gpttfttfe! glEysubluwfsz! mpol
time to think, and thankfully, Raj was making all the decisions for me; a

circumstance | was familiar with and comfortable with, in my way.

| journeyed to Knightsbridge, to meet the most awful pretentious, self-important

man | had ever met, or would since.

He acted kind, but | saw right through him, and his narcissism, and | knew what

lay behind it was a potential for awful cruelty and manipulation. He boasted

about his house so much, | became convincedu ! x bt ol u'l i jt/ 1" 1 f!l cphb
how much money he had, | knew it was money that could disappear as quickly

as he had manifested it. | knew the money he flaunted came at the awful

expense of someone else, someone who had been screwed over maliciously by

this awful man with no conscience.
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J!' xpvmeo!lu!tmffqgq!xjuilijn-1Jlepo!uluijol!
well. But he seemed challenged by that. We argued even, but weirdly, it spurred

him on, eager to make me impressed by his wealth or his money smats, or

something. A normal person would have kicked me out of the house by now; a

normal escort would have left (well no; probably a normal escort would have

acted impressed, played that game).

But he was revolting, and manipulative and he was determined ! x pv meo! u! mf
in an argument. He paired me a drink. | suggested | leave, he poured me

another, or asked to show me something amazing in another room. | swore |
xpvmeo!lu!tmffq!xjuil!ijn-!Iboelif!lpggfsfel:l
tell Rgghowrve f ' J!1 el cffo-!qgspnjtjoh!Jlel hful gbj
let him bathe me.

The bath was awful too. He seemed to know he could be crueler while | was

naked in the bath, less able to leave dramatically. He knew | wanted to be paid,

he knew he cauld threaten me with a good review or a bad one to Raj. These

hours passed awfully slowly.

Then he wanted me to stay the night.

| said no way.

The more | protested, the more he wanted to win.

In fact, he said he was leaving for Paris in the morning, andhat | should

accompany him.

Ju!tt!gpttjcecmf!J!lItiveefsfel xjuil!lsfwvmtjpol
him on further.

| explained my friendship with Adam to him, and why hs suggestions and

invitations were impossible.

And | think it was the only timehe shut up for ten minutes.

He actually stopped, and listed silently and attentively while | waxed on about

me and Adam.

| explained how Adam and | were inseparable, how our lives and destinies were

intertwined, about our extraordinary connection, historyand our journeys
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together; | explained how bizarre this day had been without him knowing where

Jlelcffolgps!tp!mpoh-!boe!ipx!tubzjoh! pwf

possible. How Paris was unthinkable, without Adam.

He seemed fascinated by the complexty of this friendship, a kind of
pathological fascination and curiosity. Was it competition | sensed? Did he
need to win me away from Adam? Drive a wedge?

This was strange and awful, and beyond my comprehension. The hours | spent
there seemedlonger, and this arguing seemed oddly familiar, and it seemed like
intimacy or something. Not the good kind, obviously, not that | knew the
difference.

He had more questions about Adam, about Adam and me.

But more; he had opinions about Adam, about Adam ad me. He spoke of
psychological complexities, and in his revolting transparent arrogance, he knew
better than me, what really lay at the heart of this friendship. He called me weak
and spineless, stupid.

J!'ibeol!u!cffolqgbje! zf u- dptoowas to stdy,tplyfthef
hbnf /! J!'uipvhiu!J!xbt! dmf wf sdrthatthel ! u i
mood would change.

| was out of my depth with this new kind of predator, and the day had been too
strange, and | could barely think.

He really wanted me to abandon Adam and to stay the night, and to

accompany him to Paris.

| was adamant, and sincere in my refusals; the thought of abandoning Adam for
this monster creature was unthinkable; | just wanted this situation to end
somehow, but without him winning.

l f!ldbnflup!sfbmjtf!if!dpvmeo! u! esbx!

game-player, good enough to know a losing hand.

So he changed his play.

All three of us would go to Paris together.

el up!

pvhi.

nfl! b



J!'xbtolu!tvsf!xxibuluijt!gmbz! nfbou-!cvul!.
feeling that anything would be fine if Adam was with me.

And so. | phoned Adam and he came. With a suitcase, including my stuff.

| forgot completely about Rajat the escort agency. Waiting faithfully with his

Nf ol!lt!cppl -!"po! STfhfou!tusffu!bt!uif!ebz!f
explanation.

Ps! gf sibgt!J!ejeolu!gpshfu<!qgfsibqt! Bebn!
should forget Al Escorts, leap forward with this new chapter.
J!dbo!u!sfnfncfs!opx/

It was a relief to have a third person to draw the yuk attention. Adam and the

client were getting on great. It disturbed me a bit, but | was mostly relieved. And

confused, and tired. | busied myself in a bedroom, went throughthe things

Adam had chosen to pack for me. | stayed in that bedroom a while, pleased for

my own company, a little numb.

The client came in, all sweet and nice and revolting.

Playing very nice now. It really was disturbing, | wondered what this tactic was.

He explained that | was a bit complicated, and that he was concerned for my

mental health. That he hoped | was ok. He explained that he and Adam had
ejtdvttfel!nz!lgspecmfnt-!uibuluifz!el!ibe!b!
connection. He explained thatAdam would be sharing his bed that night, and

that | was a welcome guest, and that | should help myself to anything in the

| judi fo-!boe!ui bulupnpsspx! xflelbmm! hp! uj
Although | was silent, | was in a rage, underneath my movie star good look my

boyish innocence. A violent, silent rage. | was glad to be relieved of having to

have sex with him, glad to be relieved of arguing with him. But outraged and

betrayed by Adam, as well as confused. Was he rescuing me? Was he saling

my wealthy client from me? Had this been his plan, when he motivated me to

become an escort?

What was happening?

| slept.
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Or | raged in my bed, in my thoughts for hours, until exhaustion saved me.

It was all too much.
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Chapter 9

Two More Days from Hell
Oh, Butin Paris

I awoke the next morning, just as bewildered.
J!lepolu!lopx!xiz!J!l'upmfsbufel bmm!uif! opot
Boel Jlepo!u!l opx!xiz!J! xpvme! upmfsbuf! uif
It was 2 more days of the same.

They acted like a lowng couple, and | was treated like the mental health

complicated third wheel that they felt sorry for.
XbtlTuijt!Bebn!t!sfwfohf-!gps!cfjoh!uiflui
a moment alone together to talk, the client made sure of that.

| was petulant and childish, making camp bitchy comments to them both, while

| (stupidly) followed them around.
Jlepolu!lopx!xiz-!1Jlepolu!lopx!xizl

Partly because Adam was holding my passport.

Cvu! fwfol!jg!JJ!lelibe!juAlJl epo! stayl opx-1! J! ¢
within the abuse triangle.

| was frightened to be alone, in a strange city. | used to be good at being alone,
cvu!b!'l joe!pg!beejdujpo!ps!tfdvsjuz!dbntf!
decision-making, his authority.Beb n! i be! bmx bzt ! cf ftakénui f s f -

charge. I now felt quite dependent on him, now that he ignored me. Now that he
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placated and laughed and swooned with this awful client.Any other grown man
my age would have seen this situation for the farce it was, and moved on.
But | stayed in it.

The client relished that | stayed in it, made jokes about me staying in it.

dzXi z! bsf !l zpv!gpmmpxjoh!vt!bspvoe-! mjuu

Bebn! xpvme! tbz!up!ijn!rvjfundmdpepedyl u! cf ! ¢

And | stayed.

J!e! hj wdmm!Bedb!nnpofz!J!e! fbsofeluif!gsfwjp
i be!'nz! gbttgpsu! xijditiflelqgbdlfel!gps!nf/
ui joht-1"J!"el!i bwf!gspcbcmz!tubzfe/!Uifsf!)

something wrong with my behaviour thosedays- ! t pnf ui j oh! xspoh! ui
name. It felt like the kill kill day. It felt the same.t felt like life with Gray. | felt

powerless.

| was ridiculed and shamed for two days, and | participated in it. | allowed it, |

sank into it. My skin crawled with disgust for myself, but | stayed and let them

shame me. They shamed me in front of waiters, they shamed mem front of

hotel staff. Adam less so, Adam was not engaging in the same pathological

delight of shaming me as the client did; but he did not defend me He avoided

my eye.
The days passed, two days.

| separated myself from them at the airport, and disengaged. | went home,
alone, because it seemed Adam was moving in with the client. | waited at

home, numb.

Three days later, Adam returned home. | was ndonger angry.

| was different.

| was changed.

| had a new determination, and | knew to sever myself from Adam, and to make

my own way. | felt hard and calloused and numb, more so than before.



Adam told me of his plans to move in with the client. He told mehe was going

to shadow him and his businesses, be a kind of pupil, and kind of intern, learn

the ways of business and big money.
Jleldmfbsmz!cffoluif!oblwf!pof-!lcvu!jo!ui
xpvme! mbtu! b! xffl /! Uinldacheswdbul be'turnechon o j g v mb
him, and Adam would gain nothing from this new venture; this venture that he

was abandoning our friendship for.

Cvu!J!ejeo!u! dbsf - tdJlWwasliffetect bhobquoev t f e - ! J ! x bt
indifferent).

l f! bmnptu! ej meinfact. sf dphoj {f!

| was without awe forhim- ! boe! i fl ej eo!u!l opx!ui bu! mpp
In the next days,| considered my options, and | was super aware of the burned

bridge, having run off with the client and never returning to pay Raj at Al

Escorts. But my survival switch was on, | was desperate and fearless in my

vengeance and my need to find a Win in this situationl contacted Raj, telling

the truth, and apologizing. Requesting a job, not having the money to pay him

ui f!' gffl gps!ui f! Qb s dttéengad, dowouslyc bt ubse/ ! J! ¢
Rajwas confused, he knew Ilwas greenu i bu! J! e! c butiowasapgmp j uf e
bxgvm! cf usbzbm- !'Rajwasednflcted hetwaere los!angér atfthe z / !
betrayal, his business sense, and his sympathy for my obvious naivetyu ! t !
gpttjcmfl!iflgbodjfe!nflupp/!'Iflxpvmeo! ul!l i
pride. But he did take me to a few lunches, and introduced me to a few other

escorts, hoping it would season my naivety, prepare me for the hardened world

that | was determined to conquer. As a farewell confused act of kindness, Raj

also (very discreetly)discreetly gave me the number of a different escort agent,
pof!if!tbj e! Onethdtwgas afdrdper busimsshbone/that had all the

best clients, charged descentfees, one that provided boys and girls, and all in

between.

The nextinterview would be different.
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J ! e ! Ubeeling likefa seasoned professional.

Eftgjuf!opu!i bwjoh!ibel!tfy!podf-!polnz! p«
find the strength, the will, the personality, to be different, to change. To be

strong, to be sexy, to be hardened, and to win, to survive.

A lone shark in the water.

J! el tvdl -1 J!nekedfrondthecHaddéliers ptsx!jJo'he ! t j u! of swpv
scared, if that turnedthemon.J ! e! cf ! ui f ! cftu! ebnofel!l ftdp
boe!J!lelcf!svoojoh!uijt!ftdpsu!bhfodz! xj
Ui bu'adttitugepbui bu!t! xi bu! bduvbmmz!i bqgqgfofel/
Within a few years,and byage23J ! e! i bwf ! cpvhi ul uijt!ftdps
£211-111-!'"J'!'elcfllopxo!bt! Qjng! Ebwf! xjui]j
to me, spending money on anything despite not wanting anything or having any

taste, and being the most popular guy in gay clubland tkat every good-looking

guy wanted to work for or be friends with.

All the things that matter obviously.

But it all started with this first interview. Which was a masterclass in

prostitution 101.

Welcome to Ambassador Escorts based in Maida Vale.



Chapter 10
Going Pro

Andy owned Ambassador Escorts, and he had a very unkind face.

Pointy.

Very controlling eyes and that very pale blue that looks very ill, or alien.
J!leldpnflup!lopx!ijn!wfsz!xfmm-!boe! jul! xj
relationship based on power and exploitation, as if one of us would actually win

this power game that was played.

But today was the day | first met him.

It had only been aweek since returning from the awful trip to Paris. But it
tffnt!uibuluif!ftdpsu! xnademsplaghbntmyfwdts z! t nb 1
week. Raj had called his entire client base on my first day there, trying to sell his

fresh meat. Which can make clients who are loyal to their favorite, quite

defensive; they tell their favorite boy, who get pissed off at Raj, and wonder who

this new boy is, charming the agency stealing all the best clients with his

newness. Clients who had been promised the new boy later in the week, were

let down to learn he had vanishel, and they communicated that to the boy they

got instead; and word gets around. Wordof this new boy gets around, the new

boy doing all the jobs that came through that day,stealing clients away from

their favorites. | was the guy that had been Al Escortdavorite for less than 24

hours, that had gotten paid despite not having had any sex, the guy that
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betrayed the agency on my very first day by running away to Paris with a client.

