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Introduction 

 

 

ave you ever met a monster? 

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 vengeful teen angst. 

It was gun crime that orphaned me, so I guess if the prospects include growing 

up to be billionaire philanthropist Batman, or a teenager who shoots up a 

school, uif!tubut!bsfoǃu!sfbmmz!jo!nz!gbwpvs/! 
 

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

(They knew I meant it.) 
 

Ju!xbtoǃu!tpnf!bepmftdfou!pvucvstu!cfdbvtf!J!dpvmeoǃu!ibwf!dboez!pof!ebz/ 

I was not that kind of child. 

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

Um, via the babysitter. 

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

collateral upset that I found to be delicious.) 

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

malignant sociopath I might have become. 

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

Weinstein, Donald Trump. 

Narcissist. 

(Social media influencer? Motivational speaker?) 

Fwjm!svot!jo!nz!jotujodut<!juǃt!qsjnbm-!b!mjwjoh!uispccjoh!foujuz!uibu!hpwfsot!nz!

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!jnqpttjcjmjuz<!J!dboǃu!dpouspm!fwfszuijoh!bspvoe!

me.  

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

harmony with) my inner predator. 

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

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

I became conscious of it in mid adulthood. Quite an awakening. A very ugly self-

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

deep. 

I 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!fnpujpot!epoǃu!hfofsbuf!gspn!uijt psychology, from this 

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.  
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The emotions of love and generosity of two animals 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.  

Uif!fnqbuiz!qfpqmf!gffm!uibuǃt!ifmqt!uifn!up!sftpmwf!dpogmjdut-!jefoujgz!xjui!

each other hold families or communities together. 

And those things people feel when they have sex. 

Yeah. 

J!epoǃu!ibwf!uiat. 

These human bonding emotions and empathy were shocked out of me as a 

five-year-old, through trauma, I 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 I 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!ejeoǃu!fwfo!lopx!J!xbt!ejggfsfou/  

Mfu!nf!ufmm!zpv!nz!tupsz!)tbje!uif!obsdjttjtu*/!Boe!Jǃmm!kvnq!sjhiu!jo!bu!uif!nptu!

traumat ic and defining moment of my life. 

The five-year-old me named it; I called it the Kill Kill Day. 
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Chapter 1 

Kill Kill Day 

 

 

ive years old.  

Jǃn!bdorable. 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/!Uif!pomz!obnf!Jǃe!lopxo!vq!up!uibu!day, 

though apparently it was a nick name that had evolved. An entirely different 

name appeared on my birth certificate apparently. 

My teddy bear was wearing some frilly costume uibu!Jǃd stolen from my 

neighbourǃs Timey Tell doll, and which looked much better on Teddy than the 

oblfe!tubuf!ifǃe!dpnf!jo/ I may have been five years old, but I understood 

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

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

suburbs of Adelaide. I clung to my teddy like a silly three-year-old might, but I 

was the youngest child of five brothers and my role in the eco-system of this 

family was the young spoiled cutesy kid. And I embraced my role. I normally 

took better care of the teddy, but today he was pressed hard 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 circling the cbs!J!xbt!mpdlfe!jo/!Jǃe!mpdlfe!

nztfmg!jo!ju/!Uifsf!xfsfoǃu!b!mpu!pg!tbgf!qmbdft!gps!nf!up!cf!uibu!ebz-!cvu!uif!

F 
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inside of this car-!nz!ebeǃt!dbs- was just right; the people knocking and 

gesturing earnestly at me were clearly at bay, and their fraught attempts at 

getting to me failed and frustrated them. 

Ju!xbt!sfqpsufe!jo!uif!qsftt!)ebzt!mbufs*!uibu!Jǃe!cffo!tdsfbnjoh!boe!dszjoh/!J!

epoǃu!sfnfncfs!ju!uibu!xbz/!Uifz!xfsf!pvu-!J!xbt!jo/!Uibuǃt!xibu!J!sfnfncfs/ 

In my right hand, also pressed up against the qbttfohfs!xjoepx-!xbt!nz!ebeǃt!

gun. My knuckles were white on that fist too. 

 

(Above; me and Teddy; heterosexual brother with truck. 

Below: another brother with gun. Mfuǃt!bttvnf!juǃt!b!upz-!cvu!hjwfo!nz!ebe-!uibuǃt!kvtu!b!ljoe!

assumption.) 
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Only gjguffo!njovuft!fbsmjfs!Jǃe!cffo!bmpof!jo!uif!dbs-!qbslfe!jo!bo!fnquz!tfdujpo!

of an airport parking lot. I was dressed only in my pyjama bottoms, and covered 

in a light layer of Aussie dust gspn!uif!fbsmjfs!fwfout!pg!uibu!ebz/!Ju!xbtoǃu!mjlf! 

nf!up!cf!tpjmfe-!ps!qppsmz!esfttfe-!cvu!nz!ebe!xbt!ibwjoh!b!cbe!ebz/!Ifǃe!mfgu!

me in the car and told me to stay. Just to stay. Just that one word. Being told 

xibu!up!ep!xbt!ofwfs!)tujmm!jtoǃu*!nz!tuspog suit. But there was a conviction and 

importance to his communication of this one word today, that I knew to stay.  

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

circling the car, it was with the same conviction and importance that I 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 many hours 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 

ipvst-!cvu!bo!fufsojuz!boe!b!npnfou-!tjodf!Jǃe!cffo!ivsmfe!joto the back seat of 

ebeǃt!Ijmmnbo!Hunter Safari. Since then, we (my dad and I) had been driving 

bspvoe!uif!tvcvscbo!tusffut!pg!2:81ǃt!Befmbjef, cleverly outwitting the 

pursuing police. Xfǃe!cffo!esjwjoh!gbtu!bu!ujnft-!tmpx!bu!puifst<!nz!ebe!xbt!

mostly silent, and I could hear a half full bottle of coca cola hurtling around the 

back seat as we spun corners, clashing with two other guns beneath the seats. 

Btjef!gspn!nz!ebeǃt!tusbohf!nppe-!ju!ibe!cffo!bo!fydjujoh!ebz-!xjoojoh!bhbjotu!

the chasing police. My dad made sure I saw it as an adventure. 

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

Hours passed, as they approached, circled, tried to get into my urgently-locked 

car. 

Ju!qspcbcmz!xbtoǃu!ipvst/ 

Ju!qspcbcmz!xbtoǃu!ipvst!bu!bmm/ 

But for hours, it seemed, I remained against the passenger window, watching 

the flailing panicked police officers, impotent against my door-locking prowess. 

Uif!gffmjoh!pg!bewfouvsf!ibe!qbttfe<!J!epoǃu!lopx!xibu!J!xbt!gffmjoh<!
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apparently (the social workers told me later) I was screaming and crying, but 

uibu!kvtu!epftoǃu!tpvoe!mjlf!nf/  

At all. 

Jǃn!b!wfsz!dpnqptfe!qfstpo/ 

So I dispute that. 

J!lofx!nz!ebe!xbtoǃt going to help. He had abandoned me in this car to pursue 

something much more important . Boe!J!lofx-!J!lofx!if!xbtoǃu!dpnjoh!cbdl/  

If!xbtoǃu!hpjoh!up!ifmq/!Ju!xbt!kvtu!nf/!! 

They got in of course, the hoard of policemen outside/!J!epoǃu!lopx!ipx- I had 

been so brilliantly thorough and swift with my door-locking. It was through a 

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

own passenger window. 

But I was angry. My safe space had been violated, and these people, pretending 

up!cf!ljoe!boe!qspufdujwf-!xfsf!opu!gppmjoh!nf/!J!xpvmeoǃu!cf!gppmfe!bhbjo. Ever. I 

fought them. And I would continue to fight. For the ensuing decades I would 

fight.  

 

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

As with all mariticides, the story starts much earlier. 

Dp!xf!spnboujdj{f!nfnpsjft@!J!lopx!xf!ep-!cvu!J!epoǃu!want to believe my 

nfnpsjft!bsfoǃu!usvf/ 

Tp!J!xpoǃu/ 

My memory of home life before the kill kill was bliss. Later testimonies would 

lead me to believe that there was violence and passion between my mother 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 parenting four (at that time teenage) boys. After 

fif teen or more years, this tempestuous relationship came to a kind of 

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

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

I was born of a passionate reunion. 

Never forget that, as this story continues.  

Iuǃt!tpnfuijoh!J!gffm!jo!nz!cpoft!fwfsz!ebz/ 

Born of conflict and passion and violence and collision and union. 

Just like the universe.  

Life was bliss. 

J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!nz!nvn!boe!ebe!cfjoh!uphfuifs-!zfu!zfbst!later, it was a 

surprise to me that they were separated for most of my time with them. 

Juǃt amazing how children can take things very simply, and for granted. 

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

fun.  

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

remember one fight.  

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

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

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

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

She cried a lot. I remember sitting in 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. I knew every detail of her changing moods and temperaments, 

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

too, and when she cried, those tears were mine, ours. They tasted the same. I 

lopx-!Jǃe!mjdlfe!ifs!ufbst!bt!tif!ifme!nf/!I comforted her, that was my job. My 

purpose. She clutched to me desperately when she cried. Often, in her favorite 

dibjs!)ju!spdlfe-!uijt!dibjs-!cbdl!boe!gpsui*-!boe!tifǃe!mjtufo!esbnbujdbmmz!up!ifs!

gbwpsjuf!sfdpse!pwfs!boe!pwfs/!Ju!xbt!ǆXifsf!ibwf!bmm!uif!gmpxfst!hpofǇ-!boe!

gosh how she cried and clutched me. It was bliss. 

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

tunnels to crawl through that led to small intimate spaces to cuddle and clutch. 
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Xf!tmfqu!uphfuifs!bu!ojhiu/!Ojhiut!xfsf!ejggjdvmu!gps!ifs-!uif!mpofmjftu!ujnf/!Tifǃe!

qvu!nf!up!cfe-!nz!pxo!cfe-!cvu!Jǃe!xbml!nztfmg!cbdl!up!ifs, because her 

loneliness was too much for her to bear. It hurt me just as much, and she cried 

mftt!xifo!J!xbt!xjui!ifs/!Tifǃe!esjwf!nf!up!qsf-school, and xfǃe!have fraught 

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 

foufsfe!uif!cvjmejoh-!uifzǃe!xbju!gps!nf-!boe!xbudi!bt!nz!npuifs!boe!J!ibe!uif!

tbnf!gsbvhiu!dpowfstbujpo/!Tifǃe!xbou!nf!up!hp!up!tdippm-!cvu!Jǃe!bshvf!uibu!

tifǃe!cf!ibqqjfs!jg!J!tubzfe!ipnf!xjui!ifs!uibu!ebz/!And I was right. I knew 

tifǃe!dsz!nptu!pg!uif!ebz-!J!lofx!ipx!ejggjdvmu!mpofmjoftt!xbt!gps!ifs/!Ju!nbef!

sense I stayed home. That to me, was logic, and I saw it better than the adults 

did. 

Still do. 

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

how it would end.  

 

 

 

(Mum & Dad) 
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(Mum)  
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I knew what was best, and I 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 I was a 

hsfbu!efcbufs!boe!J!lofx!xifo!J!xbt!sjhiu!boe!J!ejeoǃu!hjwf!vq/ 

We invariably drove home together, and got about our daily routine. Driving 

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

uif!dibjs-!mjtufojoh!up!ǆXifsf!ibwf!bmm!uif!gmpxfst!hpofǇ/ Over and over and 

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. 

Perhaps I did too. Thezǃe!qmbz!xjui!nf!jo!uif!dvccz!ipvtft!nz!nvn!boe!J!ibe!

built. Tifzǃe!cvjme!ljuft!boe!tfu!uifn!gsff!jo!uif!xjoe/!Xfǃe!dibtf!uifn-!bmm!gjwf!

of us, on our bikes down the neighborhood street, me being left behind on my 

three-wheeler, unable to keep up with my excited big brothers chasing the kite 

on their grown-up bikes. 

Bliss. 

Ju!ejeoǃu!tffn!pee!up!nf!uibu!nz!gbuifs!ejeoǃu!mjwf!xjui!vt/!Jo!gbdu!J!xbt!

tvsqsjtfe!up!mfbso!uibu!if!ejeoǃu!mbufs!po-!xifo!J!xbt!bmm!hspxo!vq!bu!bhf!:/!Mpoh!

after the kill kill. I learnee!mput!pg!uijoht!mbufs!uibu!ejeoǃu!gju!xjui!nz!cmjttgvm!

memory. An autopsy revealed that my mother had no breasts. The dpspofsǃt 

sfqpsu!sfbe-!up!cf!fybdu!ǆThe breasts are abnormally firm and protuberant 

suggesting plastic insertsǇ/!Jǃmm!bttvnf!uif!dpspofs!was male. My rage boils 

when I think of a stupid man prodding and poking and examining my npuifsǃt 

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 a mastectomy torn them apart? What happened to 

their sex life? Why the violence?  
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Cvu!uiftf!xfsf!rvftujpot!uibu!ejeoǃu!cpuifs!uif!cmjtt/!Pvs!cmjtt!xbt!pvst-!boe!

my memory is mine. I remember my mother being a model. I remember her 

being tall, blond, almost masculine 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 house, even when Dad 

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

was in her way.  

Uif!ovot!xpvmeoǃu!esfbn!pg!bshvjoh!xjui!ifs!uibu!J!tipvme!cf!jo!tdippm/ 

Uibu!xpvmeoǃu!ibwf!uvsofe!pvu!xfmm!gps!uif!ovot/ 

But I played my part jo!uibu!upp/!Epoǃu!gpshfu!nz!tusfohui/!Nz!gjhiu/!Nf!boe!nz!

mother were the same.  

Strong. 

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

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

to survive.  

Cvu!tusfohui!boe!ifjhiu!boe!gjhiu!bsf!opu!fopvhi!up!lffq!njtfsz!bxbz/!J!epoǃu!

lopx!xiz!nz!npuifs!dsjfe/!J!epoǃu!lopx!xifsf!ifs!njtfsz!mbz/!J!epoǃu!lopx!jg!

my Dad was violent; I never saw that, except for that one day. I do know what 

PTSD is like, I lopx!xibu!juǃt!mjlf/!J!lopx!ipx!ju!nbojgftut/!J!lopx!xibu!dbodfs!

epft!up!b!qfstpo-!J!epoǃu!lopx!xibu!b!mastectomy  is like on a marriage. I know 

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. 

Jǃn!uif!tbnf!upebz/ 

J!dboǃu!jnbhjof!xiz!uifz!tubzfe!uphfuifs-!vonbssjfe-!uispvhi!(what I surmise 

opx!up!cf*!nz!gbuifsǃt!QUTE/!J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz they never married despite 

qbsfoujoh!gpvs!cpzt-!mjwjoh!jo!tvcvscbo!cmjtt/!J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz!nz!gbuifsǃt!mjgf!

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

killed his wife. 

 

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

xpslfe!uifo-!Jǃn!tvsf/!Jǃn!tvsf!J!gfmu!ju/!If!xbt!hppe/! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(Ebeǃt!xbs!ejbsjft)  
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And I loved the few, the awfully few years I 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. 

I know my memories, if not all the facts. 

But I am procrastinating. I 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-!cvu!J!gfmu!puifsxjtf-!boe!tpnfipx!Jǃe!dpowjodfe!ifs!pg!nz!cfuufs!tfotf-!

fwfo!cfgpsf!Jǃe!hpuufo!esfttfe/!Uibuǃt!dmfbs!jo!nz!ifbe-!cfdbvtf!qbkbnb!

bottoms were my only clothing through some particularly intense adventures 

bdsptt!uif!djuz!uibu!ebz/!Jǃn!opu!tvsf!xibu!bqqspqsjbuf!buujsf!njhiu!cf!gps!b!ebz!

that the entire rest of your life pivots upon, but it seems 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 
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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 I had my teddy bear with me, and a gun, so I guess they could be 

considered protective too. 

It was a telephone call between my mother and father that first alerted me to 

ebohfs/!J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!uif!efubjmt-!cvu!J!lofx!tpnfuijoh!xbt!vovtvbmmz!

wrong. 
 

Then I have a memory gap. 
 

Uifo!Jǃn!jo!uif!cbdl!zbse, my mother is there and she is bleeding from the 

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

gbuifs!jt!uifsf-!cvu!ifǃt!opu!uif!gpdvt!pg!nz!buufoujpo/!Juǃt!nz!npuifsǃt!optf!boe!

her screams. Her screams are her telling me to go get Mr. and Mrs. Tester, our 

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

Next memory: Jǃn!mpdlfe!jo!uif playroom. The room we built the cubby houses 

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

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

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

a habit from my younger years, and I was glad to have him (I mean it) this day. 

Dad had locked me there, in the playroom. I knew how to get out, the lock was 

po!uif!jotjef<!cvu!J!xbtoǃu!ubmm!fopvhi!up!sfbdi-!tp!J!began the process of 

dragging the heavy sofa over to the door, to stand on, to unlock the door. It took 

an hour. 

Ju!qspcbcmz!ejeoǃu/ 

Ju!qspcbcmz!ejeoǃu!ublf!uibu!mpoh!bu!bmm/ 

But it took an hour, it seemed, to get out of the playroom, and when I did, things 

were calmer.  

No.  

Quieter. 
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My father was in charge now. I 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 

I was quiet. There was something very safe about my dad holding my hand.  

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

they go limp, passive. 

Uibuǃt!xibu!nz!ebeǃt!handhold was like. 

Nvn!xbtoǃu!uifsf-!tif!xbtoǃu!bozxifsf/!J!ejeoǃu!offe!up!mppl!up!lopx!uijt/ 

I could feel it in the gravity-!jo!uif!Fbsuiǃt!byjt/ 

I knew not to ask. I knew to be quiet. 

And dad had me by the scruff of the neck. 

I 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 never used. Fnquz-!pcwjpvtmz-!pg!gjsfxppe-!uibuǃt!ipx!uiftf!uijoht!

go. 

Nz!npuifs!xbt!jo!uibu!cpy/!J!epoǃu!lopx!ipx!J!lofx/!Gravity. But I was limp, 

passive in the clutch of my gbuifsǃt hand. 

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

morniohǃt!fwfout-!boe!ju!xbt!ojdf!boe!tbgf!kvtu!up!ibwf!fbdi!puifs/!Ebe!espwf-!

and I sat in the back, in my pajama bottoms, still clutching that teddy bear as if I 

was some child. Just a habit. I 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. 

Ebeǃt!esjwjoh!dbst-!up!xpsl!qspcbcmz-!hsfz!tvjut/! 

There was lots to watch, and we were just driving, together, in silence, with 

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

togetherness. 

The intimacy intensified after hours, driving. Juǃt!bt!jg!J!dpvme!ifbs!ijt!uipvhiut-!

and the first hours in the car, his thoughts had been silent, numb. But his 

thoughts were becoming agitated, and I could hear them, like he was speaking. 
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ǆXibuǃt!ibqqfofe/!Xibu!eje!tif!nblf!nf!ep? Why does she always make 

me do this stuff? Bitch. Infuriating bitch, why does she make me do that. 

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

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

done, what have I done?Ǉ 

 

His thoughts were all over the place, his moods were changing 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. 

Jǃe!npwfe!up!uif!gspou!tfbu!boe!xbt!ipmejoh!ijt!big arm (because his hands 

were busy driving). I just stared in his face, because it was calming for him. It 

xpslfe!gps!nz!nvn-!boe!Jǃn!wfsz!hppe!bu!uijt/!It was my role in the eco-system 

that was my family. 

We drove, and I held his fury and turmoil for some more hours. 

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

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

xibu!ifǃe!epof/!J!dpvmeoǃu!ifbs!xibu!xbt!tbje!po!uif!puifs!foe!pg!uif!qipof-!

cvu!ju!mpplfe!mjlf!nz!ebe!xbtoǃu!mjtufojoh!fjuifs/!!Kvtu!ubmljoh!joup!uif!qipof/!

Nonsense some of it. He usually hung up after just stopping mid-sentence, 

frozen still in thought, before just replacing the receiver. Back to the car.  

J!xbt!zpvoh-!cvu!J!lofx!xfǃe!epof!tpnfuijoh!bxgvmmz!xspoh-!boe!uif!qpmjdf!

wanted us to either go see them, go home, or to come find us. I was young but 

uifz!ejeoǃu!tffn!up!voefstuboe!xibu!ibe!sfbmmz!ibqqfofe-!boe!J!eje/!Uifz!

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? 