And had the cheek and arrogance to bring his best friend on the trip.

And then the gall to come back and ask for a second chance.

Stealing clients away froman agencypt f f j oh! dmj f out! cfi joe!b
- is absolute utter tabooin1990sf t d psu! xpsme<! zpv!epo!u!tu
agencies. From pimps.

Butldid,andinmypof !t j ohmf! ejtbtuspvt!ebz!bt! bo!

and become the talk of the industry.
Fabulous.

Tp!'julxbt!fbtz!up!hfuluif!jouf sHewduk! xj ui !
be dubious and distrustful, obviously, but curious enough to meet me. The rest |

could handle.

Andy was less loud, less visible, less lbasty than Al escorts p but he was in

fact the biggest, most powerful pimp in town.

Just quieter about it, smarter.

The quietness was a business tactic that he would teach me, it was a power

thing, and a thing that comes from absolute belief in being the best.Self-

assured, invulnerable.The self-confidence of a cat. Top of his game, king of the

hill, not having  prove that to anybody.

J!'hpu!ui bu-!"J!voefstuppe! selfwodh/thatihnhyn! ui f ! t |
mum instilled in me, the same selfworth and superiority that saw me through

my childhood to now.

Boeljult!lnz!lobsdjttjtn- dwiththabfarhip.dz! gspn! ui
My interview with Andy was in an empty room with only two chairs, facing each

other, but a long distance apart.l was sure no one lived hereHe was in

shadow; not entirely, but more so than | was.

| wondered if this was his usual set wp, or if | was being given the intimidation

experience because of my fame.

| was invited to sit down, coldly, professionally, no warming up.
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J!'xbtolu!tvsf! xxibulup!fyqgfdu/!"Jt!lItfyl!ltpni
like this? Disrobing?

J ! e jcaeeolwas!determined to work for thisagency, the best agency in town.

Never again, would | work for second best, be exglited and used the way

Adam had used me, betrayedmeu i f ! xbz! ui f! Qbsjt!dmjfouli
fool again, and if it was my shyress that had been responsible for all that

happening, then | must rid myself of shyness fast, harden up. Be a new person,

shed my skin, emerge from my cocoon a shining confident man with no

insecurities. No vulnerabilities for people to use, exploit, agairand again and

again.
No more, absolutely no more.

If there had been a shred of empathy left in me, or any potential for normal

human bonding emotions they were dead now, no doubt.

The conversation, the intimidation, began with questions about my age, what

brought me to London, why | was doing this work.

He asked me what my type was, and | thought he was referring to what type of

person | was attracted to.

Ui bu!t!opu! xi bu! i f! mmpmisundérdiandeng.i f ! ef mjo h iu U 1
interrupt, or correct me, as | stumbled through my answer; honestly, having no

idea what type | liked. My type, if | had one, was anyone who would love me, be

kind to me.

) Ui bult!opu! xibu!J!tbjelup!ijnltuipvhil/llJ!
behavior by this stage,and Itone ! i j n! xi bu! nz! Fuzqf! ! xbt!b

of girlfriends at school.)

Cvu'!ui bu!'t!opu! xi butif!nfbou-!boe! bgufs!i
stumblings, he explained what that question meant.He wanted to know how |

sold myself, what type of sexual stereotype | played, sold, to clientsWhat was

my brand.

| really had no idea how to answer this, and he could see it. | think he liked it.
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He asked a lot of questions, that, yes, | hate to admit it, made me nervous. As

determined as | was to be hard and expeienced for this interview, Andy had

this skill to find my ignorances, and to take condescending amusement in my
objwfuz/!"Ju!xbto!u!hpjoh! xfmm/!Boe! J! e! mi

through. Control freak to the max. | was no matchto his predatorial skill.
And he loved that.

Xifol!'Jltbz!'if!mpwfeluibu-!J!Iepo!u!kvtu! nf
saw my naivety as a marketable thing, that could make him money.

And he had no qualms in explaining it to me that plainly.

He explained that myreputation preceded me, and that no agency would be

right to trust someone who had betrayed an agency on his first day. He

explained too, that he could see it for what it was, clear greed and naivety. He

giggled condescendingly at how naive | was, and saiche had nothing to fear

from my kind of stupidity. He was too street-smart for my clumsy

unprofessionalism.

He went on to explain that my innocence could only mean trouble. Nobody

wants anyone who is so plainly frigid and bad at sex. He told me then, to tke

my shirt off, and it came so out of the blue, so unexpected, and so immediately

bguf s!bo!pot mbvhiu!pg!dsvim!kvehnfout-"!ui
ready to walk out, proud, and determined to stay, or just humiliated. And no

time to figure it out.

| whispered in response,in a voice thatcp v me ! opu! sbjtf!jutfmg! u
aback, I very quietly asked if I had tqtake my shirt off), shaking with fear.

He loved it. He explained, ever the practical businessman, that | would be

expected to do that if he gave me a job, so there was a ridiculousness in not

doing it now.

l'jt!mphjd! xbt!tpvoe/!J!'sfnpwfel!lnz!tijsul!
business-like. He thanked me as he gestured for me to put my shirt back on.

| sat again. | felt tiny, my pride that | had determined would rule this day, had

abandoned me, and | shrunk onto my chair, obediently.



| would describe being told to take my shirt off, followed by a gesture to put it
back on, akin to being hugged by a person who had only momerg before, hit
you. Like the torturer providing the relief from the very pain he inflicts. Like the
brush of the feather, wielded by the same person who had just whipped you.

| felt such relief putting my shirt back on, with his permission. | think | felt

grateful.
Then he changed.

He became kinder; only slightly, one might never know. But a cowering

frightened animal would sense the slight change if its life depended on it, and |

sensed it.

Boez!upme! nflif!mjlfel!nf /! Idinkdegome! nf ! J! x|
mistakes that only a true innocent fool would make; my betrayal of Raj was not

| bsefofel!dsjnjobmjuz-!t'cvu!obi{wf!gppmjtiof

fear my betrayal, that he could handle me.
Ui bu!iflelgspufdu! nf/

He explained a dilenma that he had, a thorn in his side, something that came

with the territory of doing his job. He told me that he works with hardened,

seasoned out-for-themselves boys all the time, that there was no camaraderie

in this profession, no teamwork, no trust.

He explained how everyone was out to rip him off, steal his clients, look out for

their own interests, lie, not declare tips, resent paying him a fee; he went on.
J!bmnptu! cfhbolup!gffmltpssz!gps!ijn<l!cvi
role he hadswitched to was simply such a welcome relief from his ridicule, that

it seemed like vulnerability.

All part of thegroomingh bnf -1 J! e! mbuf s! mf bso¥heqf si bqt
game always works best when the victim is kept confused.

But he liked me,l was different.
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He wanted me on his team, he wanted us to work together. My inexperience

and frigidity would be problematic, he told me, but on the other hand, he also

knew them to be marketable qualities.

Il f!mjl feluibu! 0!kbtmj utbkol bpbdkejeo! u! my
liked that | looked like a lostschoolboy from some Australian daytime soap. He

l of x! i pxltup!tfmm!nf-!tifltbje-1tifllofx!ip>
I f!1 1 of x!ipx!up! gspuf duhbhve.Heé tolprpe-aboatphdwf ! Sb k! >
di bsnjoh!boe!tfyz!Jlelcffol!xifolJ!lsfmvdul
tibnf/ ! J!'e!bssjwfelxjui!b! Mpoepo! tusf ful
carry one of these to every job he sent me on. It made me look like tl lost boy

in big London, wideeyed and confused by the big busy streets. He could sell

ui bu/ 11 flupmel! nflup!bmxbzt!xfbs!uifl!lljoe!
me my big winter coat was positively laughable, and that only a naive

pretentious tourist would wear such a thing, and that that was the look he was

selling me as, the look that would make us both a lot of money.

Ui fl!sftu-!'ifltbje-1J!"e! mfbsol/

And learn fast.

Il flejeolu! mjl fluibulcju/'!tlIf!l ofx!)boelif]
joopdfodf!wfsz!rvjdlmz-!"uibu!J!elcfdpnfl!i
Jleljofwjubcmz!cfusbz!ijn-!Icvuluibu! xf! nj

that happened. He warned me of his wrath, of how | would come off badly if |
ever did betray hm. But he knew | would, he knew | was a good thing with a

short shelf life. And this could be good for both of us.
Ui bu! xbt!nz!joufswjfx-1Jle!hpuufo!uif! kp:«

He had proposed a partnership, a dangerous one, but one where he provided

protection. There may have been warning signs all over it, but the week since
Bebn!t!cfusbzbm-!tjodf!nz! bcboeponfoul!i beé
directionless, purposeless. A bit like the years since mum died.

Andy represented an anchor of sorts, beyond my understandingand exactly

what | needed.
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It was a good job. Andy prided himself on being a professional businessman,
contrary to what people might expect of someone doing his job. He did not
tmffg! xjuiltijtltcpzt!)ps!hjsmt*-1!iess.z! xf sf
The room he had interviewed me in, remained a mystery, | was never there
again. The offices were a sacred secret from the staff, they never went there or
knew the address. Andy knew that the girl side of the business especially, could
have its criminal element; many of the girls doing this job in the 80s were part
of a culture that came with boyfriends who acted like pimps, or likelive-

in/lover/ managers, and resented their girls working for, or paying, another
agent p especially when the agent was agay. They liked the money their
girlfriend earned from a good agent, but resented that money going to Andy
instead of themselves. A kind ofinner psychological conflict that often leads to
violence. And the girls, in this complicated job, liked the protetion that these
boyfriends provided. Andy saidhe always tried to find girls who were innocent
mjl f!lnf-!xip!ibeo!u!zfu!gpvoeluif!tfdvsj
complained of how rare innocents like me were. So it was a necessary evil. The
boys however, were different. They earned vastly less money than the girls, but
were much much less trouble. Usually independent, less vulnerable to the
exploitation women faced, less needy of the protective pimp boyfriend.

The offices remained a closelyguarded secret. There was a staff of telephone
operators, people we never met, who manned the many phones day and night,
and they held all the power over how much we earned. Piss off one of the
telephone operators, perhaps by being on the toilet and not aswering the

phone p and you could be punished with no other jobs for a week.
Ui bult!ipx!mjgf!xbt!gps!nf-!gps!zfbst/!

| settled into a flat in Kilburn, just by the Bakerloo line. It was cosy, | was set up
well. Lonely and cosy.

| had British Telecom instdl a telephone.Mobile phones were not invented yet,

though | did have a pager.This telephone would be my life. Every week | would

dbmm! Boez-!boe!lufmm!ijn!xijdilebzt!J! xbt!
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expected to be available for work 5 days a week. If | needed to pop out and go

up!ui fltipgt-!Jtelcf! fyqfduAndbassagor db mm! ui f
Ftdpsut-!boe!mfuluifn!lopx!J!lelcf!po!nz!
xbtolu!xjtf<lufmfqgipof! pgfsbupsnghndbwf! b!
on another line they wantan escort who can quickly agree to do the job. They

would not have the patience to page an escort, wait for them to receive the

page, find a phone booth, call the agency back.

An escort who was out too often on their pager, would soon find themselves off

the favorites list, and struggling to get work.

(The very complicated &ld-fashionedway of charging credit cards, back in the day.)
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So | became good at this. | was well prepared, regarding my shopping, and |
was home by the phone 5 days a week, easily accessible. | was popular with
the telephone operators, the reliable one, always there.

| said yes to everything, yes to every job.

At the expense of friendships, social life... | was determined to be the best.
Predator. Narcissist. Survivor.

Being the best also meant having the communication skill to make a potential

booking from a curious client, a definite booking.

Clients would ring the agency, sometimes serious, sometimes wanking, but the

telephone operator would get good at weeding out the wankers. The client

would state what they are looking for, what type; obviously | was the boy next

door type, but that was irrelevant to the operator. Andy explained to me, that

they all think they knowx i bu! ui f z! xbou-!cvu'luifz!lepol!u
Cruise type, or the Jeff Stryker type, or this type, that type; but Andy knew that a

person who knew how to charm them over the phone, was all that was needed

to secure the job. Andy knew, that regardtéss what they wanted in their frenzied
gboubtz!xifol!ejbmjoh!uif! bhf odnervousui f z! e!
andsf bez!cz!uiflujnfluif!ftdpsu! bagsj wfe-11
walked through the door; as long as the escort worked that momentwell.