Dpvmeoǃu!if!tff!xibu!xbt!hpjoh!po@!Xiz!ejeoǃu!if!ifmq!vt@ 

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

my big brothers. Dad was asking someone to assemble them in the 

Headnbtufsǃt Office. He said we were going to their school. This was the first 

time in these hours uibu!xfǃe!ibe!b!qvsqptf-!bo!bdtual defined destination. This 

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. I 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 brothersǃ school. They were all in a big secondary education 

tdippm-!boe!ju!xbt!cjh!boe!pwfsxifmnjoh/!J!ibeoǃu!tffo!ju!pgufo/!We left the 

safety and emergency of our car, and walked toward the giant collection of 

buildings, so quiet with everyone jo!dmbttft/!Boe!uifo!xf!xfsf!jo!b!ovoǃt!pggjdf-!

and my dad was telling her things. My dad seemed bossy and a bit scary to her 

qspcbcmz-!cvu!uibuǃt!pomz!cfdbvtf!tif!ejeoǃu!voefstuboe!vt-!boe!cfdbvtf!pg!uif!

urgency of our morning. My brothers were not assembled there.  

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

nz!ebeǃt!qmbo-!boe!J!ejeoǃu!mjlf!ju/!J!gpvoe!myself alone in the office, told to wait 

as if I was a child. Alone, told to sit on a chair. The nun had left 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. 

I became furiously aware of what was happening.  

Why would my father abandon me like this? 

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

had ever been so united and so intimate as we had that morning. 

Why would he abandon me? 

J!ejeoǃu!ibwf!ujnf!up!uijol!xiz/!If!xbt!epjoh!bmm!tpsut!pg!tuvqje!uijoht!uijt!

morning, all I knew was where I belonged, where I was meant to be.  

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

room, and then I 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 I had a hold 

on the open windowsill , and I was climbing in, probably screaming (no probably 

opu<!Jǃn!wfsz!dpnqptfe!fwfo!jo!b!dsjtjt*!but my focus was true, my 

determination resolute. I was a predator, a survivalist. I kept up with the moving 

car, undeterred. I climbed in the car window as it drove away, my dad furious, 

yelling, but no louder than I was.  

Op-!qspcbcmz!opu/!J!ǂn!opu!nvdi!pg!b!zfmmfs/!  

I was in, inside the moving car. I was back where I 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 I needed to be in school, or at home with her-!cvu!Jǃe!bmxbzt!lopxo/!

And my dad was wrong to leave me behind, but I knew better. I was back in the 

dbs-!xf!xfsf!uphfuifs-!boe!uibol!hppeoftt!Jǃn!hppe!bu!uijt/ 

Cfdbvtf!bevmut!sfbmmz!bsfoǃu/ 

We were driving, but again, we had no plan. Ebeǃt!specialty. Dad was speaking, 

not necessarily to me, but sometimes. 

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

this day; these I remember. I remember because he spoke of everything 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 self-loathing, he philosophized about murder, life, the 

foe!pg!mjgf-!dijmesfo!uibu!kvnq!jo!dbs!xjoepxt!mjlf!uifz!lopx!xibuǃt!cftu!gps!

them. He summed up womanhood, if!lofx!uif!xpnboǃt!qmbdf/!If!redefined 

the role of police in society. He imagined his own future, his own very 

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

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

because I have no other word. The ache was like a heavy moist black cloud in 

the car that was busting. Shame or guilt were there, but they feel too 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. 

But I heard it all, boe!ju!bmm!nbef!tfotf!up!nf/!Xf!xfsf!bt!pof-!xfǃe!tibsfe!uijt!

morning, it was on both of us. We ran together, we 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 were one. 

This was bliss. 

 

(My Dad.) 

I was so familiar with this car, this day. I felt like I had lived in it for years. The 

giant plastic steering wheel. It was gripped and smacked incessantly this 

morning, with the palm of my dadǃs hand as he mused and spoke and ached 

and yelled and drove. The half empty bottles of coca cola that 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 the car as we fled and dspwf/!Jǃe!cffo!bmm!pwfs!

the car evsjoh!uiftf!ipvst-!jo!nz!qbkbnb!cpuupnt/!Jǃe!dsbxmfe!bmm!pwfs, front to 

back. There were the hours on ebeǃt lap, the hours I sat in the passenger seat. 

There were the hours I 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 listeninh!up!nz!ebeǃt!bdvuf!

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!ejeoǃu!rvjuf!voefstuboe-!cvu!J!voefstuppe!uif!vshfodz/!Boe!nz!spmf!jo!uif!

decision-making process.  

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

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

car window with dad? Obvious to me. 

I always know best. 

Do we live or die today? 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 on ƿ 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/!Uijt!xbt!uphfuifsoftt-!tpnfuijoh!J!eje!xfmm-!tpnfuijoh!Jǃe!bmxbzt!ifmqfe!

my mum and dad with. This was my thing, my role in the eco-system that was 

my family. 

Jǃn!hppe!bu!ju/ 
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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. I 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; know what I tell you. This 

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

boe!J!xbt!epjoh!xibu!Jǃe!bmxbzt!epof-!xibu!J!xbt!ftqfdjbmmz!hppe!bu/!J!xbt!

making everything ok, making the big decisions, and looking after the 

vulnerable.  

I was glued to the rear passenhfs!xjoepx-!nz!ebeǃt!qijmptpqij{joh!dpoujovfe/!

Xfǃe!bhsffe!po!ipx!uijt!foefe-!ju!xbt!kvtu!uif!gjofs!efubjmt!uibu!sfrvjsfe!

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/!Uiftf!xfsf!uif!tpgu!esjolt!xfǃe!dpotvnfe!bu!

a picnic. We always did fun stuff when I got to see my dad. 

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

how this ends. 

Xf!ejf-!boe!juǃt!uif!cftu!uijoh/!Xfǃe!kpjo!nvn-!boe!tifǃe!gpshjwf!vt-!tifǃe!

understand. She always did. Tif!bmxbzt!lofx!nz!gbuifsǃt!bohfs!xbt!opu!nz!

father; it was just his periodic anger. Xfǃe!ejtdvttfe!nz!pmefs!cspuifstǃ fate, 

boe!tjodf!uifz!xfsf!bmm!uffobhfst-!uifzǃe!cf!Pl/ 

The illogic of this, as I tell this story, does not escape me. My brothers would 

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

generations. 

J!xpoefs!jg!ju!ibe!cffo!cfuufs!jg!uifzǃe!ibwf!ejfe!xjui!vt!uibu!ebz/!J!epoǃu!uijol!Jǃmm!

think about that actually. 

But another of those damned memory gaps must interrupt this story.  



 

 25 

  



 

 26 

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 memory gap ƿ J!lofx!ifǃe!mfgu-!J!lofx!ifǃe!

abandoned me. I think I knew he was dead, but gone, feels more appropriate. 

The gravity was different again and I just knew. The intuition that accompanies 

such intimacy. 

Ifǃe!epof!uijt!bmpof/! 

And I was left behind. 

J!dboǃu!eftdsjcf!ipx!J!gfmu/!Nz!mjgf!ibe!foefe-!boe!uifsf!jt!op!xbz!up!describe 

how that feels. The intimacy, the togetherness, the shared urgency of that day, 

of all the days ƿ was gone. Forever. And I was left behind. 

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

J!ejeoǃu!ibwf!ujnf!up!uijol!bcpvu!ju!uipvhi/!Qfpqmf!xfse surrounding the car. 

Just regular people at first, I remember a person who was probably a mum. 

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

knocked kindly on the window, and spoke muffled; cvu!J!ejeoǃu!mjlf!ju/!I set to, 

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 I just kept moving around 

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

people had gathered around 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 my teddy, where was my dad, my 

mum, put down the gun, open the door for them, how long had I been there, 

where was my mum or dad. I 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 they got in. Ju!xpvmeoǃu!ibwf!cffo!ipvst-!cvu!uibuǃt!ipx!J!

remember it. J!epoǃu!lopx!ipx!uifz!hpu!jo-!cvu!ju!xbt!dibpt!boe!opjtf!boe!

grabbing and I 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 I riled against, I writhed and squirmed and hit and struggled, but 

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

bmm!J!dpvme!tff!xbt!uif!gbcsjd!pg!qfpqmfǃs clothes, because I was surrounded, 

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. I 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.  

I hated them all. Hate would stay with me too, the rest of my life. 

J!sfnfncfs!b!ipvtf-!J!sfnfncfs!fwfojoh/!Nz!cspuifst!xfsf!uifsf-!cvu!J!epoǃu!

remember being with them in a way that mattered. I trusted no one now. I was 

reborn differently. I died that day. 

We were there b!ebz!ps!uxp!qfsibqt@!Uifo!ofx!tusbohfst!dbnf/!Nz!npuifsǃt!

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 red hair and freckles and that that meant 

we would be great friends. This disgusted me. That immediate presumption of 

intimacy and eternal friendship tnbdlfe!pg!uif!tbnf!sfwvmtjpo!zpvǃe!gffm!xifo!

you see a grown man offer a lone child some sweets outside a school 

qmbzhspvoe/!J!xbt!zpvoh-!cvu!Jǃe!mjwfe!jo!b!gbnjmz!pg!2:81t!epnftujd!wjpmfodf!

and toxic masculinity and I felt grooming in my bones, I recognised it even if I 

ejeoǃu!lopx!xibu!ju!xbt/! 



 

 28 

I hated him. It took a second to hate him, and as he tried to control 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 own. A 

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. Jǃe!

live there and suffer there for twelve years. And as I resisted his grooming 

hbnf-!Jǃe!tvggfs!gvsuifs-!boe!Jǃe!efwfmpq!uif!tvswjwbm!tljmmt-!uif!gjofmz!ipofe!

predatorial skills of a groomed child, the skills that would keep me safe (and 

ruin any chance of happiness) for the rest of my life. 
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Chapter 2 

Escalation: Family Number Two 

 

 

is name was Gray/!If!xbt!nz!vodmf/!Jǃe!ofwfs!nfu!ijn-!if!mjwfe!jo!b!

different city, a long way away. He was married to a woman named Carol, and 

when I joined the family, they had four girls of their own, around my age. 

It was an eco-system of a family united he reigned over. He was king of this 

eco-system. An obedient housewife who knew her place, would never have 

questioned it. And daughters, four daughters (when I 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 I 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 would threaten 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 I arrived. 

I was a giant prickly traumatized blight in perfect ecosystem. 

Male. 

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

The decision maker. 

H 
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And yes, a little traumatised. 

In my eco-tztufn!Jǃe!cffo!uif!dfousf-!boe!J!lofx!nz!qmbdf/ 

Jǃe!lopxo!mpwf-!qspqfs!mpwf-!usvf!joujnbdz-!uif!sbx!fnpujpo/ 

And so when I was immediately expected to worship and adore and defend and 

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

qsfebupsǍ 

How dare he. 

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

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

community, neighbors. He, the celebrated architect, designing and building 

community -friendly, environmentally harmonious churches and schools for 

vulnerable communities. All the while designing 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 she recognised 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 grace. As 

tifǃe!tjhofe!po!gps!xifo!tif!nbssjfe!this man, as she was groomed to do. Her 

name was Carol and she believed in hard work, no self-indulgence, getting on 

with it, no drama. Uifsbqz!xbt!bo!joevmhfodf-!boe!epoǃu!gjy!xibu!bjoǃu!csplf/!

Tif!ejeoǃu!mjlf!up!vqtfu!uijt!ezobnjd!uibu!Hsby liked. 

Jǃe!ibwf!mpwfe!ifs!jg!xfǃe!cpui!ibe!cffo!bmmpxfe/ 

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 of them, competing for the 

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

favour vqpo!uifn-!xbudijoh!uifn!cf!dpogvtfe!bt!up!xibu!uifzǃe!epof!xspoh!

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 

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

great men they married.  

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

Pof!pg!uif!ebvhiufst!ejeoǃu!gbsf!upp!xfmm/!Uifsf!xbt!b!qbsujdvmbsmz!gross period 

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 this time. It 

developed into a profound mental health that lasted 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 coping mechanisms such as tantrums, alcoholism, and 

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

Ifǃe!kvnq!bu!boz!xijnqfs!ps!efnboe!tif!nbef-!if!mjufsbmmz!dpxfsfe, showered 

her with guilt and money and hyper-attention.  

I was in awe. Because I 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 I should have killed him all those years earlier after all. Saved her years 

of torment. 

Or groomed the babysitter to do it. 

She was a ifsp!up!nf/!Tif!epftoǃu!lopx!ju/!Cvu!J!xbudife!ifs!bt!jg!tif!xfsf!b 

victorious warrior.  

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

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

already huge size. 

But this orphan was difficult. Traumatised and unlovable. 

I was five, going on six.  

Nz!cmjtt!xbt!hpof-!bmm!uif!joujnbdz!Jǃe!lopxo!xbt!hpof- and in this new eco-

system I could trust no one. The wife and children would be punished if they 

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

doghouse/!Uifz!ejeoǃu!sfbmmz!lopx!ju-!cmftt!uifn<!uifz!xfsfoǃu!dsvfm/!Cvu!xjuijo!

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 as simple as Gray xjuiipmejoh!ijt!bggfdujpot!gps!b!xffl!ps!uxp/!Ju!xbtoǃu!

really conscious; to the outside eye, anyone would have been horrified at the 

cruelty he unleashed upon me. But within our eco-system, it became normal to 

shun David when he was being punished.  

That was my new life. 

In the first few years there had been attempts to 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, I spoke, as little as possible, I mean what was there to say? 

My life ended in that car, and now I 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 gave license to the cruelty. I did not adore the Gray, 

and his attempts to make me adore and worship him as the other children did... 
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failed. Oh how they failed, and it made him up his game. He upped it and he 

vqqfe!ju-!cvu!J!xbt!b!qsp/!Jǃe!uisjwfe!jo!b!gbnjmz!pg!wjpmfodf!boe!dpouspm!gps!zfbst-!

boe!Jǃe!cffo!uif!pomz!tuspoh!pof!ipmejoh!uif!sjejdvmpvt!bevmut!uphfuifs/!Tp!jg!

Gray xboufe!up!vq!ijt!hbnf<!ifǃe!nft his match with me.  

Jǃe!esjmm!uibu!nfttbhf!ipnf!up!ijn!xjui!fwfsz!csfbui-!fwfsz!bdujpo-!fwfsz!tljmm!Jǃe!

honed. It became a war. He had the power that parents had to control children, 

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

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

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

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

and this war had many battles. I would not cave, I would not adore him. I 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 I resisted. Fabulously 

resisted, this is where I honed my drama. Very quickly he labeled me as unsafe 

to be with the other children in the house. I was moved to the basement, a giant 

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 unfriendly inusvefs!jo!uif!gbnjmz!voju-!ju!buubdlfe!nf!fwfsz!ojhiu/!Jǃe!

leave the family upstairs, having said an odd goodnight to all, a strange kiss 

planted on the cheek of the mother Carol bt!Jǃe!cffo!jotusvdufe-!b!nbtdvmjof!

shake of the hand with Gray  
 

)ǆTibuǃt!ipx!nfo!tbz!hppeojhiuǇ-!ifǃe!tbz*/! 
 

Uifo!Jǃe!ftdbqf!gspn!uif!tusbohfoftt!up!uif!tpmjuvef!pg!uif!hjbou!gmbqqjoh!

playroom, but routinely, every night, the dog would growl viciously even before I 

got to the bottom of the stairs. The first night this haqqfofe-!Jǃe!tpvhiu!ifmq!

upstairs from Gray<!ifǃe!mbvhife!ju!pgg-!gpvhiu!uif!eph!cbdl!up!b!dpsofs!xjui!b!

broomstick while I 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 I even 

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

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

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

my fear. As I descendfe!uif!tubjst!fbdi!ojhiu-!Jǃe!gsff{f-!qfusjgjfe!gps!b!hppe!41!

minutes or so, before braving the door. As I turned the door handle, the dog 

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

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

wood off the frame. Sometimes I made it to my bed, my eyes bulging with 

qbojd<!pgufo!Jǃe!tmffq!voefs!uif!tubjst!pvutjef!uif!epps/!Op!pof!lofx/!Nz!

inability to handle the dog was a great source of amusement for Gray, wipǃe!

laugh as he told me how silly and stupid I was to be frightened of it. He shamed 

me with humorous re-ufmmjohǃt of it when neighbors popped by. 

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

and Dad? It seemed I was being asked my opinion, but I have no words to 

fyqmbjo!ipx!nvdi!J!ejeoǃu!dbsf!bcpvu!uijt/!Ipx!sjejdvmpvt!uijt!dpowfstbujpo!

was. Who were these people? How was I 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. 

I have no idea why.  

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

So I became David, the silent unlovable, awkward blight in this family of 

absolute suburban normality. 

I rarely spoke. 

I had some very strange habits. 

I 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, before I was turned away from/walked away from.  
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Jǃe!cf!ejtdpwfsfe!jo!the middle of the night, sitting inside the pantry, eating 

chocolate biscuits, binging. I was six. 

I was independent. I was always off in my own world, no one knew where I was. 

I had no friends, except perhaps the animals I loved and the ghosts that 

haunted me, accompanied me. But I was alone, and I would be passed off as 

ǆjoefqfoefouǇ/! 

 

ǆPi!Ebwjeǃt!gjof-!ifǃt!wfsz!joefqfoefou-!mfbwf!ijn!cfǇ! 

 

is what would be said whenever a neighbour remarked upon my lone 

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

abuse. 

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

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

I broke into ofjhicpstǃ homes, stole their biscuits and cakes. 

B!tjmfou!dijme!nptumz-!Jǃe!cfdpnf!peemz!)boe!vqtfuujohmz!up!puifst*!bojnbufe!boe!

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 I stood in mass and 

watched the priest deliver sermons, stating to a wide-eyed congregation that 

murder was a sin, that suicide was a sin, I was palpably enraged. He explained 

mosubm!tjot!bt!vogpshjwfbcmf-!dpoefnofe!up!ifmm/!Nz!gbuifs!ibe!nvsefsfe-!ifǃe!

taken his own life, and I was the lone person in the entire world who knew that 

nz!gbuifs!xbt!b!hppe!nbo-!tpnfpof!Jǃe!mpwfe!boe!cffo!mpwfe!cz/ Complicated, 

but loving. I 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, I 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 there with 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!pg!uijt!sppn!gvmm!pg!qfpqmf!xip!)mfuǃt!gbdf!ju*!ibe!bmsfbez!pqufe!up!
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suspend their disbelief as the gobbled down the body of Christ 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 I was so angry I 

ejeoǃu!lopx!xibu!up!ep!xjui!ju/!Jǃe!cffo!hsppnfe!boe!ufssjgjfe and denied 

breakfast all morning by Gray, now watching this happen in my world, and I got 

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

boe!tjmfou!dpohsfhbujpo/!J!epoǃu!lopx!jg!it was the hunger, or if I was sunstroked 

gspn!uif!npsojohǃt!qvoishment of weeding in the garden before church, but my 

interpretation of it is that I was just enraged beyond endurance by the stupidity, 

nbojqvmbujpo!boe!jokvtujdft!pg!uif!xpsme/!Kvtu!tp!bohsz-!nz!csbjo!dpvmeoǃu!dpqf/!

And stuck and trapped. 

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

Ju!xbt!b!esbnb!pg!dpvstf-!uibuǃt!nz!xbz-!juǃt!jo!nz!cpoft-!boe!uif!xipmf!qbsjti!

community were gossiping about it. They all adored and felt sorry for the 

troubled orphan boy, which drove Gray and Carol mad, so when we were alone 

after all the congregbujpoǃt!gvtt-!J!xbt!qvojtife!bhbjo-!bddvtfe!pg!cfjoh!bo!

attention seeker, and what was wrong with me anyway, why did I 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. 

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

I did strange things that I did understand, and things I didoǃu.  

Like stealing from the pantry at night. Like pooing my pants.  

J!sfnjoefe!nz!ofx!tjcmjoht!uibu!qbsfout!ejf-!uibu!uifjs!pxo!qbsfout!dpvmeoǃu!cf!

trusted. I encouraged one of them to run away once. You know; using my 

grooming skills and wanting to have a victory over Gray.  

J!ibufe!nz!cpez/!Jǃwf!op!jefb!xifsf!uijt!cpez!eztnpsqijb!dbnf!gspn, but it was 

very pronounced in me. I hated my skin, I hated my hair, I hated my coloring. I 

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. I was told I was ridiculous, to stop 

being ridiculous, what was wrong with me, stop it stop it stop it.  

J!xpvmeoǃu/ 

I went to great lengths to cover up; family beach holidays were the worst; I 

would join the family, I would stay in my room reading. This was met with 

impatience on day one, lectures on day two, punishment and spankings on day 

three. 

The spankioht!ejeoǃu!xpsl!pcwjpvtmz<!J!xbt!npsf!sftjmjfou-!qpxfsgvm-!

unstoppable, stubborn than anyone in this family could handle. My mum taught 

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

 

(Me, maybe 6 or 7?)  
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Grayǃt!gbjmfe!attempts to  make 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 the wheel borough again and return it.  

Bmm!ebz!mpoh!pwfs!uif!xfflfoet/!If!tbje!uibu!dipsft!xfsfoǃu!usvmy punishments 

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. 

On one occasion, and on the third day as I 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!rvju!uif!xffejoh!boe!sfujsfe!up!nz!sppn-!cbdl!jo!mpoh!uspvtfst/!J!xpvmeoǃu!cf!

watched and humiliated that way, plus I assumed guests meant a break from 

weeding.  

I was wrong. 

Grayǃt!gvsz!xbt!bxgvm/!Nz!ofx!qvojtinfou!xbt!up!xfbs!tipsut!up!tdippm-!sbjo!

hail or shine, I should never have abandoned my post, my shame, my 

humiliation. 

No.  

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

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

I ran away.  

I packed a lunch, and I ran. 

I was eight years old.  
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Ju!xbtoǃu!nz!gjstu!ftdbqf!buufnqu<!Jǃe!cfhhfe!ufbdifst!boe!ofjhicpst!up!sftdvf!

me, but they just thought I was weird, and Gray and his wife Carol would explain 

that I was just troubled and lovely and confused, before punishing and ridiculing 

me behind closed doors. 

Ju!xpvmeoǃu!cf!nz!mbtu!ftdbqf!buufnqu/!Jǃe!svo!bxbz!bhbjo-!boe!bhbjo/!Gbuf-!ps!

the police, or hunger, or fear of the big scary world would bring me back, bring 

me back, bring me back.  

Realising there was no mum, no dad to run away to ƿ always brought me, 

despairingly, back. 

Gray had this saying:  

 

ǆNfwfs!mfu!uif!tvo!hp!epxo!po!bo!bshvnfouǇ/! 

 

Nice in theory, and it made him feel good. What it really meant was that after 

cfjoh!upme!pgg!ps!sjejdvmfe!ps!qvojtife!gps!xibufwfs!ju!xbt!Jǃe!epof-!ifǃe!dpnf!

joup!nz!sppn!bgufs!Jǃe!hpof!up!cfe/!Ifǃe!xsftumf!uif!eph!bxbz!xjui!b!

broomstick, and laugh about xibu!b!dpxbse!J!xbt!xjui!ju/!Ifǃe!tju!po!uif!cfe-!

remind me how right he was about everything, how wrong I 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, I despised him sitting there, 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.  

I learned when to expect these visits; they were predictable, Gray was 

predictable. Power is predictable. Po!uif!fwfojoht!J!fyqfdufe!pof!pg!ijt!ǆepoǃu!

let the sun go down on an argumentǇ!wjtjut-!Jǃe!esbh!b!dibjs!up!uif!dfousf!pg!uif!

room, and unscrew the light bulb, ever so gently. Gray would think the light bulb 

had blown, and deliver his self-congratulation 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, I could relax my 
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face and let the disgust just crawl across my face, like marching angry 

righteous soldiers. 

I had the feeling Carol would defend me from him sometimes. She did, she 

could be strong and formidable during shifts in their power dynamic, and she 

could stand up to him tpnfujnft/!Zpv!tff<!if!ejeoǃu!lopx!he was a predator. 

He thought he was all benevolence, he felt entitled 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 day. She knew, and 

tif!eje!opuijoh/!J!epoǃu!xbou!up!cmbnf!ifs/!Bmuipvhi!tif!xpstijqqfe!ijn-!

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. I 

epoǃu!lopx!xibu!xfou!on between them. The consequence of her grooming 

process, was to be quiet, not disruptive, run the household without drama. The 

consequence of her grooming that I felt the most, was her absolute inability to 

love the troublesome six-year-old. She never touched 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 I might have shown. Worshipping and adoring 

Gray in this grooming game, meant adopting his perception of me, or suffer the 

consequences. 

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

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

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

behaviours. 

I walked tusbohfmz<!J!xpvmeoǃu!txjoh!nz!bsnt/!Juǃt!mjlf!J!gpshpu/!Gray would 

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). I had to be taught this, over and over, to the angry frustration of 

Gray xip!ejeoǃu!voefstuboe!xibu!xbt!xspoh!xjui!nf/ 
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I 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!dpvmeoǃu!esftt!nztfmg/!J!dpvmeoǃu!voefstuboe!uif!ejggfsfodf!cfuxffo!tipsut!boe!

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

boe!bhbjo-!cvu!J!dpvmeoǃu!hfu!ju/!Ju!ejeoǃu!nbuufs/!Ju!tffnfe!sjejdulous. How does a 

qfstpo!efdjef!xibu!up!xfbs!gspn!pofǃt!xbsespcf-!pof!ebz!up!uif!ofyu@!Xibu!b!

sjejdvmpvt!efdjtjpo-!up!ibwf!up!nblf!fwfsz!tjohmf!ebz!xifo!J!ejeoǃu!dbsf/! 

About anything. 

I got sunburned, again and again. This new city I lived in with these strangers 

had different weather, and I got sunburned to the point of self-harm. My nose 

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

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

till it cfdbnf!bo!fyqptfe!tpsf!bhbjo-!uifo!Jǃe!qjdl!tpnf!npsf/!For a year or 

more. No amount of punishments or repetitive smacks on my bottom could 

stop this strange habit.  

I noticed I just mentioned being smacked on the bottom. Often through gritted 

angry teeth, pgufo!xijmf!cfjoh!upme!uibu!ju!xbt!uif!pomz!xbz!Jǃe!mfbso-!pgufo!xijmf!

being angrily asked (rhetorically, I 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!cfmu/!Jǃe!lopxo!b!ejgferent kind of violence with my mum and 

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

violence, this was new, and it always happened because I was such an odd, 

tantrum-having, attention-seeking, strange boy that did strange things that were 

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

I wbt!mjwjoh!xjui!bohsz!tusbohfst!xip!ejeoǃu!mjlf!nf/!Uifz!nbz!ibwf!mpwfe!nf in 

uifpsz-!Jǃe!ifbse!uifn!ufmm!nz!schoolteachers they loved me. They were good 

people probably, they did not see the grooming and control as I did. They 

actually believed they were good people, adopting this orphan relative. I know I 

xbt!boopzjoh-!xfjse-!qsjdlmz!boe!tqpjmu/!J!xpvmeoǃu!mfu!uifn!upvdi!nf-!vomftt!
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they forced it, like with the spankings. But liking me? I made that hard. And I 

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.  

I had had purpose, before this.  

Before this, every day was urgent, it made sense, it had important agendas and 

I knew my role in it. Comfort my mother, make the decisions for us, whether to 

go to school, stay home. Comfort my mother at night, BE together. 

Everything in the world was important, urgent, intimate, and had purpose. I 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 in the morning, exist in this silliness, these stupid routines, 

answering to the name of David. Everyone treating me like a child, but I 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. 

I 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, I knew 

everything. I saw past disgusting attempts to be kind to me, to make me feel 

included, loved. I saw past that, I was no fool. I felt that way at five, and at seven 

and at thirteen.  

I did not abandon my parents' memory, I never forgot whose child I was, where 

I belonged. My true eco-system. I never succumbed, I stayed angry and loyal, I 

remained cognitive of the truth, that I was a fish out of water, away from my 

home, and this new family were out of their depth with me. 

J!xbt!ofwfs!ivhhfe/!Uifz!ivhhfe!uifjs!pxo!dijmesfo/!Btl!uifn!xiz-!uifzǃmm!ufmm!

zpv!uibu!J!ejeoǃu!bmmpx!ju-!uibu!J!nbef!ju!ibse/!Uifzǃe!tbz!uibu!uiptf!npnfout-!

those hugging moments when hugging seems natural ƿ never arose with me. 

So they stopped.  



 

 49 

I loved Star Wars. Gosh I loved it. That fanaticism defined me for a long while 

(lives in me still). J!xbtoǃu!bmmpxfe!up!tff!uif!npwjf-!cfdbvtf!b!schoolteacher 

had apparently suggested that I was leaning too heavily into fantasy, and it was 

unhealthy for me to see fantastic movies. Plus showing such a streak of 

qbttjpo!boe!joufsftu!jo!tpnfuijoh-!ljoe!pg!ejtuvscfe!fwfszpof/!Jǃe!cfdpnf!uif!

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 I see the film, my 

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

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

pictures and competitions on the boxes. I kept them I hid them. I 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 

uvsofe!up!uif!Ebsl!Tjef!pg!uif!Gpsdf<!ifǃe!cffo!tfevdfe!cz!usbvnb!boe!qbjo-!

ifǃe!bdufe!fwjmmz-!cvu!xbt!hppe!seally. Just troubled, tortured.  

Like my father. 

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

seduced by pain and trauma, seduced to the Dark Side. I 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, the betrayer, the destroyer 

pg!mjwft/!Cvu!Jǃe!dmjoh!lopxjohmz!up!ijt!hppeoftt/!J!lofx!if!xbt!sfeffnbcmf-!boe!

Jǃe!ofwfs!bcboepo!uibu!eftqjuf!uif!dsvfm!vogpshjwjoh!tuvqje!xpsme!bspvoe!nf/ 

I heard a story of a man who wrestled a grizzly bear and killed it. I knew of 

another man who killed a lion, and another story of a man who killed a shark 

xjui!ijt!cbsf!iboet/!Jǃe!ibwf!op!qspcmfn!epjoh!uiftf!uijoht-!J!bn!gfbsmftt!uibu!

way. But I did something greater. I 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, I would forgive my father. And it would be 

op!hsfbu!gfbu/!Jǃe!ep!ju!fbtjmz-!boe!tmffq!hppe!bu!ojhiu/!Mjlf!Mvlf!Tlzxbmlfs!

would. The world wbt!vqtjef!epxo!qfsibqt-!cvu!nf-!gspn!uif!bhf!pg!7<!J!xbtoǃu!
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upside down, I knew what was right. And I may struggle to comprehend human 

emotions, but I do know right from wrong, and I do know kindness as a guiding 

ethic; I know when a man does not belong in hell (even if I believed in that 

nonsense), and I recognise any religion, cult leader, groomer priest or assumed 

parent who tries to convince me otherwise. I see you coming. 

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

understood me. 

Ebsui!Wbefsǃt son, the young and fair Luke Skywalker, adopted by an uncle and 

aunt, but dreaming of escape, dreaming of heroics, dreaming of happiness 

elsewhere in the galaxy. Far far away. Becoming a Jedi superhero that helped 

others. 

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

I wanted to be Luke Skywalker. 

Cvu!J!xbtoǃu!b!lje<!J!lofx!uif!ejggfsfodf!cfuxffo!gboubtz!boe!sfbmjuz/!Tp!J!

dreamt of being an actor, that could play people like Luke Skywalker. I dreamt 

of being a movie maker. A storyteller. 

At age 10, I wrote a book. It was a sequel to Star Wars (way before The Empire 

Strikes Back came out). 

I dedicated every free moment to it, every ounce of passion that remained in 

me from my life with my mum. I did it in secret of course. They might make me 

stop writing it. 

And then. One of his daughters caught 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. She had never seen me to 

attached to something, so secretly protective, so passionate about something, 

and so ashamed to have been discovered with my manuscript. 

Qmvt!tif!xbt!mpzbm!boe!hsppnfe!up!xjo!ifs!ebeǃt!gbwpvs/!Uijt!ejtdpwfsz-!uijt!

new behaviour held cache.  

It became a thing. 

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

It became a bigger thing, so I 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 I found it repulsive 

boe!jousvtjwf/!Mjlf!tdjfoujtut!qspeejoh!b!gsph!uibuǃt!bdujoh!pee/ 

It became a huge thing, that occupied everything for six or eight weeks. 

Discussions about why I would hide it, why I 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 silent treatment, but that was just heaven for me, and then 

punishments. But I was stoic, I had a stubbornness that was like a well-trained 

muscle, a honed skill that I 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 ƿ 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; I 

think we all believed at one point, that life and death hung upon the revelation of 

this manuscript. 

This Star Wars sequel written by a ten-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 my delaying tactics had been promising to reveal it, 

but woops, I kept forgetting, or I kept losing it. One of my excuses was that it 

was in my locker at school, and that I kept forgetting to bring it home. That 

worked for a week maybe. But I was escorted to school by Gray one 

complicated and moody morning to retrieve it from my locker, under his 

tvqfswjtjpo/!Ifǃe!pcwjpvtmz!ibe!up!sftdifevmf!ijt!ebz-!bnd this very large 
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gbnjmzǃt!npsojoh!spvujof!pg!csfblgbtu!boe!esjwft!up!tdippmt-!xbt!vqtfu!gps!uijt!

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. 

I had lost.  

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

tjmfoumz-!bohsjmz-!ovnc!jo!nz!tvckvhbujpo/!Jǃe!mptu, I had no control over my 

privacy, my secrets. He sat in the esjwfsǃt seat, and 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;  

 

ǆWibu!epft!bouispqpnpsqijd!nfbo@Ǉ! 

 

J!lofx!if!epvcufe!J!lofx!xibu!ju!nfbou<!ju!xbt!b!dibmmfohf/!If!uipvhiu!Jǃe!vtfe!

b!xpse!uibu!Jǃe!tupmfo!ps!qmbhjbsjtfe!xjuipvu!mfbsojoh!uif!nfbojoh/! 

Cfdbvtf!nz!cppl!xbt!hppe/!If!xbt!tvsqsjtfe-!boe!epvcufe!Jǃe!xsjuufo!ju!

myself. But I knew my Star Wars universe, and I knew the story I was telling. 

And I knew that C3P0 was an anthropomorphic droid, and I knew what it 

nfbou/!J!xbtoǃu!b!dijme/ 

Without looking at him, I responded:  

 

ǆJu!nfbot!ibwjoh!b!gpsn!uibu!sftfncmft!b!ivnbo/Ǉ 

 

If!ibeoǃu!fyqfdufe!uibu/!B!tnbll victory for me in this awful shaming exercise I 

was enduring. 

That was all. 
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If!ibeoǃu!gpvoe!uif!tfdsfut!up!nz!joofs!njoe!ps!ifbsu-!bt!ifǃe!fyqfdufe/!If!

ejeoǃu!lopx!nf!boz!cfuufs-!if!ibe!op!fyqmbobujpo!bt!up!xiz!J!resisted his 

attempts to make me worship and defend him as everyone else did. My 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 the grooming game. 

Tp!ju!xbt!ljoe!pg!mjlf!b!wjdupsz!gps!nf!bgufs!bmm/!Uipvhi!ju!ejeoǃu!gffm!ju/ 

There were some words uttered at dinner that night with the audience of the 

gvmm!gbnjmz!xip!ibe!cffo!tp!jnnfstfe!jo!uijt!cppl!esbnb!boe!xpvmeoǃu!ibwf!

tolerated a non-outcome. So Gray said some words, believing himself to be a 

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

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

had a hobby, and that perhaps they could find me a book club or library card or 

tpnfuijoh/!Jǃn!opu!tvsf!jg!uiftf!xfsf!cfhsvehjoh-!ps!cpso!pg!ejtbqqpjounfou!ƿ 

but this moment  was awful for us both. J!dpvmeoǃu!votdsfx!uif!mjhiu!cvmc!jo!uibu!

moment.   

If the subject of a library card or book club were to arise, J!lofx!Jǃe!ibwf!op!qbsu!

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 forgiven. 

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. 

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

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

usff/!Jǃe!usjfe!up!ep!ju!xjuipvu!esbxjoh!buufoujpo-!cvu!ten-year pmeǃt who light fires 

tend to underestimate the drama that fires can create.  

(Or do they?) 

Maybe I wanted this to be a drama. 
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It became a thing. I 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 non-whispers from the 

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

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

jowbefe!wjpmfoumz-!usjfe!up!lopx!nf-!boe!gbjmfe/!Jǃe!xon after all. This victory had 

a movie soundtrack all its own, and it was victorious. 

I lived for the small victories. They were never, in fact, victories at all; because I 

xbt!b!dijme-!boe!uif!bevmu!ibe!csvu!qpxfs-!bctpmvuf!bvuipsjuz-!boe!ifǃe!ibe!uibu!

authority so long, so comfortably, with so much entitlement to that power, that 

nz!wjdupsjft!xfsf!pomz!bttvnfe-!csjfg!bu!cftu/!Ifǃe!cffo!uif!vodibmmfohfe!ljoh!

predator in this environment for so long, small abuses of that power became 

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

bmm-!xfsf!cfjoht!if!ibe!pxofstijq!pwfs/!Ifǃe!dsfbufe!bn eco-system where all 

other family members, even neighbors had been groomed into this 

understanding. 

But I would fight. 

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

ultimately, I was beaten down. 

But I learned. 

As my pre-pubescent brain developed and molded itself through these battles, I 

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

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

cognitive brain developed skills of hypervigilance, 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 

mjwfe!voefs!bo!fwfo!hsfbufs!qsfebups-!xpvme!cfdpnf!nz!opsn/!Jǃe!jnqsjou!vqpo!

these survival sljmmt/!Uifzǃe!tfswf!nf!bt!dphojujwf!dfsubjoujft!boe!ibcjut!mjlf!bo!
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autopilot gps!uif!sftu!pg!nz!mjgf/!!Uifzǃe!cf!tp!tfdpoe!obuvsf-!Jǃe!ofwfs!lopx!jg!J!

was victim in a battle, or if I 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 

xip!ejeoǃu!mjlf!nf-!ps!bu!mfbtu!xfsfoǃu!bmmpxfe!up-!cfdbvtf!uibuǃt!uif!xbz!Hsby 

would have it.  

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

home from the Melbourne Central police station by morning.  

With full drama. 

Another small victory. 

And life went on. 

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

He explained up!nf!xibu!J!eje!opu!offe!fyqmbjojoh-!cvu!uibuǃt!ipx!qbsfout!bsf!

xjui!tnbmm!dijmesfo-!boe!J!dboǃu!cmbnf!ijn!gps!bttvnjoh!J!xbt!b!tnbmm!dijme!bt!

xfmm/!If!fyqmbjofe!uibu!xf!ejeoǃu!mjlf!fbdi!puifs-!uibu!xfǃe!ofwfs!hpuufo!bmpoh-!

and we just were simply stuck with each other until I was eighteen. 

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

becoming aware of it. 

Jǃn!opu!tvsf!xibu!if!xbt!ufmmjoh!nf-!ps!uszjoh!up!fyqmbjo/!Qfsibqt!if!xbt!

explaining something to himself. 

He suggested a pact, that we just get along and tolerate each other till I was 

eighteen and I could leave. 

J!xbtoǃu!sfbmmz!b!ǆqbduǇ!uzqf!pg!qfstpo/!Uibu!jowpmwfe!tpnf!ljoe!pg!bhsffnfou!

boe!joujnbdz!uibu!if!xbtoǃu!mjlfmz!up!cf!hfuujoh!gspn!nf/ 

Anyway, ǂmy agreementǃ 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 for ƿ well for a while. 

J!xplf!vq!xjui!b!cmbdl!fzf!pof!ebz/!J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!xibu!ibe!ibqqfned the 

ojhiu!cfgpsf-!boe!uijt!dfsubjomz!xbtoǃu!nz!gjstu!csvjtf, mostly they were on my 
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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 I had from Gray in the following weeks was 

unbearable. Gps!xfflt-!if!ejeoǃu!iju-!gps!xfflt-!if!ejeoǃu!dbmm!nf!ǆvtfmfttǇ-!

ǆbuufoujpo-tfflfsǇ- ǆop-ipqfsǇ or the other things about me that made him so 

angry. It was awful. We went on a walk together, xifsf!ifǃe!btl!nf!xibu!J!

thought of that plant, or how school was or if I ever thought of his sister, my 

mum. It was awful. 

And it passed, thankfully. 

War was much more comfortable than this guilt-grooming. 

We returned to normal. 

He beat me less. Mostly his disgust manifested as:  

 

ǆHfu!pvu!pg!nz!tjhiuǇ! 
 

and:  
 

ǆHp-!J!dboǃu!tuboe!uif!tjhiu!pg!zpvǇ/! 

 

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

adolescences.  

Some adulthoods too. 

I hid in my room as much as I could. I imagined killing the whole family. Killing 

myself. I 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!nbtuvscbufe!b!mpu/!J!sfbmmz!ejeoǃu!lopx!xibu!tvjdjef!xbt-!eftqjuf!

my very intimate relationship with it, despite my nihilism. But I knew discomfort 

in my own skin, I knew what it was like to be useless and an attention-seeker, 

and I 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/!Jǃe!tubz!uifsf!xjui!nz!iboe!po!uif!iboemf!gps!ipvst/!
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Probably not hours actually, but it seemed like hours. Terrified, frozen. Always 

late for school, always disrupting the family morning routine. 

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

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

escape, in my head at least. 