So a potential client would phone in. A telephone operator would promise them
fwfszuijoh!luifz!btlfelgps-!btluifz!eftds)]
me first, above all the other boys, because | was always reliably at home and
readytowork- ' bmxbzt!i bgqqz!up!ubl fluif!dbmm-1Tf\
the call. | was there and | said yes. Reliably.

The operator would say:.
dzi f!' xbout!b! Upn! Dsvjtfluzqf LJ
or,

diex bout! b! Kf gg! Tuszl|l fs!uzqgf LJ
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or,
dze wants someone to swing fromthed i boef mj f st LJ-

or,

d#e wants a nervous boynexte pps! uz qf LJ- !

boe! J!'elubl fl!ijtlovncfs-!boe!dbmm!uif! dmj
totheclientpboe! ui jt! xbt!cfgpsf!dbmmfs! JE! xbt!
J!lelcffo!jotusvdufe-!boe!J!leldmptf!uifl!l ef
lower inflections in my voice, | made good use of silences, and | could do over

the-phone intimacy that would close the deal, guaranteed. | was good at this,

like | was born to it. Like there was some kind of innate predator in me.

Opu! joobuf - ! mediomytsurvvgligt yolith.e ! mf b s
Jlelgqgspnjtflup!cf!xjuilijnljo!31l!l!njovuft-
would take me an hour). The price and tip expected, was always arranged by

the operator, | would never ever talk money withaclientJ u! t ' opunsdmbt t z -
the fantasy, and could also get me into legal trouble.

Jleldbmm! ui f! pqgqf sbups!cbdl -!dpogjsn!luif!]|
good address, that was the advantage of being with the best agency. West End,

and never south of the river, never evesouth of the river. Raj had sent me to

hppe! beesfttft-!tcvu!uibulxbt!kvtu!ebz! pof
favorites in my first week or so, Raj would have started selling me cheap, and

sending me to some far-flung dodgy places where gayescortssi pvmeo! u! hp! j
1988.

But Ambassador Escorts was the best, and only had good clients, reliable

ftdpsut/ ! J!lejeolu! mppl!mjl f!l!Upn! Dsvijtf-1]
cfdbvtf!J!xbt!b!qgqspgfttjpobm/ ! Mjlf!lbldibi
imprint on the d mj fmoad fot a few hours, swing from the chandelier, fidget

of swpvtmz! xjui ! n?whdkE@euwad need#d molmakie a jpbp | !

work.



Pocket the money, venture home.

| did on average three jobs a day, five days a week.

For years.

| amassed a small fortune, | had nothing to spend it on, no friends, no lifeBut |

was independent, no Adam,noGrg.J ! e! nf f u! pui fs! ftdpsut!b
kpc-!pddbtjpobmmz! hsbc! b!esjol!ps!b!nfbm!
fraternizing with other escorts, whether they be Ambassador Escorts or not,

was frowned upon. But it happened. This was how llearned of my reputation. |

was getting all the jobs, making it harder for other boys to work. | was stealing

all the clients away from their other favorites, and making a name for myself as

a busy, professional escort, one that people resented and fearecand wanted to
cflgsjfoet! xjui-!xboufelupl!leftuspz/! Xf mm!
meet me and be all confused by how much they liked me.

My reputation grew within the industry. But | never understood it, or felt it. There

would be clients staying in hotels that had waited a long time to see me, or who

spoke highly of my reputation, which | found odd, because it implied that clients
xfsflofuxpsljoh!bnpohtu!fbdi!puifs-!tibs]
think this happened, not before the inernet, so | guess it was just word of

mouth from agent to escort.

| swung from the chandeliers, | adapted, but | was never really in my element

doing that. | think my success was down to the sweet boy, unlike most other

escorts, who tried so hard (bless hem) to be the boy that swung from the

chandeliers. | think I was charming, without knowing it, | think | brought out a
gspufdujwf!tusfbl!jo!'nboz! pg!uif!nfolJI!tl
disappointed when | arrived, but were overwhelmed by my very obvios

Innocence, and played along.

Because really; | must have been awful. | never ever, felt like the porn star as |

removed my clothes, | must have blushed till the room lit up. | must have
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tripped in my own underpants, as | attempted the strip tease, probdly with a
lookonmyfaceui bu! tvhhftufe!J!le!sbuifs!cf!ijej

But something about me worked.

And | worked.

| worked like a pack horse Mr. reliable, 5 days a week sat by my British

Uf mfdpn! mboemjof -! xbudi j ohdrKnotsltahding. f | ! t ! f ¢
| wonder what people imagine, whenthey are picturing the clients? Fat old

men? Sometimes. Mostly, being 1988, they were closeted men in marriages

with successful careers, who used escorts as their only window into their

homosexuality. Many were not super rich, but this was a luxury they could

gsj psjujtf/ ! Nboz!xfsf!sjdi<!nboz! xfsf! ds\
Tom Cruise or Jeff Stryker. Many were very kind. Some were strange; one

would sit on my back, like he was riding a horg; he would say things, like what

a strong man | was, what a powerful thoroughbred, while he rocked and

fantasized about goodness knows what. He would masturbate quietly

afterward, and leave kind of shamefully. He was the nicest of people, so, so

polite, considerate. Very very kind and respectful to me. He always apologized
bt!if!mfgu-!'!uipvhi't!liflejeolu!offelup/!'!
Many others were businessmen visiting London; | knew nothing about them. |
xpvmeo!u!l opx!jgluifz!xfsf! pvu-dvepos! dmpt f
jobs. Lots of kissing, lots of loneliness.Lots of shame, after the sex, even

during; | remember that. Shame about what they liked, what turned them on,

what they had just done, what | had witnessed them do. The shame moved me,

it was something they allowed me to be a part of something they trusted me

with, something intimate that we could never speak of, like a shared secret. |

had a feeling that it was a privilege to share it, but at the same timeit became
justapartofthek pc/ ' J!' epo! u! uijol ! Janimménge! bu! ui f !
privilege it was. But | know | handled it well, | know they trusted the right person.

Qf si bgt!'ui bu!t!xi bu!nbef! nfl!tp!lqgpqvmbs/

Because, really, | was an awfukscort.
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| never enjoyed being naked, | never enjoyed my body, or theirs, | never engal
tfy/!1'J!lqgfsgpsnfelcsjmmjbou! pshbtnt-!J! nbce
observing other (more professional) escorts, and from porn. The right orgasm

noises would absolutely determine the finish of the job, and timing was very

important. They had to get their hour, and | could ruin that hour, or make it a

perfectly timed hour.

There was a great deal of investmentin London property during the 180s, and

a lot of that investment came from Arabic men. 30 to 40% of my work, was

Arabic men, monumentally wealthy, and monumentally strange about

homosexuality.

| would often find myself in newly furnished wealthy apartments, decorated in a

way that suggested they spent a week here at a time, just a fewtimes a year.

J ! n! ub micpndhle $otpsnéntpty kitchen cupboards, a lone sheet on a

bed. But giant, expensive apartments in expensive parts of town. A lot of them

in Chelsea, but most at Marble Arch, and up Edgware road.

Often they would be small groups of men all dressed in thawbs, or long white

robes sitting around a coffee table smoking profusely, drinking Campari, and
tgfbljoh!Bsbcjd/!J!elcf!hftuvsfelup!tjull
and ignored very strangely for fifty or so minutes. A maid, covered fully

including a hijab,would come into the room from a mystery place sporadically

and empty the ashtrays, then disappear. While | sat naked on the sofa being

ignored. Sometimes | would be ushered into a room toward the end of the hour,
ps!pddbtj pobmmz-"! J! x p v nadittelonal/séx Would accut, ! x p v me
never stopping the conversation, then it was over.

Odd jobs, but incredibly simple. | liked these jobs.

And the money was phenomenal.

After the orgasm, that had mostly been instructed by gestures, sometimes

j ngp mphbefexpacted td leave; quickly.

Dismissed, with disgust.
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| would be gestured toward (often) a drawer on a side table containing loose

hundred-dollar bills. No one seemed to care or notice how many | took, the

most important thing was that | left quickly .

J!lejeolu!l opx!bluijoh!bcpvu! Bsbcjd!dvmuv:
picture, or the picture | was a part of.

J!epo!u! xbou! up bbod hotv Wwdmen mightdeihaye been

treated by these men.

J!epo!lu! xbou! up! nbl Wdogstntight begtnegted bytthese c pv u ! i |
men.

J!' xpvmeo!u!nbl f!bttvnqujpot!bcpvul!ipx! hb:
these men.

But | knew that gay prostitutes were without doubt at the very bottom of a kind

of hierarchy. | was not treated rudely, as much as | wasgnored, used and

dismissed with disgust, then immediately forgotten.

But | used them too, and one of my favorite memories of that time, was walking
bdsptt!uif! mpccjft!pg! Mpoepo!t!cftu!ipufri
dpogmjdufel!tfdvsjuz!tubgg-!xip!lofx!fybd:
stuffed full of hundred-dollar bills.

Gosh | loved that feeling.

J!lepolu!fwfo! xbou!lup!luijol!xiz/ 1 J!Ikvtu! mj
much today, it was a primal joy.

Jo!'ui bu! Kvmj b! Spcfsut! dZQQsfuuz! XpnbolLJl | | ot
A third of everything earned was to be paid toAndy, including tips, eery week.

Every Monday in fact.l kept a ledger, to keep track of my jobs, my earnings, my

tips. Fraught Monday morning chats with Andy happened, where he would

compare what he thought | owed him, with my calculations. At no other ime

was the power game so vibrant, as during these Monday morning

comparisons. The trust game was alive with danger. Was | declaring my tips?

Had Andy spoken with the clients after the job, did they tell him how much tip

ui fz!el gbje! nf @' Atlyl alwdysvidoasted obhisxlesé, bonast!
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relationship with HIS clients, always HIS clients. It might have felt like | had had

an intimate connection with a client, but Andy always corrected me, reminded

me that they were his clients, that escorts were trarsient to them, but his

relationship with them was solid.

The only real way to survive this power game, this trust game, was to be

honest. And | was, to a fault.
J!'xbt!Boez!t!cftu!cpz-!lipoftu-!sfmjbcmf-]
life, no lovers distracting me from my job, no personal life to interfere with my

reliability, and by the phone five days a week.

No runaways to Paris.

And always honest.

Money was paid to Andy on Monday mornings; a fee was agreed, and all of

Boez!t! cpzt !dbeteldthghewnp dt & tpbe station, within a half

hour period of an agreed time. It was a different tube station each week though
always north west London/ ! Xf ! e! ti px!vqg-!gjoe! Boez! qbs
him our envelope fullof cash.l f ! e ! difffd!l dfulpdftsf o! u! mf uuj oh
tmjqg-!'uibu!xf!Ixfsfolul!hfubjbb! gbuftpsdpbi
jumpy on these days; not so muchfor us boys, but because the girls were

always driven to the drop-off by a sinister looking stereotype, glaringresentfully

bu! Boez! gps!ubljoh!uifjs!hjsm!t!npofz!)Dbi
an anti-gay way). A kind of polite nicety was exchanged as we dropped off our

envelope, ny envelopealways being the fattest;ui f o! xf ! e! mf bwf /! Bo
alsodi fdl tupt!tffluibu!xf!xfsfolul!gsbufsoj {]
ftdpsu-!1Jlelcflrvj{{fe!mbufs-!bcpvul!ipx!.
acquaintanceship was. It would be nipped in the bud, with a stern reminder of

the rules, and how therdeswereinov s ! cf tu! joufsftut-!boeli
any of the other boys, they were deceitful, out for themselves, and only ever

wanted something from me.
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Little friendships did happen; they were my only access to the world outside of

my jobs. Theywf sf o! u! mbt uj oh! gsjfoetijqgt-!ps! hs:
cfjoh!pof! pg!Boez!t!cpzt/ ! Tp!JVtuppl ! bdr vl
| had a lot of money, but nothing to do with it.

Holidays were out of the question; if | was away fromworkforu pp! mpoh- 1! J! e
out of favor with the telephone operators; this was the fear used to keep us

loyal. One weekend, on my two days off, | went to Amsterdam with another

escort. | fell in love with that city, immediately. There was an innocence to it,

that shone delightfully in my less than innocent world. | stated to travel there

every week;l! spend my two days off there every week for a year. Herma

owned a bed and breakfast that became my weekend home. Herman was like

fwfsz! hbz! cpz! belwagalkihdhkind dlddestpeuqudesand he

had a sex dungeon in the basement, not that | ever saw it, but it was his favorite
gbtujnf<!uibu!boel!gmbzjoh!npuifslup!ijt!l
I flelufmm!lnf!bcpvu!ipvitmpohthiboempgiuj wg v
disappearofftoi jt!' cbtfnfou! xjui!blupvsjtu-!boel!
canals.

| fell in love, sort of, with a young man who thought | was the best looking, most

di bsjtnbujd!qgfstpo!if!e! ftemfHehadd f o/ ! Boe! i f
boyfriend, a long term one, so our love was forbidden, and existed in long stolen

kissesinn z! s ppn! b udnlhé sccabiandl ¢vening. Never sex, that

would have been a betrayal of his boyfriend, but the kissing was ok, and

incredibly naughty and passionate. Always tearing ourselves away from the

kiss when it became too heated. Sitting, panting, on opposite sides of the room.