One day, Grayǃt!xjgf-!Darol, sat me down. 

She explained that Gray was no longer going to parent me, he was leaving it all 

vq!up!ifs/!Ifǃe!ibe!fopvhi!boe!if!xbt!upp!ejtbqqpjoufe!cz!uif!gbdu!uibu!J!xbt!

voibqqz!eftqjuf!bmm!uif!buufnqut!ifǃe!nbef!uo create a loving home for me. I 

xbt!vohsbufgvm-!if!ejeoǃu!voefstuboe!ju-!boe!if!xbt!bcejdbujoh!sftqpotjcjmjuz!gps!

me. 

Essentially, his usual grooming tactics that successfully had everyone else 

xpstijqqjoh-!efgfoejoh-!bepsjoh!boe!pcfzjoh!ijn!ejeoǃu!xpsl!pn me. For years. 

Ifǃe!vqqfe!ijt!hbnf-!ifǃe!gpvhiu!boe!nbojqvmbufe!mjlf!b!qsfebups-!- even his 

brute force tool had been employed ƿ and none of it worked on me. I knew 

what he was, I recognisfe!qsfebupst!fwfo!cfgpsf!J!lofx!xibu!uifz!xfsf/!Jǃe!

witnessed my dad use the same tactics. 

He abdicated-!Jǃe!xpo/!)Vomftt!uijt!xbt!kvtu!b!ofx!ubdujd/* 

Carol would be disciplining me from then on. 

Carol ejeoǃu!iju!nf-!tp!uibu!xbt!dppm/!Joujnbdz-!ljoe!xpset!boe!ivhhjoh!xfsf!

bctpmvufmz!opu!ifs!gpsuf-!cvu!tif!ejeoǃu!iju!fjuier. Tif!xbtoǃu!joufoujpobmmz!dsvfm!

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. She did hate how her friends and 

neighbours and schoolteachers all liked me so much though. Gosh. She hated 

how they all thought I was some troubled vulnerable orphan angel, she told me 

so often.  

I mean; she knew what I was really like. 

Boe!tif!xbtoǃu!xspoh/ 

Life went on.  
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(Like a ginger Midwich Cuckoo child loitering at the back of some family gathering. 

Boe!Jǃn!tnjmjoh!jo!uif!tfdpoe/!Sbsf!gps!nf!up!cf!jo!qipuphsbqit!uibu!qfsjpe!pg!nz!mjgf/* 

 

My child narcissist hated these pseudo incompetent ǂqbsfoutǃ!tffuijohmz/ 

Later in life, after grueling uifsbqz-!Jǃe!offe!up!voefstuboe!uifn!uipvhi/ 

Jǃe!SFBMMZ!offe!up!voefstuboe!uifn!cfdbvtf!J!offefe!up!tfmg-realise my own 

personality disorder, become self-aware, claim my narcissism. Self-awareness 

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

But I got mine, and I needed to understand it, understand its formative 

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

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

many people. 

VoefstuboeǍ!boe!gpshjwf!nbzcf@ 

Grr. In my next life maybe. 

But I 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 

 

 

ray 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 toxic 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 assumed and 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 a lot 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 this escalation of 

power; they hand over even more power as the grooming dynamic snowballs, 

micro-aggression after micro-aggression. The groomer becomes more 

accustomed and entitled to the new dynamic, always protecting and 

G 
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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 ever-repeating 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 loyalty: defending him 

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

Fearing the inevitable period of the cycle when they are out of favour and the 

hsppnfsǃt!mpwf!boe!bqqspwbm!jt!xjuiesbxo/ 

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-!opu!xpstijqqjoh/!Up!uif!hsppnfs-!juǃt!b!upyjd!uipso!uibu!

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!uijt!uzqf-!epoǃu!fwfo!lopx!uifz!bsf!epjoh!ju/ 

These predators were everywhere in the 1970s, in fact throughout history. 

Xfǃve 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/!Xifuifs!juǃt!Gpy!Ofxt-!Sphfs!Jmft-!Ibswfz!

Weinstein or your dad; wheuifs!juǃt!S!Lfmmz!ps!Njdibfm!Kbdltpo-!ps!Ellen 

DeGeneres or zpvs!cptt!xipǃt!cffo!jo!bvuipsjuz!boe!vodibmmfohfe!gps!upp!mpoh/  

Ju!dpvme!cf!zpvs!nvn!upp-!juǃt!opu!bmxbzt!nfo-!cz!boz!nfbot/!Uif!svc-!gps!nf-!jt!

that I must forgive even Gray for this awful manipulation, this awful abuse of 

qpxfs/!If!ejeoǃu!lopx!if!xbt!epjoh!ju/!If!xbt!dpqjoh-!uiftf!xfsf!opsnbm!

dpqjoh!cfibwjpvst!gps!ijn/!Ifǃe!ipofe!tpnf!tvswjwbm!tljmmt!ijntfmg!hspxjoh!vq/!

Ifǃe!vshfoumz!offefe!up!gffm!jo!dibshf-!boe!qpxfsgvm!bt!b!cpz-!boe!uispvhi!his 

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, my uncle Gray-!ifǃe!efoz!uijt/!J!uijol/!Ifǃe!ibwf!op!jefb!

that he was anything other than kind and loving. And worse; his darling family, 

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 benevolent patriarch. He believed himself to 

be good. 

And so, without malicious intent to hurt me, I must forgive. I think. 

Cvu!Jǃn!opu!sfbez/ 

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

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

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

skills myself. It would be many years before I recognised that I had become 

similar to him. Many years before I recognised the predator in me, took 

responsibility for it, and reigned it in. 

J!gffm!J!tipvme!gpshjwf-!cvu!J!dboǃu/!Uif!mfhbdz!pg!ijn-!jotjef!pg!nf-!nz!cfibwjpvs<!

it hurts. The beatings and spankings hurt sure, but they are 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.  

ǆSpare the rod, spoil the childǇ!xbt!b!dpnnpo!kvtujgjdbujpo!gps!wjpmfodf!upxbse!

children, and it was endorsed by child-raising cpplt!boe!qtzdipmphjtut/!J!epoǃu!
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think it was meant to be said through angry gritted teeth by the adult inflicting 

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

Boe!juǃt!ibse/ 

After all, I was impossible. I refused love, I refused affection. I treated these kind 

people doing their duty, taking in an orphaned relative, as intruding strangers, 

jotvmujoh!nz!npuifsǃt!nfnpsz!xjui!fwfsz!buufnqu!bu!qbsfouippe/ 

I was impossible; truly, hell hath no fury like my own brand of terror that I 

vomfbtife!po!uijt!voxjuujoh!tvcvscbo!gbnjmz!pg!joopdfout/!Jǃe!tvggfsfe!boe!

endured some hardship before the age of six, before this new, innocent family 

boe!Jǃe!lopxo!a better kind of parenthood (murder and matricide 

notwithstanding)-!Jǃe!lopxo!uif!cftu!ljoe!pg!mpwf-!Jǃe!xjuofttfe!ju-!Jǃe!gfmu!ju<!Jǃe!

lopxo!qbttjpo-!boe!Jǃe!lopxo!esbnb/!Jǃe!lopxo!dpqjoh!boe!tvswjwbm/!Jǃe!lopxo!

fear and adoration and violence, in my own perfect worme!pg!cmjtt-!boe!Jǃe!mfbsou!

skills.  

Jǃe!ibe!nz!cmjtt!upso!gspn!nf-!boe!J!ibe!tljmmt<!tljmmt!uibu!Jǃe!fnqmpz!up!eftuspz!

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 for the fury that I brought them. It was 

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

impossible. 

Jg!Jǃe!ibwf!kvtu!qmbzfe!Hsbyǃt!hsppnjoh!hbnf-!fwfszuijoh!xpvme!ibwf!cffo!gjof/! 

But I was impossible 

Boe!Jǃn!qspve!uibu!J!xbt/ 

Jǃn!tpssz!J!eje!uibu!up!uifn-!cvu!Jǃn!qspve!uibu!J!efgfoefe!nz!xpsme!uibu!

ferociously. I defended my mother, my father, I defended the injustice of me 

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

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

I brought them, for decades. 
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Jǃn!qspve!uibu!J!sftjtufe!ijt!hsppnjoh/ 

Up!uijt!ebz-!Jǃn!qspve!uibu!J!eje!uibu/!J!sfnbjofe!usvf-!uispvhipvu-!up!nz!nvn!

and dad, to that bliss. 

They tried hard, to do it right, these strangers I 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 I carried every 

minute. But for them... who knows? They never hugged me; was that because I 

xpvmeoǃu!mfu!uifn@!Ep!zpv!gpsdf!b!ivh!vqpo!b!dijme!uibu!tdsfbnt!boe!xsftumft!

when you do so?  

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

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

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

that ebujoh!boe!fohbhfnfou/!Mfbsojoh!uibuǍ!tif!xbt!opu!jo!gbdu!ijt!qspqfsuz-!

his thing to control. I 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!xbtoǃu!hpjoh!up!iboh!bspvoe!boe!gjoe!pvu/ 

Because it was time to move on, and time to leave this family, to leave this city. 

J!xpvmeoǃu!sfuvso!gps!efdbeft/!Boe!the decades ahead would be populated by 

drama, self-destruction, self-loathing, the search for hugs that I 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 15 my existence within the house and family became unmanageable for 

everyone in the house, and that was my fault, so it was decided I was to be sent 

away, to boarding school. 

For my own good. 

 

Thank God.  
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Chapter 4 

Freedom 

 

 

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

young, and Jǃe!bmxbzt!lopxo!that all the adults around me were ridiculous. But 

in these following years, my body caught up. Boarding school was okay; I was 

among peers and I was among kind people, who saw and nurtured my skills 

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

dpodfsofe!nz!gbnjmz!tp<!bt!jg!uifzǃe!tfen it all before. Requests to behave 

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 I experienced there was a loss 

pg!ǂdsfejutǃ-!nfbojoh!uif!mptt!pg!mvyvsjft like TV time, which could be earned 

back by doing good deeds, earning more credits. Jǃn!wfsz!bxbsf!uibu!nptu!

qfpqmfǃt!fyqfsjfodft!pg!dbuipmjd!cpbsejoh!tdippmt!bsf!opu!bt!qmfbtbou!bt!njof<!

Jǃn!bxbsf!uhat violence and sexual abuse, for my generation at least and 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 good, humane education, 

community, brotherhood, kindness, nurture. It was run by the De La Salle 

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

npsojoh/!J!ejeoǃu!hp!gps!uif!dsfejut<!(and I was not buying into the religion). I 

A 
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went because I hated showering communally with the other boys. I 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 I had my hatred of my 

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

(St Cfefǃt college, boarding school. Literally, on the Aussie beach.) 

 

 

They never saw me naked. I 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 I never felt unprotected. Plus I could be 

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

dad died, was like being thrown to the xpmwft-!boe!Jǃe!cfdpnf!b!hppe!xpmg!

fighter. I 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. Jg!Jǃe!ibe!boz!bxbsfoftt-!J!tipvme!ibwf!ceen frightened 

of the monster I was becoming. I 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. I had kids suspended, expelled, punished, shamed and ridiculed, just 
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because ƿ 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. Revenge and winning is the closest thing to 

feeling happiness or joy.  

Jg!Jǃe!ibe!boz!bxbsfoftt-!J!tipvme!ibwf!cffo!xpssjfe/!Symptoms like this at age 

26/!Cvu!J!xbt!dpqjoh-!uif!xpsme!xbt!ebohfspvt-!J!xbt!jo!qvcfsuz-!Tjttz!Tqbdflǃt!

Carrie had nothing on me. I had zero empathy, spidey-sense groomy skills and 

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

And I was only just beginning. 

There were weekends when all boarders had the option to go home to their 

families. I always chose not to go home to the family, and no one ever argued 

with that. But I told the school that I did go home. I would spend the weekends 

in the city of Melbourne, sneaking into cinemas via the emergency exits.  

I loved cinema; I loved drama, and adventure and glory, and heroism. I loved 

escapism. I 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 I was 

helping Elliot to rescue ET from the evil government scientists. I completely 

forgot what city I was in, what Monday meant, what family meant, entirely, 

when I was heady in the shimmer of the silver screen. Raiders of the Lost Arc, 

Splash, Romancing the Stone, Flashdance, Dirty Dancing, Greystoke, the 

Legend of Tarzan, Poltergeist, The Man gspn!Topxz!Sjwfs-!Tpqijfǃt!Dipjdf-!

Tootsie. 

The Empire Strikes Back. 

The Hunger, The Man with Two Brains, Risky Business, Silkwood, Staying Alive, 

VideoDrome, War Games, Crimes of Passion, Dune, Firestarter, Ghostbusters, 

Gremlins, The Hotel New Hampshire, Pretty in Pink, The Breakfast Club, St 

Fmnpǃt!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, I could get inklings of emotion, and it was glorious. In the real 

world, and with real people, the closest I could get to an emotion was the rush 

of victory when winning a battle, when out-witting an enemy, when a 

manipulation resulted in a power gain for me; these things were the closest I 

could ever get to emotions in the real world; then, and to this day. Extreme 

things felt like emotion; like violence or drug-highs or cruel demonstrations of 

power; these things I felt. So I pursued them. I felt no love or loss, or connection 

or bond or protective feelings. They got stunted and shut down. But I could get 

a glimmer of them in the cinema, music sometimes, as long as I 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. 

Jǃe!tff!gjmn!bgufs!gjmn-!boe!xboefs!uif!tusffut!pg!Nfmcpvsof!bmpof-!mptu!bnpoh!

anonymous crowds, it was a bit like bliss. I slept in the fire escapes of the 

cinemas when I could, or an alleyway; Melbourne jt!gvmm!pg!bmmfzxbzt/!Ps!Jǃe!

befriend a homeless kid and just walk around. It was the 1980s, and Melbourne 

was receiving an influx of new residents from Asia. Some of this manifested in 

some Asian gang culture, with drug dealers, homelessness and a thriving 

runaway culture in the streets of central Melbourne. I loved them. They were my 

companions on these runaway weekends, and while I was in the cinemas most 

days and evenings, the night times were spent befriending someone my own 

age, running around the streets, 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 friends. These 

friendships just lasted a night, because of the transience of our encounters, but 
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uifz!xfsf!uif!pomz!gsjfoet!Jǃe!fwfs!ibe-!boe!J!gfmu!bt!jg!xf!xfsf!ljo-!alike, familiar, 

joujnbuf/!Tuvgg!J!ibeoǃu!gfmu!tjodfǍ 

You know when. 

I talked a lot with these kin about my plans for fortune and glory in Hollywood, 

when I would be an actor in a Star Wars film, or a producer of fantastic films. 

Pof!pg!uifn!hbwf!nf!b!tdsbq!pg!qbqfs!xjui!tpnf!ejtubou!sfmbujwftǃ!dpoubdu!

details on, relatives that lived in Los Angeles. Kin I could look up when I got 

there, as I 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 amongst the Asian 

gangs I shared the city streets with, or acknowledged as something that could 

be resourced, or groomed. But there was also my charisma and likeability. 

When I said my future included fortune and glory in faraway lands, they had 

faith in me. They knew it would happen for me. I think they felt their own destiny 

was on the same streets, fending for their families; an unliked Asian race in a 

white racist country that had been stolen from indigenous black people. I was 

too young to understand all this then. But they believed in me, and wanted all 

my dreams to come true. I hung on to that scrap of paper, knowing, knowing, I 

would be in a city, be in a moment one day, when I would use it. 

 

Life went on. 

I dreamed furiously and fantastically of a happy future, but I did not know what 

that was. I drifted through the years, passive, uninterested, coping day to day. If 

Jǃe!dbsfe!fopvhi-!J!njhiu!ibwf!dpotjefsfe!tvjdjef-!cvu!uijt!xbt!kvtu!mjgf-!uijt!xbt!

numb, this was trauma, and it just went on day to day, year to year. 

I left school, I completed without failing, despite my apathy, despite having no 

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 I rented from 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 it to prove my heterosexuality to my peers. It was 

traumatizing for both of us. My fault. She was a stranger in my bed, dare I say 

enemy because the intimacy expected of me was so dangerous. I did not do 

this kind of connecting well. No empathy remember. I was cruel in my apathy, I 

was cruel in my fear, I was cruel in my internalized homophobia and denial. And 

I was cruel as I rejected her coldly from my bed and life the next day. I hope she 

forgives me; my cruelty must have been inexplicable to her, as my indifference 

was to me. 

 

Uifsf!xbt!b!dpnjoh!pvu!fyqfsjfodf/!Jǃe!ibe!b!tfdsfu!nbtuvscbujpo!gboubtz!pg!gju!

men in modeling catalogues, but I 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 the woman 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 a potential enemy to me as most humans were. Differently awful. 

This time I was the recipient of the cruelty, ridicule, rejection. 

 

And the time had come to leave this city. 

 

J!xbt!fnquz!tujmm-!boe!J!dpvmeoǃu!gjmm!uif!fnpujpomftt!ipmft!xjui!bozuijoh/!Opu!tfy-!

opu!gsjfoetijq-!opu!xpsl/!Dpnjoh!Pvu!ejeoǃu!ifbm!bozuijoh-!nz!fnqujoftt!boe!

apathy were stagnant sores, and the closest I 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 ǂfriendsǃ I ever made. 

Ijt!obnf!xbt!Bebn-!ifǃe!cf!nz!dpottant companion for the next few years. I 

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. 

 

I bought that. 

(Was he grooming me?) 

Fortune and glory sounded very movie-adventure, fantastic, and far far away.  

And my developing narcissism knew it to be my destiny. 

It was time to leave this city.  

Mfuǃt!hp!up!Ipmmzxppe bitches.  



 

 71 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5 

Hollywood Land 

 

 

ollywood, Los Angeles. 

J!dboǃu!sfnfncfs!hfuujoh!uifsf-!cvu!gpsuvof!boe!hmpsz!xfsf!qspnjtfe-!boe!ju!

would have taken nothing less to motivate me from my apathy and nihilism. 

Jǃe!ofwfs!ibwf!epof!ju!bmpof<!J!ejeoǃu!ibwf!uif!jojujbujwf!ps!tflf-interest to organize 

ju/!J!xbt!usbwfmmjoh!xjui!b!gsjfoe-!b!ofx!gsjfoe!Jǃe!nbef!xifo!Jǃe!ǂDpnf!pvuǃ!bt!

gay three weeks earlier in Australia. Adam. We were inseparable; to onlookers 

we would have appeared to be best friends, as if I 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, I followed apathetically; a 

power imbalance that has defined exploitative relationships since the beginning 

of time. I liked his decision-making leadership, I relied on it, it made me feel 

safe, so I gave him my power. I was teased deliciously by the fortune and glory 

that glimmered in the future, that he assured me would happen. I had become a 

tall, movie-star handsome young man, a very fresh faced nineteen-year-old, 

despite my two decades of adulthood and cynicism and trauma. People said I 

belonged in an Australian Soap, I was so Home and Away handsome. People 

liked me immediately, adored me, trusted me. Every time. Every time, it was an 

absolute charm I 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 currency I used in place of 

H 
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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. I never had to do anything, I could just live with my apathy 

and nihilism; I just had to smile, and things would just happen, without any 

effort or passion or desire from me. 

I was dead inside. 

 

But I 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 roots, 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 I always looked very good that day. 

It was driving down Mulholland Drive in a rented Mustang convertible, passing 

the giant billboards featuring Arnold Schwarzenegger and Sylvester Stallone 

and Bruce Willis, the action and masculinity they represented exploding off the 

giant poster in flame and bullets. 

It was Angelica Huston and Annette Benning and John Cusack in ǆUhe GriftersǇ. 

Tom Hanks was huge on the billcpbset!jo!ǆCjhǇ<!cvu!cfgpsf!if!xbt!ǂIpmmzxppe!

Spzbmuzǃ!cjh/!ǆXip!Gsbnfe!Sphfs!SbccjuǇ!dfmfcsbufe!Ipmmzxppe!pg!pme!boe!Upn!

Cruise represented Hollywood of the future. Julia Roberts, Harrison Ford, Glenn 

Close, Eddie Murphy, Mel Gibson, Michael Douglas, Demi Moore. 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!bdupst!zpv!dboǃu!rvjuf!qmbdf!ipx!zpv!lopx!

at the drugstore. It was Spanish-inspired architecture and Melrose Place. Not 

the street.  