Waiting for the passion to calm a little, so we could talk again.

| became friends with his friends, even with hisboyfriend, who probably knew
bmm-!boe!ejeol!ul!dbsf/ ! Ju! xbt! mpwfmz/ ! Jul!
a bit like family. But | was awfully in love, like a teenager, and completely silly

about it.

Probably too silly.
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| wanted more, and | got amoying.

He started to manipulate me out of his life, and | just got more demanding and
manipulative. | begged.

| became that guy, that rejected teenager in firstlove.

But it had been a lovely distraction from a very different life in LondonA lovely
nine months of love-filled family life and stolen kisses in Amsterdam, but it was
to end. | left, tail between my legs, the annoying lovesick little child, so he could
get on with his life, with his relationship; the real one.

It was a great rejection. | felt used as a trophy beauty, a twinkling plaything for
t pnf p eevenyearitch.

And | returned to London life, an emotional mess, unable to work, and sobbing
into my pillow for weeks. Abandoned again, and hopeless. Nihilistic

Just for fun; let me jump forward a few decades, just briefly.

Jump forward in time to a European film premier at a documentary film festival,
hosted in Amsterdam.

| feature as the hero of the film, and the whole city has turned out to meet the
charismatic activist protagonist. The after party, | find out, is hosted by a local
wfovflpxofs-Iboel!ju!jt!lop!puifs!tuibol!nz!i
am |, but he really is.

A party, in my honor, the movie star hero, and hosted by thex-boyfriend.
J!mppl !"hsfbu-!iflepfto!ul/!

Such fun.

Everyone should get the opportunity to stick it to the lover that broke their

teenage heart in this way. | loved every minute of it.

Ui bu!t! bmm/ !

J lcantmue. Because things were about to change in London. Andy would be
hfuujoh!tjdl!xjui ! BJET-!boe!iflelcf!xbouj
responsibility of his legacy, to manage his business in his iliness.

And who else could he trust?

12¢



| was to be taken into his trust, into the secret home of Ambassador Escorts,
and things would get ugly.
Really ugly.



Chapter 11
The Game is Afoot

Iwas naive,no doubt, but smart at the same time. | knew | was being

exploited, but I felt like | was getting what | wanted out of situations, so it was a
gbjstfydibohf/!J!ejeo!u!l opx!uibultvssfoct
about feeling safe, feeling looked after, feeling connected to somethirg in all

ui f!' mpofmjoftt!boel!ojijmjtn/ ! J!ejeo!u!l oj
exchange for this power game, eroded away at my self worth a little more, |
ejeo!u!l opx!uifo-!Tipx!jul!xpvme! beel! vqgl

| was smart enough to play the honest game, declare my ips, not steal clients,

not work independently, be the most reliable boy, be there at the telephone five

days a week, avoid holidays, friends, lovers.

| kept aledger of my earning each week, which became aclient-book; a book of

all my clients, contact details, payments, and a little note to remind me who

they were, what they were into.

Balloon guy.

Famous actor guy.

Lonely judge.

Horseback rider guy.

Arab on Edgwvare road.

Arabs in Grosvenor apartments
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Newsagent who lived with mum.

It became a series of books; you know, because | was so busy, | was the

busiest male escort in London. Minimum three jobs a day, five days a week, for

years.

Ui bu!t!b! mpu! pg!cppl t/

| thought it would come in handy someday.J ! n! dbmdv mbuf e! boe! dmi
| only saw Andy once a week, through the car window at the tube station on

dpmmf duj po!ebz/!'!Podf!ps!luxjdf!b!xffl-1if!
the telephone operator on duty, calling me with the jobs. He was kck, no

nonsense- ! t vdi ! b!'tbmftnbo/ !l f! xpvmeo! u:!! upmfs

dzJJ!'n!topu'luif!sjhiulcpz!gps!uijt!kpclLJ!
or

dZe wants something a bit different from meLJ!

There was no wrong person for the job, and | learned that, mastered that, fast

l f!' xbt!sjhiu<ltuifz!bmxbzt!mjlfelnfl!xifol.
requested the opposite. It was good when Andy manned the phones; he was

efficient; we were efficient together, and it made me feel connected to him. |

was special. We were good togethe. And | did make more money those days.

Andy would find a way to squeeze five or six jobs out of me on his days.

Otherwise, | never saw him. My relationships with the other telephone operators

were some of the closest relationships | had in my life. Althov hi ! J! e! of wf s !
them. | could tell they were frightened of Andy, eager to please, eager to have

efficient shifts. Well groomed, full of fearful obedience.They also feared me a

little; they knew | was the best boy, perhaps Andy had scared them into

respecting me, treating me better than the others. They knew | made more

money than the others, and that meant more money for them.

Mark was one of the telephone operators. He did a few shifts, and we talked on

ui flgi pofl!tpnfujnft-!tftqgqfdjbmmz! po! mbuf -

he seemed to like me, or he was lonely, and | was more likely to chat than the



others. | chatted because | needed a good relationship with the operators, they

fed me. He chatted because (he explained) he was in a big empty office, alone

at night, and it felt alone and boring. | also knew he was drunk a lot. And when |
tbje!J!lejeolu!m)jtfdbynfhivtldppnvoj dbufel:
was drunk a lot; seltindulgent, seli-loathing, very uninterested in whoever he

was talking to; just interested in having someone listen to it.Often very bullying

and controlling.

And once, | learned that the giy who sat next to Andy in the car on collection

day, was often Mark.

He was good looking, in a traditional gay way, although he looked tired. Of life, |
nfbo/! Qf sibgt!jutltt!cfuufs!tup!tbz!cjuufs//!
have worked brilliartly when he was younger, but now it just looked like bitter

mjoft!esbxo! poup!b!zpvoh!cpz!t!gbdf/ ! J!cf
dzzpv!nvtu!ibwflcffo!b! mpwfmz! mppljoh!c

He was fit. This was the 80s, the AIDS epidemic was rife, so gaynen had to

work out; a skinny frame on a gay man in the 80s meant you had AIDS. Mark

worked out, as well as waxed and oiled his chest, and wore clothes that

showed how important these things were to him.

J! mfbsofeluibu!if!ibe! lefdiflsildB whs ol Andy,c f t u! c i
but he was a little pasthissellkc z! ebuf - ! ps! b! mj dtseahs, pvu! pg
being graduated from doing jobs to manning the phones was in fact a way of

being putoutto pasture.Ui bu! xbt ! ui f! mppl {tlatwabtke! po! Nb <
cjuufsoftt-!boel!uibu!t!xibu!J!'ifbsel!cfi]j
Past use by, and out to pasture.

With the added touch of a loyal groomee; someone who had been under the
hsppnfs!t!l!uivnc!gps!tp!mpoh-!tuifzlLibe! wf:
J! bmt p! mf bs o feaboyfiehdx bt ! Boez ! t !

He did look hardened and bittered by his experiences. It manifested as an

exhausted unkindness, though mostly disinterest.
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One late evening, quite late, but early for amll-night shift, | was having another

one of those conversations with Mark on the phane.

Entirely unpleasant.

J!lel!nvdi!sbuifs!cf!xbudijoh! Ezobtuz! ps! L«
lonely unkind drunk who is responsible for your livelihood, that you have to gp

ftgfdj bmmz! xi foluibu!esvol!lopxt!zpv!Dbjo!
Hisdilemmati j t ! gbsuj dvmbs! fwfojoh! xbt!uibu!if!
dpvmeo!u! mfbwf!lui f!pggjdf-!lcfdbvtf-I!pcwj|
never tolerate the phones being unmanned, ever.

My existence would pivot on this next moment; and | knew it. | always

recognised these moments. Like seeing the future.

He asked me to bring around a quart of bourbon.

| was so not in the habit of saying no to telephone operators. | imagine | was

silent for a moment, stunned. Apparently, the office addressthat had been a

mystery from me for years, were only a short walk from where | lived, and this

revelation of a very sacred secret got me very scared. This was a change that

scared me, the earthoffofitsby j t / ! J! | of x! ui fsflelcf!dpo:
u! xbt!b! qgjfdf!pg!jogpsnbujpo!uibuldpvmeo
The bullying and coercion of a manipulative unhappy drunk who knew the

power he held, began to unravel on this lonely late night, and | stupidly stupidly,

found myself walking a quart of bourbon from the off license, over to the

famous secret offices of Ambassador Escorts.

Jtuipvhiu!J! xbt!tnbsu-!cvu!julxbt!ujnft!i
It was times like this that | saw a glimmer, just a glimmer, of who | really was; a

stupid, fragile groomed and greedy boy playing power games but out of his

league, completely at the mercy of anyone who had the skill and desire to

exploit me. Moments like this | knew my stupidty. My greed. | was just a stupid

idiot who thought he was in charge of his destiny.

That night was awful.
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The office was a room in a house, but | only saw this room. It was sparsely

decorated, intentionally, minimalist, modern, classic gay 80s. A flashing deck of

telephone switchboard lights on a glass office table, pens, paper. Low lighing,

kind of spooky.

Mark was drunk, needy.

Horny.

J!ejeolu!tbz!op-!boe!julxbt!bxgvm/!J! xbt!
telephone operator,asaconfidm u! pg! Boez! t -! bt! b! qgfstpo!.
secret with, a betrayal in fact. | wanted him to thirk | fancied him too, | wanted

him to keep this secret from Andy, | wanted him to continue giving me jobs. |

wanted this night to end without him being angry at me.

And that meant not saying no.

He was drunk and clumsy, unaware of me being more than a plae to put his

cock, occasionally reminding me how good he was at this, or reminding me

how much | liked this, though never lookingat me. Drunken haltclosed eyes

stabbing at an unwelcoming hole.

| was bleeding after, and he looked genuinely disturbed by tis, but | made sure

I flejeolu!gffmlupp!cbel! bcpvu!ju-tejtnjtt:H
No one ever saw emotion from me, unless it suited me, usually rehearsed, so

I flgspcbcmz!cfmjfwfelJdJlelibe!b!hppe! fyqf:
J!'n! hppe! bu! ui bu/

| went home, the earth still off its axis.
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Chapter 12
Penance & Pinewood Studios

About a week later, | was summoned to te offices. Over the phone, Andy

snidely askedif | remembered how to get there.

Tijt!xbto!u! hpjoh!tup!cf!gmfbtboul/

| arrived, and theoffices looked very different in the day. Light streamed in quite

beautifully through gorgeous green oaks outside.

Mark was there, and he sat beside Andy, | was sitting opposite them. Not

dissimilar to the set up when Andy had first interviewed me.

Iwondes f e! xi z! Nbsl ! xbto!u!tjuujoh!cftjef!nf
xbt!bmxbzt!tvsqgsjtjoh-!Iboe!J!nltvsf!ifl!lil
with preventing any camaraderie between Mark, finding an intimacy in our

shared betrayal. Better we wee pitted against each other.

Andy knew, Mark had told him the truth it seems; probably driven by a fear that |
XxXpvme!ep!julgjstu/!'"l poftumz-!J!elcffol!ltqgf
had never happened.

| was scolded. | was assured Mark had been soldedtoo.Nb s | 't ! gvoj tinf
was to have less shifts on the phones, making it quite frankly, difficult

financially. But he took his punishment, he had a long history with Andy, and he

was well trained.

My punishment was to be put out to pasture. No more jdbs for me, | was to

man the phones as a telephone operator, two nights a week, one day a week.
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Sfgmbdjoh! Nbs|l 't ! ti | gutNerhodehobs nommbré i j n! up!
wealth, no more best boy. A pitiful wage, a perfect punishment for a

disobedient groomee.

This was Andy at his best, manipulating, and enjoying the control he had over

others.

| knew no other life, no other authority, no other security. No other way of
xpsljoh-!boe!bnjel!bmm!pg!luijt-!IJ!Ixboufel.
| know how that sounds. | feel so stupid.

| fought a little.

| went home so angry, so manipulated, seething with anger at my lack of

options, positively seething. But | felt trapped.