It was living in a bubble, where anything could haqqfo-!cvu!qspcbcmz!xpvmeoǃu/!Ju!

was doing robust denial about what life becomes xifo!uif!esfbn!epftoǃu!

happen. It means drinking too much, being a waiter or barman at 45, it means 

nbsszjoh!tpnfpof!sjdi!uibu!zpv!epoǃu!mjlf-!ps!hfuuing lost in a cult religion or 

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!qpso/!Uibuǃt!Ipmmzxppe/ 

Uibuǃt!uif!Ipmmzxppe!J!gpvoe!jo!2:99/!Boe!J!mpwfe!ju/!Fwfsz!cju!pg!ju/!I could 

disguise myself among the young handsome boys seeking Hollywood fame at 

the poolside parties of the hillside mansions, or I could hang with the rough and 

ready, who felt more like my kin. The rejects, the abandoned, the ones who 

ejeoǃu!gju!jo-!uif!poft!xip!xfsf!mfgu!up!gfoe!gps!uifntfmwft/!I was as comfortable 

with the Hollywood wealthy that hosted parties in the hillside mansions, as I 

was with the drug dealers at the parties in the hillside mansions. I 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. I remember being in a cheap hotel on the Sunset strip 

when Adam and I first landed, for just a few nights, then I remember Adam and 

I living with my new boyfriend in his apartment. Adam took the couch, and I 

(obviously) shared the bedroom with my new boyfriend. Even though we never 

ibe!tfy/!J!xbt!up!cf!pxofe-!qpttfttfe-!opu!mpwfe/!Ju!xbt!xfjse/!Jǃmm!fyqmbjo!mbufr. 

But it all happened fast, and I had some help in that from an old pal. 

I had a friend in Hollywood. Sort of. I had a piece of paper in my wallet, with the 

details of an Asian family sworn by blood to help me if I called them.  
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J!dbmmfe!ijn/!J!wjtjufe!b!qbsljoh!mpu!uibu!xbt!qbsu!pg!ijt!gbnjmzǃt!ofuxpsl!pg!

legitimate businesses, that was probably a cover for their network of 

illegitimate businesses. J!ejeoǃu!lopx!xibu!J!xboufe!gspn!ijn-!ops!eje!if: the 

very best kinds of relationship, positively pregnant with possibility. Two people 

born with a keen eye for survival, but with a distorted sense of survival. He was 

a dodgy looking hard-faced man who never looked at you in the face, even 

while talking to you. Always on the lookout 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 

pg!uif!2:91t/!Boe!ijn-!Btjbo!nbgjb/!Cvu!if!ejeoǃu!ejtdsjnjobuf/!Nz!hbzoftt!

ejeoǃt bother him at all, the way it would have any other heterosexual man in the 

1980s/!Jg!Jǃe!opu!cffo!hjwfo!ijt!ovncfs!cz!nz!nbuf!gspn!uif!Nfmcpvsof!djuz!

tusffut-!uifo!Jǃe!ibwf!cffo!tjnqmz!b!nbsl-!tpnfpof!up!qspwjef!bo!pqqpsuvojuz 

for him. My gayness irrelevant. But we were kin, because I 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 friends; we only met in person the once. But he was 

professional, and he had honor; he summed me up pretty quickly and figured 

out what I wanted, even though J!ibeoǃu!gjhvsfe!uibu!pvu!zfu/ 

I was lost, family-less in a big city, and looking for opportunity. Lazy opportunity, 

because J!ejeoǃu!nblf!uijoht!ibqqfo-!uijngs just happened to me. I had no 

ambition, no attention span to focus on a long-term goal, no dedication, drive, 

passion to see a long-term goal through to the end. I was nihilism, I was apathy, 

I was trauma. And I was seeking lazy opportunity. I was unknowingly seeking a 

groomer. 

Boe!ifǃe!tvnnfe!nf!vq/! 

He knew my type, and how to find opportunity in Hollywood in the 1980s. 

He was connected and willing to help his kin. 

If!lofx!xifsf!Jǃe!gju-!xifsf!Jǃe!uisjwf/!If!ibe!nf!tvnnfe!vq/ 
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And he connected me to gay porn industry. 

Jǃe!gpvoe!my Hollywood. 

 

(Me; Los Angeles California, 1988)  
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Chapter 6 

Fortune and Glory 

 

 

hink Beta cassette, think VHS. 

Think not-so-glossy magazines with almost-naked super-groomed and oiled 

gay men on the cover; for sale only in sex-shops. Wrapped in sealed plastic, 

designed to tease only, not giving it all away without a purchase. This was 

before the world would allow them on the top shelf of newsagents alongside 

the socially acceptable straight porn magazines.  

Think Sex Shops which only opened late afternoon, stayed open all night, 

bathed in neon. Staffed by some heavy-set 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 better places to cruise 

gps!tfy!bt!b!hbz!ps!dmptfufe!nbo!jo!Ipmmzxppe-!cvu!jg!zpv!xfsfoǃu!jo!uif!lopx-!

and you had a Yellow Pages or an eye for neon lights, this could be the place 

zpvǃe!xjoe!vq!po!b!ipsoz!mpofmz!ojhiu/ 

Not me though. 

Jǃe!ibe!tfy!uisff!ujnft!pomz when I arrived in Hollywood; once with a woman, 

twice, clumsily and unsatisfactorily with men. I did not understand sex, or 

T 
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intimacy of any kind except that closeness Jǃe!lopxo!xjui!nz!npuifs/!Tfy!

certainly made better sense to me as a currency of sorts, than anything else. It 

dfsubjomz!tffnfe!mjlf!b!wbmvbcmf!dvssfodz!bnpohtu!uif!hbz!xpsmet!Jǃe!

experienced. Sex seemed of huge importance, and it was glossy, groomed, 

accessorized, merchandised and very marketable. It was something gay men 

seemed to value very 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 internet had hit us, uijt!xbt!Kbdljf!Dpmmjotǃ!Ipmmzxppe/ I was aware 

of the value of sex<!uipvhi!J!ibeoǃu!nfu!nboz!qfpqmf!xip!gpvoe!b!mpu!pg!

pleasure in it. I met many who found pleasure in the pursuit of it, in the carrot 

on the end of the stick that represented great sex, bvu!J!ejeoǃu!nffu!nboz!xip!

enjoyed sexual relationships with men. 

Boe!Jǃe!ofwfs!fokpzfe!ju/!Ops!eje!J!jnbhjof!fokpzjoh!b!tfyvbm!sfmbujpotijq!xjui!

anyone. I was alone, I was an island, no one understood me or ever will.  

There I was, thrust into a world that seemed 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!tffnfe!hmbnpspvt/!Jǃwf!eftdsjcfe!uif!tfy!tipqt!xifsf!qpso!dbttfuuft!mjwfe-!

before we had Pornhub or the internet. 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 teased in 

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 commodity 

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!Jǃe!cffo!jouspevdfe!up!ijt!nbobhfs!(via probably a thousand degrees of 

separation) by my Hollywood contact in the parking lot, my blood-sworn kin. 

And I 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. 

I took that for granted.  

This was not the glamour I 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 I adored. He was great in public, but 

awful at real stuff, like really talking to someone. 

And I guess I 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 wasoǃu 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!qspcbcmz!bxlxbse!ǂxibu-to-do-ofyuǃ!npnfou!jo!uif!qpso!tubsǃt!dbsffs/!Zpv!

lopx!uibu!tubhf!sjhiu@!Xifo!zpvǃsf!uif!cjhhftu!qpso!tubs!jo!uif!xprld, when the 

xpsme!mjwft!po!WIT!dbttfuuft-!boe!zpvǃsf!tvsf!juǃt!dspttpwfs!ujnf!up!uif!ofyu!

step, but no one knew what the next step is, or how to achieve it. 

Bsuivs-!nz!ofx!cpzgsjfoe-!xbt!pof!pg!qspcbcmz!b!ivoesfe!ǆnbobhfstǇ!xip!gfmu!

they knew what Jeff Suszlfsǃt!ofyu!tufq!tipvme!cf/!Boe!ipx!up!nblf!ju!ibqqfo/ 

)Fydfqu!if!ejeoǃu/* 

Any better than the other hundred. 

But that was porn in the 1980s in Hollywood. 

That was the bed I was sleeping in. 
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Arthur had no money, and his name was probably fake. Arthur Carrington. 

Remember please, that Dynasty was the biggest thing in television in the 80s. 

Bsuivsǃt!dbsffs!ijtupsz!xbt!b!nztufsz-!if!tffnfe!up!ibwf!op!gbnjmz!ps!gbnjmz!

history to speak of, it seemed he just appeared from thin air in 1980s 

Hollywood. 

I never knew him. He never knew me. 

I 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 great 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, I 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 

xbtoǃu!b!ojdf!nffujoh!gps!Bsuivs-!cvu!ju!xbt!gps!nf-!nffujoh!nz!gjstu!jdpo/!Kfgg!

Stryker, porn star. Cbdl!xifo!ǆqpso!tubsǇ!nfbou!qpso!TUBS/) 

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 so transparent, that he was adorable. I 

think he believed his own lies, they were told with so much promise, such joy 

and with such blond curly hair, that everybody wanted to believe him, or make 

them real. He was liked by everybody, even as they dismissed his nonsense. 

Ijt!hsbgu!xpslfe!gps!ijn/!Ju!ejeoǃu!xpsl!upp!xfmm!gps!Kfgg!Tuszlfs-!cvu!Bsuivs!xbt!

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 every Hollywood immigrant, waiting for their break, their fortune 

boe!hmpsz/!Boe!xifo!xf!xfsfoǃu!cvoljoh!epxo-!xf!xfsf!epjoh!uif!hmbnpvs!hsjgu-!

schmoozing at the parties, name-dropping Jeff Stryker, and looking for our 

opportunity amongst the glamour.  

I was offered money for sex. A lot. Daily. I was offered porn stardom a lot. I was 

offered modeling contracts, introductions to acting agents, introductions to 

famous film directors. I was offered the chance to sleep with the second and 

third biggest porn stars, for free. I was offered all these things in exchange for 

sex, or sometimes just for an association with me that held promise for 

someone. I was offered success in exchange for an invitation to a hot tub party 

at a gbnpvt!uw!tubsǃt!ipvtf. I was offered 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, I was actually, the talk of the town. I was the hottest new thing, in 

this low-life xpsme!bu!mfbtu/!Bsuivsǃt!qmbo!xbt!opu!up!tfmm!nf!difbq!uipvhi<!ju!xbt!

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 I really actually do think, to 

this day, that a lovely, tiny part of him, the better part, really was protecting me 

from this. 

I think we had sex once, Arthur and I/!Xf!xfsfoǃu!dmptf/!J!ibe!op!jefb!xip!if!

was. I had no idea who I was. He had no idea who I was. We had no idea what 

was going on. I was an opportunity, not someone to be loved. Sharing a bed 

with him every day, living with him, was weird, but easy enough. I was 

phenomenally frigid and defensive when it came to sex. But a great flirt in 

public, in my modest classy way. 

Arthur knew; he knew I was untouchable. If he knew anything, anything; if his 

street sense informed him of anything truly true, it was this; that I was 

untouchable. He knew there was a profound vulnerability behind my frigidity, 

something due to explode dangerously if invaded. He knew this, somehow. It 

was the only thing he might have known about anything; but he knew this. 

And he respected this. 

And gosh I liked this about him.  

Once, just once, he reached over from his side of the bed, and touched me, in a 

benign, non-sexual place, perhaps my upper arm. I had my back to him. 

J!ejeoǃu!npwf/!Xijdi!jo!nz!mbohvbhf-!jo!pvs!mbohvbhf-!was a signal that this was 

PL-!cvu!uibu!J!xpvmeoǃu!cf!npwjoh/!Ps!qbsujdjqbujoh/!But that what he wanted to 

do was ok. 

Jǃn!opu!tvsf!jg!J!gfmu!ju!xbt!b!evuz!uibu!J!pxfe!ijn!gps!gsff!bddpnnpebujpo!boe!

for all the opportunity-qspnjtjoh/!Jǃn!opu!tvsf!jg!J!xboufe!ju/! 

J!xbt!b!wfsz!mpoh!xbz!bxbz!gspn!ibwjoh!b!dmvf!xibu!J!xboufe!ps!ejeoǃu!want. I 

was nihilism, I was sheer survival, I was trauma. 
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We were two sharks sharing water. 

Jǃn!foujsfmz!tvsf!uibu!Bsuivs!xbt!bt!dpogvtfe!bt!J/! 

Xf!ibe!b!ljoe!pg!tfy!uibu!ojhiu/!J!ejeoǃu!npwf!ps!uvso!up!gbdf!ijn/ 

I think it was a gift on my part, and I think 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. 

Juǃt!b!ojdf!nfnpsz if I romanticize it.  

 

Day time came and it was like it never happened. We went back to the grift. 

My time in Hollywood was coming to an end. Inevitably. J!dboǃu!fwfo!sfnfncfs!

how long my Hollywood life lasted, less than a year? This was going nowhere, 

Kfgg!Tuszlfsǃt!dbreer was going nowhere. Opuijoh!jo!Bsuivsǃt!mjgf!mbtufe!mpoh, he 

was transient, and so all the players that drifted in, drifted away. And his 

promises of great opportunity wore thin, though I never stopped adoring his 

belief in those promises, or the way his blond curls bounced when he made 

those excited promises. 

And Adam, my best 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 I was not a person that ever initiated anything, in 

my apathy, ever... Adam took charge 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. 

I grew up there a little, I 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-!Jǃe!mfbsofe!b!mpu!bcpvu!mjgf/! 

About death.  
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In Hollywood, I learned that gay sex is a commodity , and that the 

nfsdiboejtjoh!pg!uibu-!xbt!b!hbz!nboǃt!qbttqpsu!up!tvswjwbm/ 

Most people seemed valued upon their sexiness. 

Jg!zpvǃsf!tfyz-!zpvǃmm!cf!xfmdpnfe/ 

Jg!zpvǃsf!tfyz-!zpvǃmm!cf!jodmvefe/! 

Jg!zpvǃsf!opu-!zpv!xpoǃu!cf-!vomfts you have some other kind of skill that sets 

you above the rest. 

Jg!zpvǃsf!tfyz-!pqqpsuvojujft!ibqqfo-!jg!zpvǃsf!tfyz-!zpvǃmm!cf!bu!uif!cftu!qbsujft-!

the best people will be interested. 

Jg!zpvǃsf!tfyz!zpvǃmm!hfu!cz/ 

Jǃn!opu!kvtu!ubmljoh!bcpvu!Ipmmzxppe/!Uijt!xbt!nz!hbz!dommunity. 

Sexiness was the oil that made the wheels go around. 

Jg!zpv!ejeoǃu!ibwf!ju-!zpv!xpvmeoǃu make it in this world. 

Jg!zpv!ejeoǃu!ibwf!ju-!op!pof!xpvme!xbou!zpv/ 

Jg!zpv!ejeoǃu!ibwf!ju-!zpvǃe!hfu!sfkfdufe-!b!mpu<!opu!jo!ipoftu!xbzt-!kvtu!uif!tvcumf!

disguised ways that hurt even more and last longer. 

Jg!zpv!ejeoǃu!ibwf!tfyjoftt-!zpvǃe!cf!mpofmz!boe!voibqqz/ 

J!xbtoǃu!tfyz-!cvu!J!xbt!npwjf!tubs!iboetpnf!boe!tvqfs!dibsjtnbujd<!J!xbtoǃu!

sexy, but I looked like I was, and I could carry it off. 

And some people saw my vulnerability all over my sleeves, and they thought 

that was sexy too. 

(Naïve fools.) 

So I passed. 

As long as I played the game. 

Uijt!jt!xibu!Jǃe!mfbsot about gay life, from my first introduction to a gay 

community. That everyone was troubled, 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!qfsibqt!juǃt!usvfs!up!tbz-!J!ejeoǃu!dbsf-!tp!uif!AIDS 

bmbsn!xfou!pwfs!nz!ifbe/!J!ibeoǃu!dbsfd for over a decade, since the bliss died 

on the kill kill day, so I remained deaf and blind to AIDS talk. Just another thing. 

And not enough empathy to really care what it was doing to others. 

Op!pof!tqplf!pg!ju/!J!lofx!pg!ju-!cvu!J!epoǃu!lopx!ipx/!J!epoǃu!uijol!bozpof!ibe!

ever said the word to me. It had been spoken of:  

 

ǆPi-!cf!dbsfgvm!pg!uibu!pof<!tif!ibt!ju-!boe!tif!epftoǃu!dbsf!xip!tif!tibsft!

ju!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. I never heard it. But I knew what it 

was. And I got on with things. 

Jǃe!offe!up!mfbso!b!mpu!bcpvu!ju!jo!zfbst!up!dpnf/!Jo!uif!gvuvsf-!Jǃe!cfdpnf!b!

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!uif!npsf!jnnfejbuf!sfbtpo!Jǃe!offe!up!mfbso!b!mpu!bcpvu!ju-!xbt!cfdbvtf!it 

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. I 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 

xbtoǃu!uhat golden ticket that Adam wanted, and though I 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. I could have 

easily become a washed-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 overcome 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 there is great honos!jo!ju!boe!b!ljoe!pg!ejhojuz!uibu!jtoǃu!pcwjpvt/!

Bmm!pg!uiptf!xip!ejeoǃu!nblf!ju!jo!Ipmmzxppe-!ps!fmtfxifsf-!uif!usvmz!xbtied up, 

cvu!epoǃu!lopx!ju!zfu///!J!tff!hsfbu!ejhojuz!uifsf/!Uif!ejhojuz!mjft!jo!uif!

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. 

I love that dignity.  

J!tpvhiu!ju-!cvu!J!dboǃu!qsfufoe!nz!qvstvju!xbt!benjsbcmf/!Nz!qsfebups!xbt!tujmm!

strong in them days. 

London beckoned. London promised lots of fortune and glory. 

Goodbye to Hollywood. I know some people call it Los Angeles, but no; this was 

Ipmmzxppe!Jǃe!ubtufe-!epoǃu!fwfs!njtublf!uibu/!Boe!J!qspnjtfe!nztfmg-!nf!cfjoh!

nf-!uibu!Jǃe!ofwfs!sfuvso to this city unless it was as the star of a film being 

screened before a packed and applauding audience somewhere on Sunset 

Boulevard. 

 

That did happen by the way. A later chapter. 

Be patient bitches. 

Mfuǃt!hp!up!Mpoepo/   
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(Sunset Strip late 1980s) 
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Chapter 7 

London. Reality Bites 

 

 

dam and I arrived in London in winter. I 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 faithfully, daily throughout a 

London winter, so it needs to be remarkable. There are those that have an 

efficient, perhaps shapeless and worn-out warm winter coat, that gets 

overused, year after year, hiding some brilliant fashion and style under 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!efqsfttjpo-!beejdujpo-!jmmoftt-!xjuipvu!boz!ǂufmmǃ-!dpowjodjoh!nptu!qfpqmf!

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 I learned. I 

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.  

A 
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I probably looked ridiculous. But I felt heroic in it. A little bit like my hero from 

The Man from 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!ifǃe!fwfs!pxofe/ 

J!dboǃu!sfnfncfs!xibu!tipft!J!xpsf/! 

But I had arrived in London with a sprained ankle/!Jǃe!gbmmfo!kvtu!cefore boarding 

my plane from LAX bjsqpsu/!Nz!qmjhiu-!boe!Bebnǃt!jotjtufodf!ibe!hpuufo!)cpui!

of us) upgraded to first class seats, but the hell would be the 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 I 

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!Ipmmzxppe-!tmffqjoh!po!Bsuivsǃt!tpgb-!xbt!tpnfuiing he sought to 

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. 

I did not like London at first. 

A new element began to creep into the dialogue Adam and I shared. It started 

bt!bo!bmnptu!bnvtjoh!tibsfe!bnb{fnfou!bu!ipx!iboetpnf!Jǃe!cffo!qfsdfjwfe!

up!cf!jo!Ipmmzxppe-!boe!ipx!nboz!pqqpsuvojujft!gps!uif!gpsuvof!boe!hmpsz!xfǃe!

missed by cfjoh!tibdlmfe!up!Bsuivs/!Qbsu!pg!uijt!xbt!b!sftfounfou!po!Bebnǃt!

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!qsptujuvujpo!boe!qpsophsbqiz-!uibu!njhiu!ibwf!nbef!Bebnǃt!

experience of Hollywood better. 
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)J!bqqmz!uif!xpse!ǂqsptujuvujpoǃ!up!b!ljoe!pg!fydibohf!xifsf!qpxfs!boe!joopdfodf!

is being exploited. I would not apply this to legitimate and proud sex-work where 

all involved have agency and it is devoid of coercion/exploitation.) 

 

This dialogue shifted, week by week. I soon felt that I owed Adam a kind of 

apology for the hardship he had endured, and I started 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 I could rectify all of this by 

capitalizing on my handsomeness and my unmistakable charisma, making use 

pg!uif!mfttpoǃt!xfǃe!mfbsofe!jo!Ipmmzxppe!bcpvu!nz!xpsui-!nz!nbslfubcjmjuz-!up!

older gay men.  

This just became part of the natural dialogue, during these first weeks in 

London. We found a flat in Bayswater to live in; it was central enough to 

bqqfbtf!Bebnǃt!offet-!boe!xf!hpu!po!xjui!uif!cvtjoftt!pg!mjwjoh!jo!Mpoepo-!

jobless and with savings that would not last us forever. 

J!tbz!ǆvtǇ-!cfdbvtf!Bebn!boe!J!xfsf!bt!pof/!J!epoǃu!lopx!ipx!uijt!dbnf!up!cf-!

but we were as one. Not intimate, as with my mum and I, 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. I 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. I had Adam to be in charge, so that felt safe. 

The togetherness was amazing. It glimmered of an intimacy and togetherness I 

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 glory he 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 

jo!Mpoepo/!Bebn!eje!uif!sftfbsdi-!if!eje!fwfszuijoh-!boe!ju!xbtoǃu!mpoh!cfgpsf!

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.)  
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 still knew nothing of sex. I hated my body, in fact I hated taking my clothes 

pgg<!fwfo!xjui!Bsuivs-!Jǃe!tmfqu!gvmmz!dmpuife<!boe!fwen Adam had never seen me 

naked. But I knew I looked amazing in clothes, and neither Adam nor I 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, I had a fear of 

what it required of me. Nakedness and sex, neither of these things had been 

good experiences for me this far. My resistance was only muted by the fact 

uibu!opuijoh!nbef!tfotf!bozxbz-!boe!J!ejeoǃu!dbsf!fopvhi-!bcpvu!bozuijoh-!up!

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 took the phone, and dialed. A1 Escorts was called A1 Escorts (I 

xpvme!mbufs!mfbso-!xifo!J!xbt!svoojoh!Mpoepoǃt!cjhhftu!boe!cftu!ftdpsu!bhfodz*!

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 Pages; if 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. 

I remember the advertisement very clearly; a black and white drawing of two 

Roman pillars, with some grapevines growing up them, and between the pillars, 

a written explanation of what A1 escorts provided. Male company, for 

discerning visitors to London. Discretion was assured, and all other assurances 

about A1 Escorts being the classiest choice, were there in plain ink between the 

Roman pillars. 

And a phone number. 

I remember the moment. 

 

I 
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Jǃwf!bmxbzt!ibe!bo!vodbooz!tfose of when history is happening, in a moment. 

Jǃwf!bmxbzt!lopxo!xifo!b!npnfou!jt!pg!ijtupsjdbm!jnqpsubodf-!fwfo!jg!op!pof!

else would understand that for many more years. Juǃt!mjlf!b!Qbvtf!jo!uif!

timeline, just a Pause. On the kill kill day, I knew the bigness of it. Even as a 

terrified child, I 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.  

I have felt it often. The Pause. I can tell when a pop song that I hear for the first 

time, will be one of historical significance. I knew Madonna was of historical 

importance when I first saw her dancing on Solid Gold performing Holiday.  

The day I was diagnosed with the killer virus HIV, I observed from some 

historical vantage point. 

A Pause.  

When at age 14 I first saw Lady Diana Spencer in a see-through skirt on the 

cover of a newspaper, I knew that history was just beginning for the both of us, 

uibu!xfǃe!cf!ujfe!uphfuifs!gps!efdbeft!up!dpnf/ 

Jǃwf!sfdphojsed talent-to-come, activists-to-be, moments that would define 

ijtupsz-!boe!Jǃwf!sfdphojsed the importance of those moments, instantly, while 

puifst!bsf!tujmm!hsbqqmjoh!xjui!uif!ǂopxǃ!pg!ju/ 

J!xpvme!lopx!ju-!xifo!J!gjstu!dpjofe!uif!ufsn!ǂdifntfyǃ;!J!lofx!ju!xpuld define a 

period in history, that it would define a few decades of my life.  

On this day, this day as I looked at the Spartacus Gay Guide and the Roman 

pillars of A1 escorts; as Adam (annoyed and impatient at my delaying tactics) 

handed me the giant red phone receiver and as he round-dialed on the 80s 

telephone, the number that would connect me to A1 escorts, I knew this to be a 

defining moment in my life. I observed, unemotionally from some distant 

historical vantage point, as I took the receiver, and asked if they had any jobs 

going.  
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Chapter 8 

Day. From. Hell. 

 

 

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 circle. It was just up from 

Piccbejmmz!Djsdvt-!xijdi-!opu!jspojdbmmz-!xbt!uif!usbejujpobm!ipnf!pg!uif!ǆEjmmz!

cpzǇ/!Ejmmz!cpzt!xfsf!uif!young runaways, rent boys, who would 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 I passed the 

Eros statue that day, I did not know this extraordinary history, this clandestine 

culture; if I had, I 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 people ƿ would die away, as internet porn and sex work would make 

it all redundant. I might have stopped for a moment to mourn this impending 

historic demise.  

Cvu!J!ejeoǃu<!J!xbt!upp!zpvog to know or care about this history, and I had a date 

with destiny, an appointment at A1 Escorts. Despite this grand address, the 

office was 

M 
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a tnbmm!sppn-!tubggfe!cz!Sbk-!tpnfpof!xip!xbt!qspcbcmz!tpnfpof!fmtfǃt!wfsz!

loyal right-hand man, definitely not a boss, or someone simply doing a job. I 

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 I had gotten to know 

so well in Hollywood. He had long bony fingers that moved over 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 full of hfbe!tiput!boe!cpez!tiput/!Uijt!xbt!uif!Nfoǃt!cppl-!uif!

Xpnfoǃt!cppl!xbt!mbcfmfe-!cvu!dmptfe/ 

Sbk!xbt!ejtbqqpjoufe!uibu!J!ejeoǃu!ibwf!boz!qipuphsbqit/!Ejtbqqpjoufe!cfdbvtf!

he felt I must have stereotyped A1 escorts, if I thought they would not expect a 

potential escort to arrive without photographs.  

He implied that I 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!xpvmeoǃu/ 

He explained that without qipuphsbqit-!ifǃe!offe!up!hfu!bo!jefb!pg!ipx!J!

looked, in order to promote me to his clients. 

J!xpvmeoǃu/ 

Ju!xbtoǃu!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, at home-!Jǃe!cffo!ufbtfe!cz!

the neighborhood kids, and the boys my sisters dated. 

Boe!uif!uipvhiu!pg!tuboejoh!ifsf!opx-!cfgpsf!Sbk!boe!ijt!gjohfst!boe!uif!Nfoǃt!

book full of perfect naked men, filled me with horror and fear. 

Cvu!ju!ejeoǃu!mppl!mjlf!uibu<!ju!mpplfd like pride. 

It looked like arrogance. 

Ju!mpplfe!mjlf-!ǆQmfbtf-!ipx!ebsf!zpv/Ǉ 

It sounded like silence, because I said nothing. 
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And I knew that other people got uncomfortable with silence long before I did, 

and I could just wait them out. 

His other tactics, like:  

 

ǆzpv!lopx-!zpvǃmm!ibwf!up!ublf!zpvs!tijsu!pgg-!boe!npsf-!gps!uijt!kpc-!sjhiu@Ǉ 

 

And:  
 

ǆJ!offe!up!lopx!xibu!zpv!mppl!mjlf!up!qspnpuf!zpv!up!uif!dmjfoutǇ 

 

These tactics fell on my handsome movie-star face and my charismatic 

silence. (I was frozen with fear, but) I looked like a heroic, self-important, self-

dpogjefou!zpvoh!nbo!xip!xbtoǃu!hpjoh!up!sftqpoe!up!uijt!sfwpmujoh!tpmjdjupvt-!

salacious invitation to undress. No way. 

Perhaps, in retrospect, I was hoping to be turned down for this job. It would 

have been easier to explain to Adam that the agency had rejected me, than that 

J!ejeoǃu!xbou!up!ep!ju/! 

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 his 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 moving. 

J!dboǃu!sfnfncfs!xibu!dpowfstbujpo!ibqqfofe!po!uif!ufmfqipof-!J!uijol!J!uvofe!

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 I 

was free to do a job. 
 

Right now. 
 

Uijt!uisfx!nf-!J!ibeoǃu!nfoubmmz!qsfqbsfe!gps!uijt-!boe!J!epoǃu!uijol!Jǃe!fwfs!

uipvhiu!uijt!joufswjfx-!ps!Bebnǃt!jotjtufodft-!xpvme!bduvbmmz!mfbe!up!nf!epjoh!

this job. 
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Cvu!uijt!xbt!b!tjmfodf!J!dpvmeoǃu!xbju!pvu/!Nz!cmvgg!ibe!been called, and Raj of 

A1 escorts had a job to send me to, only minutes after me requesting a job at 

Mpoepoǃt!cftu!bhfodz/ 

Mjgf!xbt!npwjoh!gbtu-!boe!J!ibe!up!lffq!vq/!J!ejeoǃu!fwfo!ibwf!ujnf!up!gjoe!b!

phone booth and call Adam, which would be the expected next 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. I 

think Raj assumed, by my performance of confidence, that I was professional 

and experienced at this. He delivered instructions to me as if I knew what he 

xbt!ubmljoh!bcpvu-!bt!jg!ju!xfsf!tpnf!ftdpsuǃt!dpef!uibu!J!voefstuppe-!tuvgg!

about the sex that would be expected, or something. I was way beyond 

listening at this point, as my body was releasing adrenaline in gushes that kept 

me standing upright, when I think I would otherwise have been a heap on the 

floor. 

A cab was to be gotten outside at Piccadilly Circus, I was to go the flat in 

Chelsea, and return directly to Raj, who would be there waiting for me. 

It was odd how I had disliked Raj so intensely in earlier minutes, and now I 

looked to him as a kind of savior that would be seeing me through, waiting for 

me after, this impending ordeal.  
 

J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!ibjmjoh!uif!dbc-!J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!uif!kpvsofz/!The flat was in 

Chelsea, a nice area, and the client was clearly wealthy. But the flat appeared to 

be a bedsit, and I 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 I 

could almost reach from the bed. 

I remained clothed, and silent, awaiting instructions. 

J!dboǃu!sfnfncfs!uif!dpowfstbujpo<!qfsibqt!ie was more nervous than I. Not 

cfdbvtf!if!ibeoǃu!epof!uijt!cfgpsf<!if!tbx!bmm!uif!ofx!cpzt/!J!uijol!if!rvjdlmz!

sensed that he had a very young, very fresh, terrified and traumatised child in 



 

 99 

front of him. Whatever blinkers he would normally wear in this situation; 

whatever tactics he used in his brain to untangle the sex that would normally 

happen now ƿ ju!xbtoǃu!xpsljoh/ 

He kissed me and I was frozen.  

He reached inside my shirt, and I was frozen. 

Uifo!if!tupqqfe!boe!nbef!b!tdpudi!gps!ijntfmg-!cvu!if!ejeoǃt offer me one. 

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 I had been told to expect, as 

well as more for a tip. 

Then I was cabbing it back to Raj.  

 

As soon as I was back in the offices, Raj was congratulating me. The client had 

phoned him and given a glowing bqqsbjtbm/!J!ejeoǃu!offe!up!tbz!bozuijoh!bu!bmm/!

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 secret ƿ 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 I 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. 

I was his profitable day. 
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Before I knew it, before any dialogue with Adam, there I was at job number two; 

sitting in an apartment overlooking the Thames, with another very kind man, 

xip!tffnfe!up!tfotf!uibu!J!eje!opu!tibsf!uif!vtvbm!ftdpsuǃt!efnfbops/!As I sat, 

removed my dramatic and amazing winter coat, and tried to make conversation 

the way I imagined escorts made conversation. I saw some mail on the coffee 

table, and I recognised the name it was addressed to. A famous name, but I 

dpvmeoǃu!qmbdf!ju/!J!ejeoǃu!sfdphoj{f!ijn-!boe!tp-!joopdfoumz!)boe clearly not 

knowing how escorts made usual conversation) I asked if he was famous. 

 

ǆOp!op-!op-!op/!Uibuǃt!opu!tpnfuijoh!xf!ubml!bcpvu!ifsf/Ǉ! 

 

He said. It was a posh accent. It carried authority, and I knew not to push 

further. 

He seemed old, but he looked a lot younger with his clothes off, which 

happened quickly afterward. I 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; and vice vestb/!Jǃe!mfbso!ipx!

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 really absorb the lessons. I was 

tvsqsjtfe!up!mjlf!uijt!pme!nboǃt!cpez-!cvu!ijt!bvuipsjuz!joujnjebufe!nf/!J!lofx!J!

xbt!tvqqptfe!up!cf!oblfe!upp-!boe!podf!Jǃe!epof!uibu!qbsu-!J!tbu!po!ijt!cfe-!boe!

waited for him, or the universe, to give instructions. I did not know what was 

supposed to happen next. 

I felt ugly and stupid.  

That weirdness was in the room, that mental health weirdness, and I think it 

was all mine. 

J!epoǃu!lopx!ipx!nvdi!ujnf!qbttfe<!qfsibqt!J!fwfo!njttfe!tpnf!dpowfstbujpo!

if!ibe!buufnqufe-!J!epoǃu!loow, I was frozen. 
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Xjuipvu!cfjoh!voljoe-!if!fyqmbjofe!uijt!xbtoǃu!sjhiu-!boe!ifǃe!mjlf!nf!up!mfbwf/ 

I was so relieved. 

And mortified, but mostly relieved.  

He paid me too. All too strange for me to comprehend. 

Again, I was cabbing it back to Raj, with a pocket full of British Pounds, very 

large strange bank notes, compared to Australian dollars. They felt of greater 

value, and I liked them. I examined them with joy as the cab journeyed past St 

Qbvmǃt!dbuifesbm-!uif!tvo!tfuujoh/ 

Back on Regent Street I declared 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:  

 

ǆBoe!ofwfs!njoe-!xfǃsf!opu!bmxbzt!up!fwfszpofǃt!ubtuf/Ǉ! 

 

Raj spoke with beautiful English, a perfect upper class English accent. 

He had another job for me.  

It seemed out of my hands now. I was very excited about the money I was 

earning, it was more than Jǃe!qpttfttfe!gps!b!wfsz!mpoh!ujnf/ Cvu!uifsf!xbtoǃu!

time to think, and thankfully, Raj was making all the decisions for me; a 

circumstance I was familiar with and comfortable with, in my way. 

I journeyed to Knightsbridge, to meet the most awful pretentious, self-important 

man I had ever met, or would since. 

He acted kind, but I saw right through him, and his narcissism, and I knew what 

lay behind it was a potential for awful cruelty and manipulation. He boasted 

about his house so much, I became convinced iu!xbtoǃu!ijt/!If!cpbtufe!bcpvu!

how much money he had, I knew it was money that could disappear as quickly 

as he had manifested it. I 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!xpvmeoǃu!tmffq!xjui!ijn-!J!epoǃu!uijol!J!xbt!ijejoh!nz!sfwvmtjpo!pg!ijn!wfsz!

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 smarts, 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 J!xpvmeoǃu!mfbwf!

in an argument. He poured me a drink. I suggested I leave, he poured me 

another, or asked to show me something amazing in another room. I swore I 

xpvmeoǃu!tmffq!xjui!ijn-!boe!if!pggfsfe!nf!b!cbui-!qspnjtjoh!uibu!if!xpvmeoǃu!

tell Raj how ruef!Jǃe!cffo-!qspnjtjoh!Jǃe!hfu!qbje!uif!gvmm!bnpvou-!qmvt!ujq-!jg!Jǃe!

let him bathe me. 

The bath was awful too. He seemed to know he could be crueler while I was 

naked in the bath, less able to leave dramatically. He knew I wanted to be paid, 

he knew he could 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. 

I said no way. 

The more I protested, the more he wanted to win.  

In fact, he said he was leaving for Paris in the morning, and that I should 

accompany him. 

Juǃt!qpttjcmf!J!tiveefsfe!xjui!sfwvmtjpo/!Xijdi!qspcbcmz!xpvme!ibwf!tqvssfe!

him on further. 

I explained my friendship with Adam to him, and why his suggestions and 

invitations were impossible.  

And I think it was the only time he shut up for ten minutes.  

He actually stopped, and listed silently and attentively while I waxed on about 

me and Adam. 

I explained how Adam and I were inseparable, how our lives and destinies were 

intertwined, about our extraordinary connection, history and our journeys 



 

 103 

together; I explained how bizarre this day had been without him knowing where 

Jǃe!cffo!gps!tp!mpoh-!boe!ipx!tubzjoh!pwfsojhiu!ifsf!xjuipvu!ijn-!xbt!opu!

possible. How Paris was unthinkable, without Adam. 

He seemed fascinated by the complexity of this friendship, a kind of 

pathological fascination and curiosity. Was it competition I sensed? Did he 

need to win me away from Adam? Drive a wedge?  

This was strange and awful, and beyond my comprehension. The hours I spent 

there seemed longer, and this arguing seemed oddly familiar, and it seemed like 

intimacy or something. Not the good kind, obviously, not that I knew the 

difference. 

He had more questions about Adam, about Adam and me. 

But more; he had opinions about Adam, about Adam and 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!ibeoǃu!cffo!qbje!zfu-!boe!ju!tffnfe!up!nf-!nz!pomz option was to stay, play the 

hbnf/!J!uipvhiu!J!xbt!dmfwfsfs-!J!uipvhiu!Jǃe!hfu!uif!vqqfs!iboe- or that the 

mood would change. 

I was out of my depth with this new kind of predator, and the day had been too 

strange, and I could barely think. 

He really wanted me to abandon Adam and to stay the night, and to 

accompany him to Paris.  

I was adamant, and sincere in my refusals; the thought of abandoning Adam for 

this monster creature was unthinkable; I just wanted this situation to end 

somehow, but without him winning. 

If!dbnf!up!sfbmjtf!if!dpvmeoǃu!esbx!nf!bxbz!gspn!Bebn/!If!xbt!b!hppe!

game-player, good enough to know a losing hand. 

 

So he changed his play. 

All three of us would go to Paris together. 
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J!xbtoǃu!tvsf!xibu!uijt!qmbz!nfbou-!cvu!J!lofx!Bebn!xpvme!mjlf!ju-!boe!J!ibe!b!

feeling that anything would be fine if Adam was with me.  

And so. I phoned Adam and he came. With a suitcase, including my stuff. 

I forgot completely about Raj at the escort agency. Waiting faithfully with his 

Nfoǃt!cppl-!po!Sfhfou!tusffu!bt!uif!ebz!foefe/!J!gpshpu!J!pxfe!ijn!npofz-!bo!

explanation.  

Ps!qfsibqt!J!ejeoǃu!gpshfu<!qfsibqt!Bebn!boe!uijt!dmjfou!dpowjodfe!nf!uibu!J!

should forget A1 Escorts, leap forward with this new chapter. 

J!dboǃu!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 I was mostly relieved. And 

confused, and tired. I busied myself in a bedroom, went through the things 

Adam had chosen to pack for me. I 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, I wondered what this tactic was. 

He explained that I was a bit complicated, and that he was concerned for my 

mental health. That he hoped I was ok. He explained that he and Adam had 

ejtdvttfe!nz!qspcmfnt-!uibu!uifzǃe!ibe!b!hppe!dibu-!boe!uibu!uifzǃe!gpsnfe!b!

connection. He explained that Adam would be sharing his bed that night, and 

that I was a welcome guest, and that I should help myself to anything in the 

ljudifo-!boe!uibu!upnpsspx!xfǃe!bmm!hp!up!Qbsjt!uphfuifs/ 

Although I was silent, I was in a rage, underneath my movie star good looks, my 

boyish innocence. A violent, silent rage. I 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 stealing 

my wealthy client from me? Had this been his plan, when he motivated me to 

become an escort?  

What was happening? 

 

I slept. 



 

 105 

 

Or I 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, But in Paris 

 

  

 

awoke the next morning, just as bewildered. 

J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz!J!upmfsbufe!bmm!uif!opotfotf!pg!uif!ojhiu!cfgpsf/! 

Boe!J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz!J!xpvme!upmfsbuf!uif!gpmmpxjoh!3!ebzt!jo!Qbsjt!fjuifs/ 

It was 2 more days of the same. 

They acted like a loving couple, and I was treated like the mental health 

complicated third wheel that they felt sorry for. 

Xbt!uijt!Bebnǃt!sfwfohf-!gps!cfjoh!uif!uijse!xiffm!jo!Ipmmzxppe@!Xf!ofwfs!hpu!

a moment alone together to talk, the client made sure of that. 

I was petulant and childish, making camp bitchy comments to them both, while 

I (stupidly) followed them around.  

J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz-!J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz/ 

Partly because Adam was holding my passport. 