But | wrestled anyway.

Through a friend of a friendly neighbor, | got asecond job working as a waiter

at Pinewood studios. | knew nothing about waiting tables, or working regularly.

Pinewood studios was a million miles away from where | lived, and the daily

commute was ridiculous. | could have worked anywhere everyone loved me, |

was clever, amazingly handsome and charismatic, adorned with white privilege

Gosh | was even weleducated. | had loads of money.

But | was frightened and felt worthless, skilHess, stupid. Nihilistic.
J!lejeluifltijgut!bu! Boeslasdwayofsaypngfudke! bu! (
zpv'!up!Boez-!bt!b!'xbz!pg!tipxjoh!iflejeol
He must have found it amusing, though; | think he noticed it. His other boys
xpvmeo!u!i bwf! fyf s dyllfulinéependerctce. lbbtMark t g mb z ! p
never did.

At Pinewood Studios, | met Kylie Minogue, my icon, who was filming her

dzTi pdl feld nvtjd! wjef p! uiScottbd, vthadrawiaf ! uj nf /!
sketch of an Alien onto the paper tablecloth for me. | kept it for years.

J! xpoefsfeljg! J! éwohderadifeny fordimewaridgloneldyinfas f -

gvuvsflcpso!pvu!pg!luijt!ujnfmjof-!Isbuifs!
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People often told me how talented | was, how handsome, clever, charismatic |
xbt<tuifz!ejeolu!l opx!xibu!J!'xbt!tvqqgpt fe
something... else. This had always happened. Teachers at school, bosses in the
department store in Melbourne, escort clients, Hollywood people. Kylie believed
julpg!nf-1Jrinttvsf/ ! Sjemfz!upp/ ! Nbepoob! ¢
we met, | know it. Sanetimes | was offered things; invitations, opportunities.

But | was always too occupied in the present. If a new friendship was

developing with a fellow waiter at Pinewood studios, involving plans, and

associating me with the dramas going on his world, then nothing could tear me
bxbz!gspn!ui bu-"!"gspn! i j tAn opgogunty beloftéred u! t ! i |
elsewhere@! J! dpvmeo! u! cfdbvtf!J!dpvmeo! u! mf bw
that life that | was embroiled in.

A different timeline might have panned aut from Pinewood studios, but my

I fbe! xbt! bu! Boez!t/ ! J!tffuife!xjui!bohfs!
needed to win. | needed his games, his world, | needed the normalcy and the

security he provided. Gosh, | needed his approval probably.

| know how that sounds. | hate myself.

My Pinewood studios tantrum worked, and Andy began to be kinder to me.

More time passed and the suggestion that | could return to escorting was on

the table again, plus, there was something else that would put the earth on

another tilt.
J!'sfuvsofelup!ftdpsujoh-!Itujmm!epjoh!uif!
most trusted right-hand man for many many years, but he was being edged

aside now, in favor of me. Andy thoroughly enjoyed the power struggle he had

ignited between us,though all the while, lecturing us to be grown up about it at

the same time.

| felt important, like | was rising in the ranks of power.

Boez! xbt!jmm! xjui!BJET-!"cvu!tujmm! gvoduj i
tzngbui z! bcpvu! j uc<! ueiwbasuiawhifbir tioelaiudilBso ez / ! Cv u!

legacy, who would inherit the agency. This played well in an unspoken way
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between Mark andme. | was winning favor currently, but | was new blood, Mark
had the long history with Andy.A new game was afoot.

| enjoyed manningthe phones. It was a salesmanship skill like no other, plus |
enjoyed the authority. | did a lot of shifts, and Andy trusted me completely now.
The clients began to form a relationship, over the phones, with me, and |
encouraged it. | groomed them. | groomed them away from Andy who was
(ever increasingly) too unwell to man the phones and maintainhis relationship
with them. It blurred a little, whetherAmbassadorEt d psut ! xbt ! Boez! t !
| say it mine? The clients trusted me with theirshameful fantasies, and to find
the right boy or girl to delight them. | had my own clients too, and | could select
the best ones, the wealthiest, the most filthy, who compensated for their filth
and shame with big big money.

Yes, | was losing my innocencesomewhat.

And thank goodness; innocencehad not served me well. | needed to be harder,
more streetwise, unfoolable. Hard, cynical. Thatwould help me survive the

Andys of this world.
The Adams. The Grays.

As | learned more about the business, as | bated out the power struggle with

Nbsl -!bt!J!lefbmu! xjui!Boez!t!hbnft-1!J! hst
Andy got more ill with AIDS, but | did not feel sympathy for him at the time. He

was a monster, playing with Mark andme like chess pieces, delighting in the

glee of it as he played. Mark was just as much a chess piece as | was, and he

was a nasty player too. He despised me, the usurper, moving in on his

joi fsjubodf-!"bgufs!bmm!uif!zfbst!pg! xpsl!
being put out to pasture, afterf oevsj oh! Boez!t! hbnft-!gps!
had.

| had trouble feeling sorry for Mark too, at the time.My empathy was long dead

by this stage. Mark and I were out and out enemies,fueled by the same sense

of injustice at the world we were caughtupinui f ! uj nf ! xfl el jowftu
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erosionofourselfx psui ' cz! Boez!t!l bxgvmoftt/ ! Xfl xf
boe!ebnbhfelup!tubsu! xjui-tuif!lljoel!pg!q:
Mark drank more and more, and bitched and bitched; he was not playinghis

game well. He too, was HIV positive, | learned. And becoming ill with it. It was a

death sentence in the 80s, and the world was notkind to the people who had it.

Even the people who had itwere not able to be kind to themselves, in this

environment of hate and shame and death and fear.

Escorts do, once in a while, need to get a sexual healtkheckup. Even the frigid

ones.

And | knew that one of mycheckups would deliver me the same news, the
samefate.Opu! of df tt bsj mz! cfdbvtf! DButbedausdb| f o! s |
jglzpv!sfl hbz!jo!uif! 91hadseywith mndrekthan u! i b g q
2,000 clientsin the 2 years since | first met Andy, and all of them safe; by that |

mean condoms were an absolute, and | never failed Never. | was the

consummate professional. Ui j t ! x bt o hawkveri D! ealztd gf st pob m! |
had sex with 3, maybe 4 people in my personal (norescorting) life, Mark

included. The lovely Arthur in Hollywood. One, gosh two wadt, in Melbourne?

Ui ftflibelcffo!npsf!dpngmjdbufe!uibo! uif]!
capable of condom vigilance with these encounters, these complex, confusing

encounters.

We can avoid thesexual health checkups for so long, before some symptoms

drive you there.

And one of thesevisits, one of these checkups, would shift the earth on its axis

for me once more. Proper tilt.

The day you get your diagnosis.



AIDS.

Prevention is the only cure we've got.
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Chapter 13
Sleepingwith the Enemy

Iwas surprised when | was told.| actually was not expecting it.
Jlelcffoljoldsjtjt!npef!tjodf!bhf!7-1Dboe!
dpotjefs!dpotfrvfodft!ePleso! ul!dpnf! obuvsbi
you know:

J!ejeo!l!u!dbsf/

| was surprised that it hit me so hard. Not that | had it.
J!ejeolu!bdultvsqgsjtfeluipvhi

Xi foluifl!epdups!bu! Tu! Nbsz!t! Xpsljoh! Nfo!
| was HIV positive, | did not act surprised. | know this, not from memory, but
gspn!uiflepdups! t! sfmeqmpabke thanlanythipgdwas x bt ! np ¢

feeling (my nihilism overrides any real emotions).
dzZpv!sfl wfsz! qgijmptpqijdbm!bcpvul!julLJ!

he said.
lf!'tffnfeltvsqgsjtfe/!J!nltvsfliflejbhopt
response was not that uncommon.

J!wf! op! | edlhdve gskewed mbmbry of that day. But no doubt, |

acted nonchalant, nothing affected me, Mr. cool. If | had an authentic emotion |

was hardly going to trust another person with it.

Nbzcf!J!lejeolu!dbsf-!bvuifoujdbmmz/
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The rest of that day was strange though.
There are gaps in my memory, the same as the Kill kill day.

What | will recant to you will be facts, because | honestly have no memories of

feeling any emotions that day. Only that things seemed bizarre and dreamlike.

| found myself walking home. | suddenly realized | was close to home, a long

way from the hospital; | had no memory of getting there, but | knew | had

xbml feluif!foujsf!xbz/!"Ju!nvtu!ibwf!ubl f«
or the route | took, or waiting for traffic lights, or anything.
J!kvtulddbnf!l!lupldl dmptf!up!ipnf/

| was conscious that | had to see a client that night. Mr. Hardy.

Mr. Hardy was a regular. Once every few weeks, he would leave Hertfordshire

where he lived with his wife and two children, rent a room atthe Hampshire

hotel in Leicester Square. We always ate first, or walkedl knew Mr. Hardy
xbtoltu!ijt!sfbm!lobnf-!lcfdbvtf!ifl!lupmel! nf -
or even a first name, real or otherwise, to call him by. It was alway#Mr. Hardy.

He introduced me to foie gras, good wines, culture He encouraged me to write

short stories, he believed in me. He knew, like so many of them, that this

escorting gig was a detour on what was meant to be a different life, a detour |
ejeo!u!cfmpoh! po/ ! Cvu! this detolr nowhtsuted! f op v hi !
i jn/ V1 f1 el i bwreditifojwhateeer Iimmht latbrlbécome. But for

now, it was perfect that | was escorting. Of course.He was infatuated with me,

they very often were, butMr. Hardy was more dedicated than the rest.

He told me way too often, how he loved his wife and chidren, how this thing we

I be! )xflejeo!u!daz bwf L b!uijoh*-!tcvu!ui bu!

love for them.
| nodded and smiled a lot in my job, as if | cared.

Sex was always a part of our meetings, but it was always the lesser part. We

talked a lot, he introduced me to culture. | was big time into Madonna, who had
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kvtu! sfmfbtfewthNize mg onm< diJov LCifleps! Ebsf LJ ! b
fanatical. Just like every other person on the planet in 1991. | raved about her,

about how no one else in the world had made a film like this beforeMr. Hardy

xpvme! cbml -! boelufbdi!nf!lbcpvu! Cpc! Ezmbo!
delight in putting everything back nto perspective for me. | do believe he

delighted in my fanaticism and my enthusiasm, the way one enjoys watching

their child discover astronomy and the heavens for the first time.

In the hotel suite, he liked us to potter around the suite as if we were feniliar

lovers. | would shower and go the toilet with the bathroom door open,
dpoujovjoh!uif!dpowfstbujpo-!boeluijt! xbt
room service with our robes and slippers on, and he liked the room service staff

to see us together in our robes and slippers, he liked them to witness our

domestic familiarity.

| fl elgspcbcmz!i bwf!mjlfelgps!nflup!tubz!|
were good money (and Andy liked us to do them) but | never did. Too intimate,

or something. | could never sleep with a person next to me. | needed to be
hyper-vigilantyb mf s u! bu! bmm! uj n fJt!-n ¥rvHsoty!dould bt o! u!
have liked us to breakfast together, converse while we toileted and showered,

brushed our teeth.

Not me though. Wrong guy.

Right in every other way though.

Thenightsgj ojti fe! xjui!tfy-!tcvu!J!dboopu! sfnf
Ju! xbto!u!sfmfwbou-!kvtu!b!dpvsufpvt! boe!
It was Mr. Hardy | was booked to see on this, very strang day | was having.

At home, after my long walk from my diagnosis, | must have sat, still, numb.

Memory is difficult. | do remember weighing up if | work tonight or not; the
fuijdt!pg!ju-!npsfluibo!bo!bttfttnfou! pg!
not yet; at this point | was simply HIV positive, but it made little difference really

jol!'2::2/*VEp!zpv!hplup!tffl!b!sfhvmbs! xif
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Ep!zpv!iufmm! Boez@' | flelcf!bcmf!up!botxfs!
business-like, unemotional arswer to an ethical problem | was lucky to have
Andy, he was perfect. But no, o complicated to tell him.

| would do the job.

So | did.

| remember being with him. We saw a film: Sleepingwith the Enemy, Julia

Roberts at the Leicester Square Empire(The irony of that title was lost on me

at the time). | remember not being able to focus, | was thinking about HIV all

ui f!' xbz!'ui spvhMriI b3lewf oppf dérekk! Jgli jef! uij
brilliant performer. Even my doctor was surprised at my philosophical reaction

to my diagnosis. Dinner afterward, the same. Numb.

Then we were back at the Hampshire hotel. Doing our thing, sharing our

intimacy, in our robes, conversing through the open bathroom door.

And | told him.