Cvu!fwfo!jg!Jǃe!ibe!juǍ!J!epoǃu!lopx-!J!gfmu!qtzdipmphjdbmmz!dpnqfmmfe!up!stay 

within the abuse triangle. 

I was frightened to be alone, in a strange city. I used to be good at being alone, 

cvu!b!ljoe!pg!beejdujpo!ps!tfdvsjuz!dbnf!xjui!Bebnǃt!dpnqboz-!Bebnǃt!

decision-making, his authority. Bebn!ibe!bmxbzt!cffo!uifsf-!ifǃe!bmxbzt!taken 

charge. I now felt quite dependent on him, now that he ignored me. Now that he 

I 
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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 I stayed in it. 

The client relished that I stayed in it, made jokes about me staying in it. 

 

ǆXiz!bsf!zpv!gpmmpxjoh!vt!bspvoe-!mjuumf!dijme-!hp-!hp/Ǉ! 
 

Bebn!xpvme!tbz!up!ijn!rvjfumz-!epoǃu!cf!dsvfm-!cvu!ofwfs!efgfoeed me properly.  

And I stayed. 

Jǃe!hjwfo!Bebn bmm!nz!npofz!Jǃe!fbsofe!uif!qsfwjpvt!ebz-!uibu!xbt!opsnbm/!If!

ibe!nz!qbttqpsu!xijdi!ifǃe!qbdlfe!gps!nf/!Cvu!up!cf!ipoftu<!jg!Jǃe!ibe!uiptf!

uijoht-!Jǃe!ibwf!qspcbcmz!tubzfe/!Uifsf!xbt!tpnfuijoh!tusbohf!bcpvu!nf-!

something wrong with my behaviour those days-!tpnfuijoh!xspoh!uibu!J!dboǃu!

name. It felt like the kill kill day. It felt the same. It felt like life with Gray. I felt 

powerless. 

I was ridiculed and shamed for two days, and I participated in it. I allowed it, I 

sank into it. My skin crawled with disgust for myself, but I stayed and let them 

shame me. They shamed me in front of waiters, they shamed me in 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. 
 

I separated myself from them at the airport, and disengaged. I went home, 

alone, because it seemed Adam was moving in with the client. I waited at 

home, numb. 

 

Three days later, Adam returned home. I was no longer angry. 

I was different. 

I was changed. 

I had a new determination, and I knew to sever myself from Adam, and to make 

my own way. I felt hard and calloused and numb, more so than before. 



 

 108 

Adam told me of his plans to move in with the client. He told me he 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. 

Jǃe!dmfbsmz!cffo!uif!ob˨wf!pof-!cvu!jo!uijt!npnfou-!J!lofx!cfuufs/!J!lofx!uijt!

xpvme!mbtu!b!xffl/!Uif!dmjfouǃt!nbojqvmbujwf!njnd games would be turned on 

him, and Adam would gain nothing from this new venture; this venture that he 

was abandoning our friendship for. 

Cvu!J!ejeoǃu!dbsf-!J!xbt!dbmmpvtfe-!J!xbt!ibrd, I was different (not quite 

indifferent). 

If!bmnptu!ejeoǃu!sfdphoj{f!me in fact. 

I was without awe for him-!boe!if!ejeoǃu!lopx!uibu!mppl!po!nf/ 

In the next days, I considered my options, and I was super aware of the burned 

bridge, having run off with the client and never returning to pay Raj at A1 

Escorts. But my survival switch was on, I was desperate and fearless in my 

vengeance and my need to find a Win in this situation. I contacted Raj, telling 

the truth, and apologizing. Requesting a job, not having the money to pay him 

uif!gff!gps!uif!Qbsjt!dmjfou!cbtubse/!Jǃe!ofwfs!hotten paid, obviously.  

Raj was confused, he knew I was green, uibu!Jǃe!cffo!fyqmpjufe< but it was an 

bxgvm!cfusbzbm-!uibu!J!dpvmeoǃu!efoz/!Raj was conflicted between his anger at the 

betrayal, his business sense, and his sympathy for my obvious naivety. Iuǃt!

qpttjcmf!if!gbodjfe!nf!upp/!If!xpvmeoǃu!mfu!nf!xpsl!gps!ijn!bhbjo-!uibu!xbt!ijt!

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 I 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!tbje!Jǃe!gbsf!xfmm!bu/ One that was a proper business, one that had all the 

best clients, charged descent fees, one that provided boys and girls, and all in 

between. 

 

The next interview would be different. 
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Jǃe!bssjwf, feeling like a seasoned professional. 

Eftqjuf!opu!ibwjoh!ibe!tfy!podf-!po!nz!pof!tjohmf!gbjmfe!ebz!bt!bo!ftdpsu-!Jǃe!

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. 

Jǃe!tvdl-!Jǃe!gvdl-!Jǃe!txjoh naked from the chandeliers ps!Jǃe!tju!ofswpvt!boe!

scared, if that turned them on. Jǃe!cf!uif!cftu!ebnofe!ftdpsu!Mpoepo!ibe!tffo-!

boe!Jǃe!cf!svoojoh!uijt!ftdpsu!bhfodz!xjuijo!b!zfbs-!Jǃe!pxo!ju!jo!uxp/ 

Uibuǃt!opu!attitude-!uibuǃt!xibu!bduvbmmz!ibqqfofe/ 

Within a few years, and by age 23 Jǃe!ibwf!cpvhiu!uijt!ftdpsu!bhfodz!gps!

£211-111-!Jǃe!cf!lopxo!bt!Qjnq!Ebwf!xjuijo!bmm!uif!xspoh!djsdmft!uibu!nbuufsfe!

to me, spending money on anything despite not wanting anything or having any 

taste, and being the most popular guy in gay clubland that 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.  
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Chapter 10 

Going Pro 

 

 

ndy 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. 

Jǃe!dpnf!up!lopx!ijn!wfsz!xfmm-!boe!ju!xpvme!cf!bopuifs!dpnqmjdbufe!

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 I first met him.  

It had only been a week since returning from the awful trip to Paris. But it 

tffnt!uibu!uif!ftdpsu!xpsme!xbt!wfsz!tnbmm-!boe!Jǃe!made a splash in my first 

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 vanished, and they communicated that to the boy they 

got instead; and word gets around. Word of this new boy gets around, the new 

boy doing all the jobs that came through that day, stealing clients away from 

their favorites. I was the guy that had been A1 Escorts favorite for less than 24 

hours, that had gotten paid despite not having had any sex, the guy that 

A 
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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 from an agency ƿ tffjoh!dmjfout!cfijoe!bo!bhfodzǃt!cbdl!

- is absolute utter taboo in 1990s ftdpsu!xpsme<!zpv!epoǃu!tufbm!dmjfout!gspn!

agencies. From pimps. 

But I did, and in my pof!tjohmf!ejtbtuspvt!ebz!bt!bo!ftdpsu-!Jǃe!svggmfe!gfbuifst!

and become the talk of the industry. 

 

Fabulous. 

 

Tp!ju!xbt!fbtz!up!hfu!uif!joufswjfx!xjui!Boez-!ifǃe!ifbse!bmm!bcpvu!nf/ He would 

be dubious and distrustful, obviously, but curious enough to meet me. The rest I 

could handle. 

Andy was less loud, less visible, less boasty than A1 escorts ƿ 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 to prove that to anybody.  

J!hpu!uibu-!J!voefstuppe!uibu/!Jǃn!uif!tbnf/!Juǃt!uibu!tbnf!self-worth that my 

mum instilled in me, the same self-worth and superiority that saw me through 

my childhood to now.  

Boe!juǃt!nz!obsdjttjtn-!nz!mfhbdz!gspn!uibu!dijmeippd with that family. 

My interview with Andy was in an empty room with only two chairs, facing each 

other, but a long distance apart. I was sure no one lived here. He was in 

shadow; not entirely, but more so than I was. 

I wondered if this was his usual set up, or if I was being given the intimidation 

experience because of my fame. 

I was invited to sit down, coldly, professionally, no warming up. 
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J!xbtoǃu!tvsf!xibu!up!fyqfdu/!Jt!tfy!tpnfuijoh!uibuǃt!fyqfdufe!jo!bo!joufswjfx!

like this? Disrobing? 

J!ejeoǃu!care. I was determined to work for this agency, the best agency in town. 

Never again, would I work for second best, be exploited and used the way 

Adam had used me, betrayed me; uif!xbz!uif!Qbsjt!dmjfou!ibe/!Jǃe!cf!opcpezǃt!

fool again, and if it was my shyness that had been responsible for all that 

happening, then I 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, again and 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 I was doing this work. 

He asked me what my type was, and I thought he was referring to what type of 

person I was attracted to. 

Uibuǃt!opu!xibu!if!nfbou-!boe!if!efmjhiufe!in my misunderstanding. If!ejeoǃu!

interrupt, or correct me, as I stumbled through my answer; honestly, having no 

idea what type I liked. My type, if I had one, was anyone who would love me, be 

kind to me.  

)Uibuǃt!opu!xibu!J!tbje!up!ijn!uipvhi/!J!xbt!b!hppe!njnjd!pg!opsnbm!ivnbo!

behavior by this stage, and I tome!ijn!xibu!nz!ǂuzqfǃ!xbt!bt!jg!xf!xfsf!b!dpvqmf!

of girlfriends at school.) 

Cvu!uibuǃt!opu!xibu!if!nfbou-!boe!bgufs!ifǃe!bnvtfe!ijntfmg!xjui!nz!

stumblings, he explained what that question meant. He wanted to know how I 

sold myself, what type of sexual stereotype I played, sold, to clients. What was 

my brand. 

I really had no idea how to answer this, and he could see it. I think he liked it. 
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He asked a lot of questions, that, yes, I hate to admit it, made me nervous. As 

determined as I was to be hard and experienced for this interview, Andy had 

this skill to find my ignorances, and to take condescending amusement in my 

objwfuz/!Ju!xbtoǃu!hpjoh!xfmm/!Boe!Jǃe!mfbso!uibu!uijt!xbt!Boez!uispvhi!boe!

through. Control freak to the max. I was no match to his predatorial skill. 
 

And he loved that. 
 

Xifo!J!tbz!if!mpwfe!uibu-!J!epoǃu!kvtu!nfbo!uif!hmff!if!hpu!gspn!ju<!J!nfbo!if!

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 my reputation 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 naïve I was, and said he 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 take 

my shirt off, and it came so out of the blue, so unexpected, and so immediately 

bgufs!bo!potmbvhiu!pg!dsvfm!kvehnfout-!uibu!J!xbtoǃu!tvsf!jg!J!xbt!bohsz!boe!

ready to walk out, proud, and determined to stay, or just humiliated. And no 

time to figure it out. 

I whispered in response, in a voice that cpvme!opu!sbjtf!jutfmg!up!Boezǃt<!ublfo!

aback, I very quietly asked if I had to (take my shirt off), shaking with fear. 

He loved it. He explained, ever the practical businessman, that I would be 

expected to do that if he gave me a job, so there was a ridiculousness in not 

doing it now. 

Ijt!mphjd!xbt!tpvoe/!J!sfnpwfe!nz!tijsu/!Ijt!gbdf!ejeoǃu!dibohf-!ju!sfwjfxfe!nf!

business-like. He thanked me as he gestured for me to put my shirt back on. 

I sat again. I felt tiny, my pride that I had determined would rule this day, had 

abandoned me, and I shrunk onto my chair, obediently.  
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I 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 moments 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. 

I felt such relief putting my shirt back on, with his permission. I think I 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 I 

sensed it. 

Boez!upme!nf!if!mjlfe!nf/!If!upme!nf!J!xbt!tjmmz-!ob˨wf-!uibu!Jǃd made some 

mistakes that only a true innocent fool would make; my betrayal of Raj was not 

ibsefofe!dsjnjobmjuz-!cvu!ob˨wf!gppmjtioftt/!Nf!uif!gppm/!If!upme!nf!if!ejeoǃu!

fear my betrayal, that he could handle me. 
 

Uibu!ifǃe!qspufdu!nf/ 
 

He explained a dilemma 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!cfhbo!up!gffm!tpssz!gps!ijn<!cvu!ju!xbtoǃu!uibu/!J!uijol!uibu!uijt!wjdujn!

role he had switched to was simply such a welcome relief from his ridicule, that 

it seemed like vulnerability.  

All part of the grooming hbnf-!Jǃe!mbufs!mfbso<!qfsibqt/!Pof!ofwfs!lopxt/!The 

game always works best when the victim is kept confused. 

But he liked me, I 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. 

If!mjlfe!uibu!J!xbtoǃu!hzn!upofe/!If!mjlfe!uibu!J!ejeoǃu!mppl!mjlf!b!qpso!tubs-!if!

liked that I looked like a lost schoolboy from some Australian daytime soap. He 

lofx!ipx!up!tfmm!nf-!if!tbje-!if!lofx!ipx!up!nbslfu!nf-!uif!xbz!Sbk!ibeoǃu/!

If!lofx!ipx!up!qspufdu!nf!upp-!mjlf!Sbk!xpvmeoǃu!have. He told me about how 

dibsnjoh!boe!tfyz!Jǃe!cffo!xifo!J!sfmvduboumz!sfnpwfe!nz!tijsu-!cmvtijoh!xjui!

tibnf/!Jǃe!bssjwfe!xjui!b!Mpoepo!tusffu!nbq!)bo!ǆB!up![Ǉ*-!boe!if!upme!nf!J!nvtu!

carry one of these to every job he sent me on. It made me look like the lost boy 

in big London, wide-eyed and confused by the big busy streets. He could sell 

uibu/!If!upme!nf!up!bmxbzt!xfbs!uif!ljoe!pg!dmpuift!Jǃe!xpso!uibu!ebz/!If!upme!

me my big winter coat was positively laughable, and that only a naïve 

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. 

Uif!sftu-!if!tbje-!Jǃe!mfbso/ 

And learn fast. 

If!ejeoǃu!mjlf!uibu!cju/!If!lofx!)boe!if!upme!nf!qmbjomz*!uibu!Jǃe!mptf!nz!

joopdfodf!wfsz!rvjdlmz-!uibu!Jǃe!cfdpnf!ibsefofe!boe!dzojdbm!mjlf!uif!sftu-!uibu!

Jǃe!jofwjubcmz!cfusbz!ijn-!cvu!uibu!xf!njhiu!ibwf!b!hppe!joojoht!uphfuifs!cfgpsf!

that happened. He warned me of his wrath, of how I would come off badly if I 

ever did betray him. But he knew I would, he knew I was a good thing with a 

short shelf life. And this could be good for both of us. 
 

Uibu!xbt!nz!joufswjfx-!Jǃe!hpuufo!uif!kpc/! 
 

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 

Bebnǃt!cfusbzbm-!tjodf!nz!bcboeponfou!ibe!gfmu!xfjse-!pee-!voqspufdufe-!

directionless, purposeless. A bit like the years since mum died.  

Andy represented an anchor of sorts, beyond my understanding, and exactly 

what I 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 

tmffq!xjui!ijt!cpzt!)ps!hjsmt*-!uifz!xfsf!tubgg-!boe!uibuǃt!ipx!zpv!svo!b!cvtiness. 

The room he had interviewed me in, remained a mystery, I 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 like live-

in/lover/ managers, and resented their girls working for, or paying, another 

agent ƿ especially when the agent was a gay. They liked the money their 

girlfriend earned from a good agent, but resented that money going to Andy 

instead of themselves. A kind of inner psychological conflict that often leads to 

violence. And the girls, in this complicated job, liked the protection that these 

boyfriends provided. Andy said he always tried to find girls who were innocent 

mjlf!nf-!xip!ibeoǃu!zfu!gpvoe!uif!tfdvsjuz!pg!b!qjnq!cpzgsjfoe-!cvu!if!

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 closely guarded 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 answering the 

phone ƿ and you could be punished with no other jobs for a week. 
 

Uibuǃt!ipx!mjgf!xbt!gps!nf-!gps!zfbst/! 
 

I settled into a flat in Kilburn, just by the Bakerloo line. It was cosy, I was set up 

well. Lonely and cosy. 

I had British Telecom install a telephone. Mobile phones were not invented yet, 

though I did have a pager. This telephone would be my life. Every week I would 

dbmm!Boez-!boe!ufmm!ijn!xijdi!ebzt!J!xbt!xpsljoh!boe!xijdi!ebzt!J!xbtoǃu/!J!xbt!
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expected to be available for work 5 days a week. If I needed to pop out and go 

up!uif!tipqt-!Jǃe!cf!fyqfdufe!up!dbmm!uif!ufmfqipof!pqfsbups!bu!Ambassador 

Ftdpsut-!boe!mfu!uifn!lopx!Jǃe!cf!po!nz!qbhfs!jg!boz!kpct!dbnf!uispvhi/!Uijt!

xbtoǃu!xjtf<!ufmfqipof!pqfsbupst!ibwf!b!dmjfou!po!ipme!po!pof!qipof!mine, and 

on another line they want an 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 & old-fashioned way of charging credit cards, back in the day.) 
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So I became good at this. I was well prepared, regarding my shopping, and I 

was home by the phone 5 days a week, easily accessible. I was popular with 

the telephone operators, the reliable one, always there. 

I said yes to everything, yes to every job. 

At the expense of friendships, social life... I 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 I was the boy next 

door type, but that was irrelevant to the operator. Andy explained to me, that 

they all think they know xibu!uifz!xbou-!cvu!uifz!epoǃu/!Uifzǃe!btl!gps!uif!Upn!

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 regardless what they wanted in their frenzied 

gboubtz!xifo!ejbmjoh!uif!bhfodz-!uifzǃe!cf!tp!ipu!boe!cpuifsfe!boe nervous 

and sfbez!cz!uif!ujnf!uif!ftdpsu!bssjwfe-!uibu!uifzǃe!cf!ibqqz!xjui!xipfwfr 

walked through the door; as long as the escort worked that moment well. 

So a potential client would phone in. A telephone operator would promise them 

fwfszuijoh!uifz!btlfe!gps-!bt!uifz!eftdsjcfe!uifjs!gsfo{jfe!gboubtz/!Uifzǃe!dbmm!

me first, above all the other boys, because I was always reliably at home and 

ready to work-!bmxbzt!ibqqz!up!ublf!uif!dbmm-!fwfo!xifo!J!xbtoǃu!ibqqz!up!ublf!

the call. I was there and I said yes. Reliably. 

The operator would say: 

 

ǆif!xbout!b!Upn!Dsvjtf!uzqfǇ! 

 

or,  

 

ǆhe xbout!b!Kfgg!Tuszlfs!uzqfǇ-  
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or,  

 

ǆhe wants someone to swing from the diboefmjfstǇ-  

 

or,  

ǆhe wants a nervous boy-next-epps!uzqfǇ-! 

 

boe!Jǃe!ublf!ijt!ovncfs-!boe!dbmm!uif!dmjfou/!)J!xbt!ofwfs!fwfs!up!hjwf!nz!ovncfs!

to the client ƿ boe!uijt!xbt!cfgpsf!dbmmfs!JE!xbt!b!uijoh/*!Jǃe!tfmm!nztfmg!ipxfwfs!

Jǃe!cffo!jotusvdufe-!boe!Jǃe!dmptf!uif!efbm/!J!xbt!b!hppe!dmptfs/!J!dpvme!sbjtf!ps!

lower inflections in my voice, I made good use of silences, and I could do over-

the-phone intimacy that would close the deal, guaranteed. I was good at this, 

like I was born to it. Like there was some kind of innate predator in me.  

Opu!joobuf-!cvu!tuvgg!Jǃe!mfbsned in my survivalist youth. 

Jǃe!qspnjtf!up!cf!xjui!ijn!jo!31!njovuft-!bmxbzt!31!njovuft!)fwfo!xifo!ju!

would take me an hour). The price and tip expected, was always arranged by 

the operator, I would never ever talk money with a client. Juǃt!opu!dmbttz-!svins 

the fantasy, and could also get me into legal trouble. 

Jǃe!dbmm!uif!pqfsbups!cbdl-!dpogjsn!uif!kpc-!hjwf!uif!beesftt/!Ju!xbt!bmxbzt!b!

good address, that was the advantage of being with the best agency. West End, 

and never south of the river, never ever south of the river. Raj had sent me to 

hppe!beesfttft-!cvu!uibu!xbt!kvtu!ebz!pof<!bt!Jǃe!xpslfe!nz!xbz!uispvhi!uif!

favorites in my first week or so, Raj would have started selling me cheap, and 

sending me to some far-flung dodgy places where gay escorts sipvmeoǃu!hp!jo!

1988. 