J!'ejeolu!gmbo!lup-!tTcvu!J!lelibeltvdi!b!ebz-
Stupid. Why would asex worker tell his client that he was HIV positive, on the

same day he wasdiagnosed?
Stupid.

J!lepolu!l opx!xiz-!boel! J! e thoughtdroedssed ncf s ! uf
beforehand.

J!lepo!lu!l opx!jg!Jd!ldsjfe/lJ!lofwfs!ldsz!jol!l
unlikely.

But | have a memory that | did. | think.

No surely not, | would never.

But it feels like I did, | think | did.

His reaction was historic. Iconic.
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J!lepo!lu!l opx! xi bulugpmjbfdad tmj b $fl Ixti f opd ut ffelft

having sex with (that they are about to have sex with again)tells them they are

HIV positive.
In 1991.

In a climate of fear, gay sex hysteria, death and diseas. No cure, just death. An

awful death. Painful, slow and without dignity.

J!lepo!lu!l opx!xibulijt!sfbdujpo!tipvmel.

He was calm, unaffected. He sat me down in a chair, he demanded my

attention (because | was a bit all over the pace, certainly not looking anywhere

near his face).

He got my attention and sat me down. He talked to me.

l flupme! nfliflejeolu!dbsf-1J!Ixbt!tuj mm!

ejggfsfodf/!Iflupme! nf!lif!xbtolu! xpssjf

He asked if | wanted a bath.
(Dirty bastard.)
He asked if | wanted to go home.

He asked if | wanted to stay the night.

Il f!' btl feljglju!xpvme! cf!ifmggvm!jgl! xf!li

pvu-!lup!gspwf!if!xbtolu!tdbsfe!pg!nz! ej

This was all shocking to me.

| sat there a long time, my memory fails me.

| did go home, after a long time. Fell asleep.
That was the day | found out | would die of AIDS.
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Chapter 14
Escaping the Groom, Round Two

Id bo!u!sfnfncfs!ipx!xBmote!'zl! dW!ng d tujpd jl ofp/x!t 3! u
ftubcmjtifeluipvhi-luibul!jul!xbtolul!b!tfd:
Boez!t!sfbdujpo!xbtolu! xibu!J!Ifyqgfdufel!f]
It hit him hard.
Cvu!Boez!epftolu!tipx!fnpujpo!boz!cfuufs!
It took some figuring out, but | think hefelt he was responsible. He started

being kinder to me. Mark was exiled from his life, the power struggle about who
xpvme! xjo!Boez!t! mfhbdz-!Tuijt!qgspgj ubcmf!
officially the new favorite. | felt the favor very strongly;Andy took me into his

confidence, he taught me all the secrets, how to save on tax by using different

accounts, how to control the escorts, keep them in line, keep them honest. How

to manipulate to get the best advertising spaces, how to beat the competiton

(how to destroy them would be more accurate; Andy was heartless.) He taught

me the ropes, top to bottom, keeping no secrets.
Ju!tffnfelljoel/lJ!lel!lofwfs! | enaxpolativef n! up! cf
He developed a seething hatred of Mark, | never knewhy. He told me his

plans to ruin him, he told me some silly plans he had; if he mailedsome cocaine

to Marks letter box, anonymously, Mark would be suspicious, but his desire to

hfu'!ijhi!xpvme!cfl!tuspohfs<!iflelep!uif!.e
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Andy boasted of his wealth, and how he could keep sending Mark drugs until

Mark was a self-destructing addict.

Andy never did this, but he enjoyed hashing out this, and other plans for Mark.
Bo!jefb!cfhbo!up!ovsuvsf ! |oughtdlVirdmbe <! e e!
Mark? On his premises, in his offices, undr his government? Did he feel

responsible for that?

It seemed to make more sense.

Il flelqvojtifelvt!cpui!buluiflujnf-1!jo!bol
saw me for the naive player in he story, and Mark for the drunken guilty

penetrator perpetrator in the story.

And my legacy of that, was to die of AIDS.

And Andy felt responsible.

So Mark was exiled, I, the victim of the piece, was to inherit the earth.

J!le! xpo! ui f! ltabh cost md wad aofewveeats of suffgring lunder his
manipulation, a friendless lonely life and a terminal illness that would kill me

before | turned 23.
Fabulous.
It would cost me more than that though.

| should have known better than toexpect Andy to be capable of constant

kindness.B! mf pgbse! epfto!u!dibohf!jut!tqgput-!
tooth to abandon a lifetime of controlling tendencies.

As he became more and more ill, he got more and more difficult.

Andy moved into the offices; it made serse, as he became more ill; he could

better manage the business if he lived there.

He insisted | move into the offices too. There was a bedsit directly above the

office, which he rented for me. | managed everything, and he managed me,

watching all | did, refusing to surrender control, unhappy with every choice |

made, needing urgently to correct and fine tune every thing | did, every decision

| made. When | answered the phones, he would listen input the client on hold
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while he told me how to speak differeru mz - ' dmpt f ! ui f ! ef bm! cf ut
the client off hold, and listen to me do it his way. As he became more and more

ill, his mental health suffered, and it manifested as an insane control of me. All

his controlling predatorial impulses were heightened and focused insanely on

me. He wanted me to be a carbon copy of him. If | left the building, he
ejtbggspwfe-!jg!J!ibelb!wjtjups-!lifleljol
ui f!'nbym!nbo-!"iflel!xbou!up!lopx!xibu! xf !t
business call, and had a special speaker installed in his bedroom, so he could

hear me working all the time. He became obsessed. When showered, he

banged his roof with a broomstick, yelling for me to be faster, if the phones

were unmanned. The same wih the toilet. He became paranoid and convinced

that | was being deceitful, in all things.

The worm was turning back, trust vanished.

He accused me of betraying him from the start.

| was no longer going to inherit the agencythat was no longer fair. The

business, the agency,Ambassador Escorts had all been transferred into my

name,k vt u! bt ! butlevastdpayhime price of £100,000 in

installments over the next two years.

That left me under his control, his eye, his wrath, for the next two years, every

penny the agency made, transferred to him in payments weekly, leaving me

penniless and dependent on him for food and to pay my rent and bills.
Gps'!'uxp!npsflzfbst-!bu!mfbtu/!"Jg!if! mjwf.e
and paranoia keeping him alive as he physically deteriorated into a skinny,

boney frightening AIDS monster, croaking abuserom his bed, banging the

ceiling angrily with his broomstick, hating me, distrusting me.

And | allowed him to do this.

Jlepo!lu!l opx! xi zl/
No; | do know why. | was the victim of grooming, obviously, but the uglier

reason is my greed.
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| wanted the agency, lwanted him to die. | wanted this to end, | wanted

freedon! gspn!ijn-!tcvu!J!lelgvul!jo!tp!nvdi! pg!
him, myinnocenceJ ! e! t bdsj gjdfe! mpwf! bBDbe! gbpgbEpgij d
my youth for this mission, this game; | was not going to abandon it so close to

ui f!'foe-!'"bgufs!bmm!J!e! hjwfo!vqg!gps!uijt!
slow death to look forward to, and | was not going to walk away from this, this

was all | had, all I knew, awful though it wasHe was literally on his deathbed,

and | had nothing left thanks to him. | was friendless, and fucked up about sex,

and | was dying of AIDS too.

This was our intimacy, our bliss. This was familiar to me, it made sense.

| ran the business slickly, | ran it wel Perfectly. The nurse Andy employed kept

I jntgvoduj pojoh!gspn!ijt!lcfe-!boe!bul!uif]!
dying AIDS monster, while he abused me some mordgthough disguised as

kindness and guidance), before escaping to my room upstairs. Al other

telephone operators disappeared, freaked out by this freak show the office had

become, our insane circus run by Andy and DavidWe isolated in our

codependent madness, the weeds grew tall over the house, the front gate, and

the mailman knew no one would answer the door. | would venture out when |

had to, though Andy despised it, sure | was up to something duplicitous, though

| was only stocking up on food, or running cash to the bank, or doing a Monday

collection from the escorts. Too paranoid to be away for too long; Andy knew

how long each errand should take down to the minute, and my lateness would

result in a paranoid barrage of questioning and accusations.

But | stayed, paying my debts, running the business, tending to his illness,

waiting for him to die.

Il f!' xpvme! of wfslejf-1J1lofx!ju/! Xflelcpui!!
abandoned and forgotten by the world that hated them anyway. The ending

they both deserved, the ending the world wanted.

| served him.



| became like him; | was a tyrant wih the escorts, | demanded they work harder,
| grilled them about their jobs, convinced they were not declaring tips, or
stealing clients from me. When | did the Monday collections at the tube station,

| could see how my appearance and manner frightenedth n/ ! Cvu! Jl ej eo!
like that they were disturbed by me it made me feel more powerful. They

should be scared of me. Andy had taught me the affect fear had on people, how
effective a tool it was.

| was becoming ill too, but not so much because of AIC5, but because of my
isolation, and the terror | knew each day. Paranoia was my companion, and my
self-loathing | felt for remaining in this sick situation, kept there only by my fear
and my nihilism and my greed. And my hate. My hate was like a fuel soure, it
destroyed me as earnestly as it fueled me.

This would only end one way, andhat was with his death, or mine, and | no

longer cared which happened first.
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Chapter 15

Escapism and Hedonism and Car Crashes
Trade Nightclub

Collecting the money from the escorts each Monday was one of my

highlights. They were all nice to me, obviously, | had the power tonake or break

them, just as Andy had to me. And | liked it when people were nice to me,

xi bufwfs!uif!sfbtpo/!Cvul!Jd!epo!u!luijoll!J!
was still likeable David. Even as | was power hungry and manipulative, bitchy or

defensive, my likeable vulnerability shone through to most. Even as the
vogqpqvmbs! |l jeljoltdippm-!J!lelcf!bepqufel
of like a pet project, kept safe under their wing. That was a theme in my life, and

one of the reasons | couldget away with my nihilism, get by despite being a

passive coaster through life. My good looks and charisma were always there,

and my vulnerability was always there for anyone who chose to look that deep.

Ui fl'gbnjmz!ui bu! sbjtf e!ddfTheiblliesatsohodl cv u! ui f
ejeolu-tcvu'luifldppm!ljet!ejel/! Mjgf!ejeol!
bmxbzt!tpnfpof!t!xjohltup!cf!qgspufdufe! voe
At the collection point each week, by the tube station, an odd power game

unfole f e/ ' Ui f ! hj smt! ! gjngt!espgqgfeluifn!pgg

undisguised hatred; but not the hatred you fear. The hatred of a person that
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knew you had all the power. The girls were nice to me; not just because they

had to, but because they saw hat vulnerability in me; they knew the pimp
sfmbujpotijg-tuifz!l ofx-!"fwfo!jg!JdJ!ejeol!
game with Andy. | was so young and handsome and baby faced,

uncomfortable in my own skin as | played stand-off at the tube station with

their pimps.

David and the pimp Goliaths.

And the boys.

Ui flcpzt! xfstf! mpwfmz/ ! J!'sfbmmz! mjl fel uifri
the vulnerability that is behind the hardness of a gay male escortThese were

the best of the best, whenitcanf ! up! Mpoepo! t! ftdpsut-!Boe
less; nor would I, and Andy had trained me well. These boys were loyal; perhaps
manipulated into that loyalty, perhaps governed by fear, but loydly was the

result. These boys were professional, slick, no dramaNone were as innocent

as | had beenand it is right to say | was a rare find in this world.But there is a

less obvious kind of innocence that lies behind the hardened face of a

seasoned slick professional sex worker. That innocence lay in the journey that

had gotten him here. A journey not dissimilar to mine, but a long, long journey.

It lay in the rejections, in the judgments. It lay in being used. It lay in the sex that

was being had in the middle of an AIDS epidemic, any shag could be the one

thatkillsz pv/ ! Vtvbmmz! b! njtubl f!luibult! bmsf be:
happen.

The innocence was in plethora of compliments for appearance or sexual

performance, existing in a vacuum of compliments on personality traits. It

xbto!u! pguf o! uildnts brpreams, briddsites anamything welreu b
affirmed, complimented, or part of a conversation that happenedin those

bedrooms, on those jobs. Years go by, despite very determined convictions that

this job is just for a short while, just to save some money, just to get out of a

slump. Then it becomes a Ifestyle, where onesfinely tuned survival skills

cfdpnfl!ibse!fnpujpobm!dbmmvtft/!Uifo!zpv!
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and you still have no education or work experience, and you are older than th
new stable of young good-looking escorts coming through. The fresh young
damaged things, running from broken homes or from awful homophobic
histories, fresh and sexy and available, no other concept of their worth, but the

knowledge that they are sexy. Al available.
Great, eternal currencies.

That is what greeted me on Mondays at the collection point, at the tube station.

| truly believed that they were lucky to be in my employ, | truly believed that they
were safer with me than out there on the streets, or with Raj. | was their
protector, and even though | was the ripe old age of 23, they saw me as a safe
parent figure. And despite my trauma, my youth; | settled into that role
convincingly. | believed it tog as | played the loyalty game with them that Andy
had taught me, as | sent them out towork for me, to sell their sex for my gain.
J!lelcfdpnfluif!gsfebups! hsppnfs<!cvu!tbx!
protector.

Ui fz!mjlfelnflupp-ltuiftflcpzt-lTuif! pme! p«
have, but they did, and | loved thenthe way predators feel they possess their
prey. They were the only other humans | saw in my prison hell with Andy. It felt
like family, it felt like familiarity; even though | maintained my authority, even
though they knew the slightest betrayal meant the relationship diel and they
were ejected from the family that was Ambassador Escorts.

Despite that, it felt like family. Whatever that meant.

Mondays were my favorite day of the week, as | played my power game and
mingled with the other exploited babes in my bizarre world.

But there was to be another outlet for my woes.

Trade was anafter-hours nightclub that became an icon in nightlife history for
the next 20 years.

After hours; 4am to midday Sunday. Those precious hours that Andy slept his
morphine sleep and | was freeto escape.

Trade was on Clerkenwell road It was to become iconic in club culture.
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The decade earlier had been about New Romantic rebellionBlitz and Taboo

were the hottest clubs, theyruled the nightlife in London then. Leigh Bowery,

Boy George and the @lture Club and Marilyn performed and danced and drunk

and got high in the London West End nightclubs in a kind of underground Salad
Ebzt!esfbn!gps!tpdjfujft!vokate@Qsfealy ! ui f ! p«
90s was Kinky Gerlinky, pure hedonism at the Café De Paris, and at the Empire

Mf jdftufs! Trvbsf/ ! Julelcf!xspoh!up! dbmm!
different then. These clubs were explosions of diversity and hedonism; people

would spend months figuring out what to wear, how to create their persona for

this very special evening.The gayswere there, sure, because obviously gay was

taboo then. But the fem gays really had nowhere to fit in. AIDS had made being

hbz! xpstf -1t pd dzri wif anlpepwergay insafistrted denying our

femininity with a new fervor, mimicking masculinity in allits forms in an awful
cfusbzbm! boel! efojbm!pg!pvs!bvuifoujd!tf m
Nvtdmf! Nbsz! t! gv nutveid lsoging gkinhytlike iveshad tieet !
AIDS;fear, fear fear guided our culture and our look. We split and formed tribes;

masculine tribes, feminine tribes, clones, Daddys, Cubs, bears, Twinks, fems,

Queers drag...

But in the London West End nightclubs it alimerged, all the mascs and the
gfnt-!bmm! ui f! Nvtdmf! Nbsz!t-!lTuif!lesbh! bo:¢
believe any of the romantic hype, that everyone got along in heady clubby

delight on the dancefloor. Na ah. It was a bitch fest of criticism and

competition, and gender politics, sex politics. Bu... we did it all together in the

same venues while dancing and getting highpecauseu i bu! t ' i px! dpnnvoa

works when it is disenfranchised.

That was the 80s, early 90s

In the 90s, Culture Club had brokerup and Depeche Mode ruled the charts with
their re-invented look. Boy George and Marilyn weraising heroin and Gerlinda

of Kinky Gerlinkywas dead.

152



Trade was the new thing.

Esvht!esvht!esvht/ ! Fdtubtz!nptumz-1!jo!uif
where a frenzy of guest list hell would be taking place, with all the favors, power

play and ego erupted in a blood bath of chaos. | was Pimp Dave, so | never had

a problem. | mayhave felt like a recluse, but every escort that had ever turned a

trick knew of Ambassador Escorts; mostly because so few of them could ever

get a job with me. My boys were loyal, they were treated well, never crossed

the sex threshold with them, and they earned more money than others could

dream of. | was the reclusive,the mysterious and infamous, the incredibly

handsome Pimp Dave, whoonly ever ventured out after dark, for Trade.
Jleltxjtiltqgbtuluiflgsfo{jfelrvfviytne! epxo!
watched the new arrivals.
Jlel!xfbwf!luispvhiluif!wfsz!dspxefe! Nvtdmi
the steroid Queens hung out shirtless, acting masculine), and head under the

arches to where the queue for the drug dealers were. Nick was my guy. Welin
gbdu!'if! xbt!fwfszpof!t!hvz-!tjodf!if! xbt!
(everyone else worked for him) and so of course everyone in the club was on

the same drug, the same ecstasy.

Everyone felt the same, was on the same high. If you felt love, thelfelt love, if

you loved this track, they loved this track.

This was not the glamour, the camp, the drag, the queer revolution of the

previous decade.

This was shirtless, intoxicated rave culture, but with a very Queer bent.

It was dodgy as fuck.

And full of love and camaraderie. Different communities merging, who probably

might not have otherwise merged, ever.

Here, | was accepted like | had never been before. Celebrated. Allowed,

Included. Loved. Judged, hated, envied, rejected sexually, and ahwle lot of

other things too.



| got too high, a lot. People told me, kindly, unkindly. People wanted to have sex

with me, but changed their mind two hours later when their high changed, or

someone sexier came along. | remember vomiting in adarkened corner under

ui f!' bsdift!cfdbvtf!J!lelublfolupp!nboz! sfl

in my vomit to see if my HIV medicinehad properly digested beforehand.
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| remember feeling popular and envied but unloved. | remember creating the
most phenomenal friendships that only lasted 5 hours. Or they lasted years, but
only existed on Sunday mornings between 4am and midday.

| remember driving home at midday, pupils like giant black saucers, partly
panicking in case Andy was up early and noticed me nssing, but partly unable
to panic fully because | was rushing on ecstasy. | crashed my car eleven times
coming home from Trade; the eleventh time quite drastically. For the carlt
creaked and squeaked and groaned, and had bumps and dents everywhere. |
dieo! u! dbsahdecskasyb ui z

| was always alone of course. All the dancefloor snogs, all the rejections; none
of them could be invited into my bizarre world of Andy and David. That
hedonism existed abruptly between 4am to midday Sunday, ending abruptly
upon returning home, where | would hug myself and roll my eyes and chew my
cud in my room, feeling the remainder of my high, and wishing | was sharing
this exquisite emotion with someone, anyone.

| would do so quietly, lest Andy should hear me and witnessui j t ! ¢ f us bz b m/
rock back and forth in a gorgeous blanket, answering the telephones to the best
of my intoxicated ability, while Andy banged on his roof with the broom, telling
me to work faster because a second line was ringing. Or something.

While my AIDS got worse and worse, sadid my misery.

These were the Trade years, my youth.

Yeat ! qbttfe/ ! Boez! hpu!tjdlfs!cvu!ejeolul! ej

And | started to not just dream of my escape... but to plan it.
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Chapter 16
Boez!t! Efbui -!Bopuifs! Dbs!

I! mat sure how | went from apathy to valiant escape plansUi f sf ! t | bmx b z
surprise U-turn in my pocket, mostly down to my ever-present predator, lurking

alertly inside, ready to pounce, always keeping me safe.

My Trade outings created strange new underwort friendships, with the

strangest, quirkiest characters; Trade, and | think drug/¢ub culture in general,

attractui f ! nptu! ezobnjd!dibsjtnbujd!gf pgmf! x
their own vibrancy; the world around them treats them like charismatic

supersu bst -l cvu!luifz!uifntfmwft!epo!lu!gffm!j
buufoujpo-t!tuifz!epolu!gffm!uifz!dbo! mj wf!
amazingness. Deep, deep down, they know they are charismatic, special, gifted,
amazing... and the world treats them that way. But there is a confusing

disconnect between concepts of self-worth and how the world perceives them.

Especially the young and vibrant. And so Clubland calls enticingly. Offang

playgrounds and dress upand community/unity with all the others who feel

ui jt! xbz/!"Qf pgmf ! xi p! LOPX!Iui fz!sf!bnb{j ol
out yet, not fully.

And we all played together, wasted talent communing on drugfueled

dancefloors, under arches, after dark, after hours. Finding ourselves, tapping

intoui bu! ubmfou! xf!sflvotvsf!pg-!jo!tbgf! et
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Many will, in fact find their gift, in time, let it shine in the daylight. After the
decade or two or three of clubdom, they become fashion designers, great
novelists, art installationists, Coders, flmmakers, celebrated Queer performers,

television hosts.
Famous activists.

Nboz! xpo!u/!Cfdbvtfluijt!jt!xifsfluif! xps:
either find their voice, or they get lost to drugs and crime

You know how my story ends. But at this time, | was headed toward drugs and

crime and an ugly AIDS death.

Nz! wbmj bou! ftdbgf!gmbo! xbt!up!npwf! up! Mp
with the club kids, the down and outs, the escorts and Trans street vorkers. |

felt they were mykinUi f z! ej eo! u! kvehf! nfl gps!i bwj oh
me any differently as | got more sick and wasted. They adored and celebrated

my pimp status, they knew how to enjoy a drug high with me, and | dreamed of

this life, free of Andy.

Cvu! Boez!t!'ipme! xbt!dpngmfy-!Iqgtzdi pmphjdl
| think he knew | was escaping on Sunday mornings to Trade. My Sunday

behaviour must have been so strange, | would literally do 20 plus ecstasy

tablets in the space of twelve hours.My car got more and more crashed each

month.

J! xbt!gspcbcmz! xfbsjoh!ejggfsfouphdmpui ft!
must have noticed).

He must have noticed, but never said anything.
Xbttltuibu!cfdbvtf!if!dpvmeo! ulighpadbaitep m! j u @!
I fldbo!'u! xjo/ ! Opu!lup!bdl opxmfehf!ju!fwfol
Tpnfujnft!J! xpoefsfeljgliflejeo!lulibwf!cj
glad | was getting out, having fun.

Maybe he was conflicted; a bit of both.



He was dying an ugly awful and lonely AIDS dedt, there was nothing he could

do, but torment me. And he did that ferociously. As he got sicker, he got more

twisted and angrier.

My Monday morning collections at the tube station became my opportunity to

research and to hatch my plan. All the boys and giis knew of my imprisonment,

my dilemma with Andy. They adored me, they had taken me under their wing,

bt!gf pgmf!ep! xjui!nf/1TUifz!gfbsfel!nf!upp-
adopted me under their wing, and Monday morning collections became about

gathering from them, Soho flats to rent, tips to run from Andy, ideas on how to

transfer the business, now in my name, to Soho, change the banks | used,

change accountants, create new relationships with advertisers; disappear from
Boez!t!dpouspm/

Technologyhaddi bohf el upp/!'J!xbto!u!l ffgjoh!vqg!
of my boys, and he was always good with stuff like this. He told me about Call

Divert, the ability to divert a call to a phone number to another number. Radical
technology forthe early 90s. Ith f bou-! boz! dbmm! up! Boez!t! p
bvupnbujdbmmz!sjoh!jo! Tpip!jg!Jd!tdiptf!jul!
his sick bed. Matthew also brought me my first mobile phone. God it was huge,

and heavy. Apart from a few wellinformed and wealthy escorts and some Wall

Street bankers probably, no one was using these mobile phones. | could call

divert all the work telephone numbers to this mobile phone, sneak out of the

house to further my valiant escape plan, and Andy would never see unanswered

phone lines on the switchboard extension he could see from his sick bed.

Bit by bit, with the help of my escort conspirators and my club kid friends, |
gmboofeluijt!dpngmjdbufe! fyusjdbujpo!gspt
| still owed him about £15,000 before | was free of debt, before | owned the

bhfodz! pvusj hiu-!cvuluibu!xbtol!u!ui f!jtt\
have let go of me. He was never going to let me run the agency as | chose,

nbl f!'nz! pxo! ef djt | pmanaged ind, thecagendy,wiyilen j d s p

entirely had his health permitted, long after ownership had been transferred.
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So my plan developed. | got a flat in Soho, set it up, installed thirty telephone

lines, got furniture. | got new accountants,lawyers, bankaccounts, transferred

all I could as sneakily as | could, fine tuning everything so | would be in the clear

when | made my clean break.

| would take nothing personal with me: no clothes, furniture, personal

possessions.Podf ! J! xbt! sfbez-1J!elkvtu!ejtbgqf!l
But | had to be ready.

And... | never felt quite ready.

It confused me.

J!dpvmeo! u! csj oh!idaz!tu!mgdpuxp!! xmfzb/wf /! Boel! J! ¢
His torment of continued, the control, the abuse, the banging of the broomstick,
the constant nagging on how | should communicate on the phones to clients,

as if his training of me was never complete.

The Soho flat sat empty for months and months, despiteits phenomenal rent. |
started to use it to host the fabulous chill-out parties that followed Trade,
Sunday afternoons to twilight. My chillouts were among the most notorious at
the time. | had drugs and cosiness and kindness for all, and | attracted themost
complicated and troubled of the glamorous and alternative Tradesters. My Kin.
The escorts, of course, because | was Pimp Dave. We lounged and hugged and
shared our life stories, while squirming to the most exquisite darce music,
chilled of course. Wedid this while our ecstasy highs wear off. Or did more.
Most of my guests, like me, were avoiding going home, whatever that meant for
them. Chillouts were the lonely andunhappy, hiding in a drug high, hoping real
life would never return. Or at least hopng to delay real life in a drug high for as

long as we could.

Andy never spoke about my Sunday disappearances.
And Monday to Sat, | lived the real life of Andy and me, AIDS and imprisonment.
| delayed my escape, despite being packed and organized and readto go. |

had two packed bags by the door, ready for a quick exit; one had a few basics
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pg! dmpui j oh! boe! cvthave dlecttonicvacqrdsimthdsg xf ! ej e o !
ebzt*/ ' Ui f!puifslcbh!ibeldbti/ ! Mput! boel
popular in the escort business in those days. Banks were, but | was on the run.
Sfbez!gps!nz!ftdbgf-!tuibu!J!lI fqu!efmbzjol
My escort co-conspirators wondered why my plans were stalled and stalled,

despite all their aid and effort. My cargot crashed more times.

And then he died.

It was great and it was awful.

It was a late Sunday afternoon. Of course.

J!lelcffolpvu! bu!/Usbef-!Iboeldijmmjoh!jol!l Tj
crashed car, badly probably, since my eyes were dilate! mj | f ' cmbdl ! i pmf
been chewing my tongue all morning too. | knew something was up. A light was
po!jo!b!sbsfmz!vtfe!sppn!jo!Boez!t!ipvtf-
was there. Odd for a late Sunday afternoon.

Ui f !l epps! up! Bo etlzelndrde thendwith andiher' ngrse.fSbel saw

me from the open doorway as she talked arnestly to the second nurse. | was

wearing my drenched and disheveled club clothes, my skin was pale and

clammy, gosh | was high as a kite. But a complicated kind of highright now.
Tifluppl!ipme!pg!nz!gpsfbsn!boel!tqgpl f!up!
J!epolu!sfnfncfs!jgltif!xbt!kvehjoh!nf-1]
dead.

| walked past her to the communal stairway, ignoring her. Maybe she was still

talkingup! nf -t cvu! J!dpvmeo!u!ifbs!ifs<!jult!
hjy bou!dmvc!tqgfblfst!gps!ipvst-!jult!qgptt)]
numb and tired and confused and high as a kite.

| went upstairs, turned the key to my door, opened the dor.

| grabbed my two packed bags, and leaving the door gar, with the keys still in

the lock.
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| left.

Bt!J! xbml fe!epxo!uiflgspou! gbui-!Dbo!bncuvi
J!lejeolu!nbl f! xbz! gps! uThkymaskedaizegtibnsto! J ! k v t 1
Flat A but | ignored them blankly and walked onl threw my bags in the

passenger seat of the car, turned the key to start the engine. Dance music

blared out loudly and immediately, I think the whole block heard me.

| left it on.

| drove my creaking crashed car away.

| drove to Soho, and | never looked back.
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Chapter 17

Soho Daze of Innocence

Icongratulate myself unashamedly, my valiant escape plan had been
engineered fabulously. The transition ofAmbassador Escorts from Maida Vale
to Soho, from Andy to David, had been slickl was up and running, with a new
team of telephone operators and the latest telephone technology in o time at
all, money was pouring in and things were running like a dreamEven the
mobile phones were getting smaller. My new Soho life, free from Andy, was a

heady dream of independence.
A fresh start.

Behind me lay two dead parents, fourabandoned brothers, an adopted &mily

that hardly knew | was missing, two control freakgay men, a dead lover that

had given me AIDS, and a particularly large continent that | vowed never to

return to.

Some trauma and nihilism too. But | knew they were asmuch ahead of me as

they were behind me.

My health was not improving, but | had my AZT and my Septrin, and | was

looking better. Probably not for the medicine (AZTwa® ! u! ui f ! nj sbdmf ! E

we were hoping for). Perhaps because | was less traumatizedno longer under
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the grip of Andy and his broomstick. Perhaps all the ecstasy | was doing was

improving my happiness, improving my health.
Crashed cars notwithstanding.

| ran my agency just as Andy had taught me. In many ways, | was like a carbon

copy of him, though | hope, less controlling and more caring toward my
employees.Cvu! J!' dbo!u!tbz!gps!tvsf/ ! Qpxfs! boe
jotjejpvtmz-!Iboe!Jlelibwf!lcffoluif!mbtu!
hand on heart that | was a great boon and benefactor to the sex workers |

employed. The boys and girls might not have understood this; but the strict

boundaries and rules | adhered to were there to protect them | believed | did
cfmjfwf!uibu-"!j ulTheyplived b dahgerbusquld liée! epcgrting,s v ui /
often without boundaries, prey to exploitative pimps and often far from any

guiding behavioral compass, far from anything that might seem like caring

parenting, or any sense of order | was strict, andthere were consequences to
rule-breaking or disloyalty.Ui bu! t ' i px!up!svo!b!lujhiulti]

care for wayward souls.

That philosophy helped me sleep at night.

It helped them sleep safely too.

Soho life was a joy in those days. Old Compton street was the centre, | lived just

off it, on Greek Street. Sohchad one gay bar called Comptons, a bunch of neorn

lit sex shops to buy porn magazines and videos and dildos and liquid ecstasy,

sometimes a line of cocaine. The Raymond Review Bar was avays there,

though more the heterosexual tourist world than it was mine. The Piano Bar,
sfbmmz!usbtiz!esbh!rvffot-!sfoulcpzt-!bo:t
(café); a greasy spoon dive24-hour café, that served as THE social hub of Soho

and everything that was dodgy and trashy.All the things that captured my

fascination, all the things | aspired to be.



Most of my escorts lived in run-down studio flats in Great Windmill street.

Dillon was there, valuable and heroicbecause he was a rare gay male escort

that could get it up and perform confidently with Trans escorts when a

voyeuristic client needed that. There were plenty of pseudo straight escorts

Xi p!dpvme! ep! ui bu aysasvespeatful tb théirdrars €oo ! u! b mx
workers as the gay ones were, and certainly no one was as loving and joyous

about his job than Dillon. Bruno also lived there, the most unique, beautiful

Brazilian creature sexuality had ever created. Sian and \@ginia, the two

Australian inseparable backpackers that held this wayward lot together with

some maternal liberallove, as well as a spare duvetind a comfy corner to

crash in, whenever anyone needed it.
It was rarely empty.

Peter Pleased Wimmin!was the third part of a performing trio of drag

gf sgpsnfst!)dzUi f!Qmfbtfe! Xjnnjo!L*!boel! f
with Chicho and Pepito, two gorgeous Spanish eternal lovers, who had fled

Spain to leave their heroin addiction behind. Meanby destiny to be together,

the most lovely couple;ui f z! dpvmeo! u! cfluphfuifs!lbt!ec
beejdujpo/!Tpluifz!tibsfeluijt!gmbu! xjui!!

friends. Gorgeous and tragic.| fell infatuation with both of them, at different
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ujnft-!'xijdi!hpu!dpngmjdbufe!)gps!uifn*/]
But theinfatuatongbsu! xbt ! ojdf -1 J!ipqgfluifz!elbhs
Boe! Hj op/ ' Hyop! xbt! E] mmpo!t!cpzgsjfoe-"! nj
shy and kind, always apologizing for being in the way, and hiding a heroin habit
gspn!vt-trvjuf!xfmm/!Iflelejtbgqgfbs! boel!l
He disappeared completely one day. And he was so shy and quiet and
bgpmphfujd-!xf! bmnptu!ejeo!u! opujdf/
Therewas ahotclubd b mmf e! dzTf yLJd bu! ui f! Dbgs ! Ef! Qbs
of our calendars. Trade was Sunday routine, Sex was a monthly thing, much

more dressy and glamorous. | saw Kylie there once, Grace Jones.

(The Pleased Wimmin.)
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| fell in love with Kumarsduring these days, the Sex at Café de Paris days.

Kumars wore the best clothes, celebrated retro culture and collected Barbie

dolls. He was a Warhol fan, a Studio 54 fan, and knew all the underground

performing artists that were sure to make it big one day, or die of heroin. He

saw me coming in a trail of lights, and swept me into his world; it was probably

meant to be forever, a great love affair, but | was a car crash already happening,
gmvt!ojijmjtn!boe!bgbui z-!nz! cfealpdfemmpxt - |
Ui fsf! xfsf!lpuifs!mpwfst-!J!mm!sfnfncfs! b
Tim Tony because he had his real name and his escorting name, and none of

us were ever sure which was which He like it this way) His lives blurred. Chaos
washiscont ubou! cfegf mmpx-1!1J!wfl!op!epvcu! oji]
dpvmeo! u! sf dipgs o ptHeffs bagki thert. At'la Qull-Out party once, a

drag queen injected some collagen into his lips, and it went wrongHe

disappeared after that weekend, we head rumours he was dead, we also heard

rumours he was in Ibiza getting all spiritual. We never had sex together, though

we called ourselves boyfriends, and it wasa relationship by our chaotic

standards. Sharks sharing water.We talked about suicide alot on our

comedowns, it was very bonding.

Chris was the Canadian porn Star who loved my freckles and stalked me,

determined to marry me (metaphorically)) ' J!' ej eo! u! hfu! ju-"1!J"! gj
determination would win. He was also determined to work for Ambassador

escorts, and | never knew if he really liked me or not. But he did. | could not

keep up with his sexual confidence or sexual liberty; we talked about having sex

a lot on drugs, but we were usually too high to get it together. We had a suicide

pact. We both had AIDS, and we shared that impending sickness, misery and
efbuiltuphfuifs/ ! Xflelibwf!cbuit!bt!xf! dbrt
our mutual suicide. Ecstasy overdose, in bath together obviously. And
pcwjpvtmz-!xf! |l of x kcsthsy. &é lwdkd up benapse he! ui b o!

came to realize that | was more serious about itthantrewas/ ! | f ! ej eo! u! nj
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dreaming about it romantically in a star-crossed mp w kirgd loftway on a drug

high, but when the conversation got serious, he left.

Left me abandoned and high and ready to face death alone.

Simoné, lovely Simorgé. Delightful young model, a firecracker of a person, made

everyone everyone fall in love with him. Spoilt as can be by his wealthy Essex

parents who were divorced but saw each other every dg, to fight (they

thought) but they spent a lot less time fighting than they thought, more time

just passing the breeze like lovers. Much to the annoyance of theinewer

spouses. For the short time we dated, they adopted me like a son. As people

do. We wer a bright young couple. Being the early 90s, | always expected his
ebelupltejtmjlfl!pvs!hbzoftt-!cvulif!lkvtul!:
Tuf xbsu!t!dzuif!lj mmjoh! pg! Hf pshj f L)} bcpvu!
delightful gay boy. Simoné! t ! e ledeolrmaymwess, however much it bothered

me. For a few months or so, Simoré and | were inseparable, | think | actually

laughed a lot with him, despite my apathy and my nihilism and trauma. Simor
xbt!b!gjsfdsbdlfs-!lzpv!Iidpwmeo! u! opu! mbvhi
Simoné and | are pretty sure | infected him with my HIV.Despite him never

wanting to get tested. Things like that happened a lot back then (obviously,

ui butlttt!ipx!fgjefnjdt!xpsl */ ! B! mpu! pg!vt!]
with HIV, or justassumed we did; better nottoknow ! Zpv! epo! ul i f bs! g
ubmljoh!bcpvu! jul!nvdi-!tTcvu!jul!t!bopuifs!i
box of unforgivable cruelties we do unto our loved ones, and you carry on. And

on. As it gets heavier.

Darling darling Simoné. He survived, like | didBecame a great photographer.l

pass him in Soho from time to time. He is still a firecracker.

Tufwfo! KfExfmm/!If!xbtolulnz!cpzgsjfoe-1!c\
include me in his sexy druggy masturbation sessons. As well as all the other
best friend stuff. He liked Souxie and the Banshees, he like€laudia Bricken

from Propaganda. He dressed nouveau punk, with a twist of New Romanticism.