But Ambassador Escorts was the best, and only had good clients, reliable 

ftdpsut/!J!ejeoǃu!mppl!mjlf!Upn!Dsvjtf-!ps!mjlf!Kfgg!Tuszlfs-!cvu!uibu!ejeoǃu!nbuufs!

cfdbvtf!J!xbt!b!qspgfttjpobm/!Mjlf!b!dibnfmfpo-!Jǃe!bebqu-!dmjfou!up!dmjfou-!

imprint on the dmjfouǃt mood for a few hours, swing from the chandelier, fidget 

ofswpvtmz!xjui!nz!ǆB!up![Ǉ!nbq!cppl!ƿ whatever was needed to make a job 

work. 
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Pocket the money, venture home. 

 

I did on average three jobs a day, five days a week.  

For years.  

 

I amassed a small fortune, I had nothing to spend it on, no friends, no life. But I 

was independent, no Adam, no Gray. Jǃe!nffu!puifs!ftdpsut!bu!uijt!kpc!ps!uibu!

kpc-!pddbtjpobmmz!hsbc!b!esjol!ps!b!nfbm!xjui!uifn!bgufs!xfǃe!gjojtife!b!kpc<!

fraternizing with other escorts, whether they be Ambassador Escorts or not, 

was frowned upon. But it happened. This was how I learned of my reputation. I 

was getting all the jobs, making it harder for other boys to work. I 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 feared and wanted to 

cf!gsjfoet!xjui-!xboufe!up!eftuspz/!Xfmm!uifz!xboufe!up!eftuspz!nf-!uifo!uifzǃe!

meet me and be all confused by how much they liked me.  

My reputation grew within the industry. But I 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 I found odd, because it implied that clients 

xfsf!ofuxpsljoh!bnpohtu!fbdi!puifs-!tibsjoh!tupsjft!bcpvu!ftdpsut/!J!epoǃu!

think this happened, not before the internet, so I guess it was just word of 

mouth from agent to escort.  

I swung from the chandeliers, I adapted, but I was never really in my element 

doing that. I think my success was down to the sweet boy, unlike most other 

escorts, who tried so hard (bless them) to be the boy that swung from the 

chandeliers. I think I was charming, without knowing it, I think I brought out a 

qspufdujwf!tusfbl!jo!nboz!pg!uif!nfo!J!tbx/!Jǃn!tvsf!nboz!xfsf!ivhfmz!

disappointed when I arrived, but were overwhelmed by my very obvious 

innocence, and played along. 

Because really; I must have been awful. I never ever, felt like the porn star as I 

removed my clothes, I must have blushed till the room lit up. I must have 
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tripped in my own underpants, as I attempted the strip tease, probably with a 

look on my face uibu!tvhhftufe!Jǃe!sbuifs!cf!ijejoh!jo!b!dmptfu/! 

But something about me worked. 
 

And I worked.  
 

I worked like a pack horse, Mr. reliable, 5 days a week sat by my British 

Ufmfdpn!mboemjof-!xbudijoh!uijt!xfflǃt!fqjtpef!pg!Ezobtuz or Knots Landing.  

I wonder what people imagine, when they 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 

qsjpsjujtf/!Nboz!xfsf!sjdi<!nboz!xfsf!dsvfm!nboz!sfkfdufe!nf!cfdbvtf!J!xbtoǃu!

Tom Cruise or Jeff Stryker. Many were very kind. Some were strange; one 

would sit on my back, like he was riding a horse; he would say things, like what 

a strong man I 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!if!ejeoǃu!offe!up/!! 

Many others were businessmen visiting London; I knew nothing about them. I 

xpvmeoǃu!lopx!jg!uifz!xfsf!pvu-!ps!dmptfufe-!op!ejtdvttjpo!bcpvu!uifjs!lives or 

jobs. Lots of kissing, lots of loneliness. Lots of shame, after the sex, even 

during; I remember that. Shame about what they liked, what turned them on, 

what they had just done, what I 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. I 

had a feeling that it was a privilege to share it, but at the same time, it became 

just a part of the kpc/!J!epoǃu!uijol!J!lofx!bu!uif!ujnf-!kvtu!xibu an immense 

privilege it was. But I know I handled it well, I know they trusted the right person. 

Qfsibqt!uibuǃt!xibu!nbef!nf!tp!qpqvmbs/ 

Because, really, I was an awful escort. 
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I never enjoyed being naked, I never enjoyed my body, or theirs, I never enjoyed 

tfy/!J!qfsgpsnfe!csjmmjbou!pshbtnt-!J!nbef!bmm!uif!sjhiu!opjtft-!Jǃe!mfbsofe!gspn!

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 I could ruin that hour, or make it a 

perfectly timed hour. 

There was a great deal of investment in London property during the 1980s, 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. 

I 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 few times a year. 

Jǃn!ubmljoh!qmbtuic on the sofas, empty 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 

tqfbljoh!Bsbcjd/!Jǃe!cf!hftuvsfe!up!tju!bmpohtjef!uifn!po!uif!tpgb-!pgufo!oblfe-!

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 I sat naked on the sofa being 

ignored. Sometimes I would be ushered into a room toward the end of the hour, 

ps!pddbtjpobmmz-!J!xpvmeoǃu/!Uibxct!xpvme!cf!mjgufe, a little oral sex would occur, 

never stopping the conversation, then it was over.  

Odd jobs, but incredibly simple. I liked these jobs.  

And the money was phenomenal. 

After the orgasm, that had mostly been instructed by gestures, sometimes 

jnqpmjufmz-!Jǃd be expected to leave; quickly.  

Dismissed, with disgust.  
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I 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 I took, the 

most important thing was that I left quickly . 

J!ejeoǃu!lopx!b!uijoh!bcpvu!Bsbcjd!dvmuvsf-!ps!ipx!ipnptfyvbmjuz!gjuufe!joup!uibu!

picture, or the picture I was a part of. 

J!epoǃu!xbou!up!nblf!bttvnqujpot!about how women might be have been 

treated by these men. 

J!epoǃu!xbou!up!nblf!bttvnqujpot!bcpvu!ipw dogs might be treated by these 

men. 

J!xpvmeoǃu!nblf!bttvnqujpot!bcpvu!ipx!hbz!Xftufso!nfo!xfsf!usfbufe!cz!

these men. 

But I knew that gay prostitutes were without doubt at the very bottom of a kind 

of hierarchy. I was not treated rudely, as much as I was ignored, used and 

dismissed with disgust, then immediately forgotten. 

But I used them too, and one of my favorite memories of that time, was walking 

bdsptt!uif!mpccjft!pg!Mpoepoǃt!cftu!ipufmt!boe!bqbsunfou!cvjmejoht-!qbtu!

dpogmjdufe!tfdvsjuz!tubgg-!xip!lofx!fybdumz!xibu!Jǃe!cffo!vq!up-!xjui!b!qpdlfu!

stuffed full of hundred-dollar bills. 
 

Gosh I loved that feeling. 
 

J!epoǃu!fwfo!xbou!up!uijol!xiz/!J!kvtu!mpwfe!ju/!J!xpvme!qspcbcmz!mpwf!ju!kvtu!bt!

much today, it was a primal joy. 

Jo!uibu!Kvmjb!Spcfsut!ǆQsfuuz!XpnboǇ!ljoe!pg!xbz/ 

A third of everything earned was to be paid to Andy, including tips, every week. 

Every Monday in fact. I 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 I owed him, with my calculations. At no other time 

was the power game so vibrant, as during these Monday morning 

comparisons. The trust game was alive with danger. Was I declaring my tips? 

Had Andy spoken with the clients after the job, did they tell him how much tip 

uifzǃe!qbje!nf@!Xf!ofwfs!lofx-!cvu!Andy always boasted of his close, honest 



 

 124 

relationship with HIS clients, always HIS clients. It might have felt like I had had 

an intimate connection with a client, but Andy always corrected me, reminded 

me that they were his clients, that escorts were transient 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 I was, to a fault.  

J!xbt!Boezǃt!cftu!cpz-!ipoftu-!sfmjbcmf-!usvtuxpsuiz-!op!qjnqt!jo!boe!pvu!pg!nz!

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 

Boezǃt!cpzt!boe!hjsmt!xpvmd be told to show up at a tube station, within a half 

hour period of an agreed time. It was a different tube station each week, though 

always north west London/!Xfǃe!tipx!vq-!gjoe!Boez!qbslfe!pvutjef-!boe!iboe!

him our envelope full of cash. Ifǃe!difdl!up!tff!xf!xfsfoǃu!mfuujoh!pvstfmwft!

tmjq-!uibu!xf!xfsfoǃu!hfuujoh!gbu-!ps!pcwjpvtmz!epjoh!esvht/!Ifǃe!cf!ftqfdjbmmz!

jumpy on these days; not so much for us boys, but because the girls were 

always driven to the drop-off by a sinister looking stereotype, glaring resentfully 

bu!Boez!gps!ubljoh!uifjs!hjsmǃt!npofz!)bmtp!ljoe!pg!hmbsjoh!ibufgvmmz!bu!vt!cpzt-!jo!

an anti-gay way). A kind of polite nicety was exchanged as we dropped off our 

envelope, my envelope always being the fattest; uifo!xfǃe!mfbwf/!Boez!xpvme!

also difdl!up!tff!uibu!xf!xfsfoǃu!gsbufsoj{joh/!Jg!if!tbx!nf!tbz!ifmmp!up!bopuifs!

ftdpsu-!Jǃe!cf!rvj{{fe!mbufs-!bcpvu!ipx!J!lofx!ijn-!xibu!uif!obuvsf!pg!pvs!

acquaintanceship was. It would be nipped in the bud, with a stern reminder of 

the rules, and how the rules were in ovs!cftu!joufsftut-!boe!ipx!J!dpvmeoǃu!usvtu!

any of the other boys, they were deceitful, out for themselves, and only ever 

wanted something from me. 



 

 125 

Little friendships did happen; they were my only access to the world outside of 

my jobs. They wfsfoǃu!mbtujoh!gsjfoetijqt-!ps!hsfbu!poft/!Cvu!ju!xbt!b!mpofmz!mjgf-!

cfjoh!pof!pg!Boezǃt!cpzt/!Tp!J!uppl!bdrvbjoubodftijq!xifsf!J!dpvme!gjoe!ju/ 

I had a lot of money, but nothing to do with it. 

Holidays were out of the question; if I was away from work for upp!mpoh-!Jǃe!gbmm!

out of favor with the telephone operators; this was the fear used to keep us 

loyal. One weekend, on my two days off, I went to Amsterdam with another 

escort. I fell in love with that city, immediately. There was an innocence to it, 

that shone delightfully in my less than innocent world. I started to travel there 

every week; Iǃe spend my two days off there every week for a year. Herman 

owned a bed and breakfast that became my weekend home. Herman was like 

fwfsz!hbz!cpzǃt!cjh!hbz!cspuifs<!he was a kind, kind old leather queen, and he 

had a sex dungeon in the basement, not that I ever saw it, but it was his favorite 

qbtujnf<!uibu!boe!qmbzjoh!npuifs!up!ijt!hvftut/!Xfǃe!esjol!ufb!uphfuifs!boe!

ifǃe!ufmm!nf!bcpvu!ijt!mpoh!hbz!mjgf-!gvmm!pg!gbcvmpvt!tfy-!boe!bdujwjtn/!Uifo!ifǃe!

disappear off to ijt!cbtfnfou!xjui!b!upvsjtu-!boe!Jǃe!hp!xboefsjoh!bmpoh!uif!

canals. 

I fell in love, sort of, with a young man who thought I was the best looking, most 

dibsjtnbujd!qfstpo!ifǃe!fwfs!tffo/!Boe!if!upme!nf!tp!pgten. He had a 

boyfriend, a long term one, so our love was forbidden, and existed in long stolen 

kisses in nz!sppn!bu!Ifsnboǃt on the occasional evening. 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. 

I became friends with his friends, even with his boyfriend, who probably knew 

bmm-!boe!ejeoǃu!dbsf/!Ju!xbt!mpwfmz/!Ju!xbt!tvooz-!ibqqz!Bntufsebn!mjgf-!boe!ju!gfmu!

a bit like family. But I was awfully in love, like a teenager, and completely silly 

about it.  

Probably too silly. 
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I wanted more, and I got annoying. 

He started to manipulate me out of his life, and I just got more demanding and 

manipulative. I begged.  

I became that guy, that rejected teenager in first love.  

But it had been a lovely distraction from a very different life in London. A lovely 

nine months of love-filled family life and stolen kisses in Amsterdam, but it was 

to end. I 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. I felt used as a trophy beauty, a twinkling plaything for 

tpnfpofǃt!seven-year itch. 

And I 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 t o a European film premier at a documentary film festival, 

hosted in Amsterdam. 

I feature as the hero of the film, and the whole city has turned out to meet the 

charismatic activist protagonist. The after party, I find out, is hosted by a local 

wfovf!pxofs-!boe!ju!jt!op!puifs!uibo!nz!mpwfmz!Bntufsebn!mpwfs/!Ifǃt!pmefs-!tp!

am I, but he really is.  

A party, in my honor, the movie star hero, and hosted by the ex-boyfriend.  

J!mppl!hsfbu-!if!epftoǃu/! 

Such fun.  

Everyone should get the opportunity to stick it to the lover that broke their 

teenage heart in this way. I loved every minute of it. 

 

Uibuǃt!bmm/! 

 

Jǃmm continue. Because things were about to change in London. Andy would be 

hfuujoh!tjdl!xjui!BJET-!boe!ifǃe!cf!xboujoh!b!usvtufe!qspuˢhˢ!up!ublf!

responsibility of his legacy, to manage his business in his illness. 

And who else could he trust? 
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I was to be taken into his trust, into the secret home of Ambassador Escorts, 

and things would get ugly.  

Really ugly.   
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Chapter 11 

The Game is Afoot 

  

 

was naïve, no doubt, but smart at the same time. I knew I was being 

exploited, but I felt like I was getting what I wanted out of situations, so it was a 

gbjs!fydibohf/!J!ejeoǃu!lopx!uibu!tvssfoefsjoh!nz!dpouspm!mjlf!J!eje-!xbt!npsf!

about feeling safe, feeling looked after, feeling connected to something in all 

uif!mpofmjoftt!boe!ojijmjtn/!J!ejeoǃu!lopx!uibu!fwfsz!tnbmm!qjfdf!J!hbwf!jo!

exchange for this power game, eroded away at my self worth a little more, I 

ejeoǃu!lopx!uifo-!ipx!ju!xpvme!bee!vq/ 

I was smart enough to play the honest game, declare my tips, not steal clients, 

not work independently, be the most reliable boy, be there at the telephone five 

days a week, avoid holidays, friends, lovers. 

I kept a ledger of my earning each week, which became a client-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 Edgware road. 

Arabs in Grosvenor apartments 

I 
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Newsagent who lived with mum. 

It became a series of books; you know, because I was so busy, I was the 

busiest male escort in London. Minimum three jobs a day, five days a week, for 

years. 

Uibuǃt!b!mpu!pg!cpplt/ 

I thought it would come in handy someday. Jǃn!dbmdvmbufe!boe!dmfwfs!uibu!xbz/ 

I only saw Andy once a week, through the car window at the tube station on 

dpmmfdujpo!ebz/!Podf!ps!uxjdf!b!xffl-!if!xpvme!cf!nboojoh!uif!qipoft-!ifǃe!cf!

the telephone operator on duty, calling me with the jobs. He was slick, no 

nonsense-!tvdi!b!tbmftnbo/!If!xpvmeoǃu!upmfsbuf!sftqpotft!gspn!nf-!tvdi!bt:  

 

ǆJǃn!opu!uif!sjhiu!cpz!gps!uijt!kpcǇ-! 

or  

ǆHe wants something a bit different from me.Ǉ! 

 

There was no wrong person for the job, and I learned that, mastered that, fast. 

If!xbt!sjhiu<!uifz!bmxbzt!mjlfe!nf!xifo!J!tipxfe!vq-!fwfo!xifo!uifzǃe!

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. I 

was special. We were good together. And I did make more money those days. 

Andy would find a way to squeeze five or six jobs out of me on his days. 

Otherwise, I never saw him. My relationships with the other telephone operators 

were some of the closest relationships I had in my life. Althovhi!Jǃe!ofwfs!nfu!

them. I 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 I was the best boy, perhaps Andy had scared them into 

respecting me, treating me better than the others. They knew I 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 

uif!qipof!tpnfujnft-!ftqfdjbmmz!po!mbuf-!rvjfu!tijgut/!J!ejeoǃu!mjlf!ijn!nvdi-!cvu!

he seemed to like me, or he was lonely, and I was more likely to chat than the 
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others. I chatted because I 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. I also knew he was drunk a lot. And when I 

tbje!J!ejeoǃu!mjlf!ijn!nvdi-!juǃt!cfdbvtf!if!dpnnvojdbufe!mjlf!tpnfpof!xip!

was drunk a lot; self-indulgent, self-loathing, very uninterested in whoever he 

was talking to; just interested in having someone listen to it. Often very bullying 

and controlling. 

And once, I learned that the guy 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, I 

nfbo/!Qfsibqt!juǃt!cfuufs!up!tbz!cjuufs/!If!ibe!uif!ljoe!pg!hppe!mpplt!uibu!xpvme!

have worked brilliantly when he was younger, but now it just looked like bitter 

mjoft!esbxo!poup!b!zpvoh!cpzǃt!gbdf/!J!cfu!if!hpu!dpnnfout!b!mpu-!mjlf-! 

 

ǆzpv!nvtu!ibwf!cffo!b!mpwfmz!mppljoh!cpz-!J!dbo!ufmmǇ/! 

 

He was fit. This was the 80s, the AIDS epidemic was rife, so gay men 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!mfbsofe!uibu!if!ibe!cffo!Boezǃt!cftu!cpz<!jo!gbdu!he did still do jobs for Andy, 

but he was a little past his sell-cz!ebuf-!ps!b!mjuumf!pvu!pg!Boezǃt!gbwps/!It seems, 

being graduated from doing jobs to manning the phones was in fact a way of 

being put out to pasture. Uibu!xbt!uif!mppl!J!tbx!po!Nbslǃt!gbdf; that was the 

cjuufsoftt-!boe!uibuǃt!xibu!J!ifbse!cfijoe!uif!bmdpipm/ 

Past use by, and out to pasture. 

With the added touch of a loyal groomee; someone who had been under the 

hsppnfsǃt!uivnc!gps!tp!mpoh-!uifz!ibe!wfsz!mjuumf!mfgu!pg!tfmg/!Bo!pcfejfou!tifml. 

J!bmtp!mfbsofe!if!xbt!Boezǃt!ex-boyfriend. 

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 an all-night shift, I was having another 

one of those conversations with Mark on the phone.  

Entirely unpleasant. 

Jǃe!nvdi!sbuifs!cf!xbudijoh!Ezobtuz!ps!Loput!Mboejoh-!cvu!zpv!ofwfs!ufmm!b!

lonely unkind drunk who is responsible for your livelihood, that you have to go ƿ 

ftqfdjbmmz!xifo!uibu!esvol!lopxt!zpv!bjoǃu!hpjoh!bozxifsf/! 

His dilemma tijt!qbsujdvmbs!fwfojoh!xbt!uibu!ifǃe!svo!pvu!pg!bmdpipm-!boe!

dpvmeoǃu!mfbwf!uif!pggjdf-!cfdbvtf-!pcwjpvtmz-!if!xbt!po!evuz-!boe!Boez!xpvme!

never tolerate the phones being unmanned, ever. 

My existence would pivot on this next moment; and I knew it. I always 

recognised these moments. Like seeing the future. 

He asked me to bring around a quart of bourbon.  

I was so not in the habit of saying no to telephone operators. I imagine I was 

silent for a moment, stunned. Apparently, the office address that had been a 

mystery from me for years, were only a short walk from where I lived, and this 

revelation of a very sacred secret got me very scared. This was a change that 

scared me, the earth off of its byjt/!J!lofx!uifsfǃe!cf!dpotfrvfodft-!boe!J!lofx!

iu!xbt!b!qjfdf!pg!jogpsnbujpo!uibu!dpvmeoǃu!cf!voifbse/ 

The bullying and coercion of a manipulative unhappy drunk who knew the 

power he held, began to unravel on this lonely late night, and I stupidly stupidly, 

found myself walking a quart of bourbon from the off license, over to the 

famous secret offices of Ambassador Escorts. 

J!uipvhiu!J!xbt!tnbsu-!cvu!ju!xbt!ujnft!mjlf!uijt!uibu!J!lofx!J!xbtoǃu/ 

It was times like this that I saw a glimmer, just a glimmer, of who I 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 I knew my stupidity. My greed. I 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 I 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 lighting, 

kind of spooky.  

Mark was drunk, needy.  

Horny. 

J!ejeoǃu!tbz!op-!boe!ju!xbt!bxgvm/!J!xbt!bxbsf!pg!ijt!qpxfs!pwfs!nf!bt!b!

telephone operator, as a confidaou!pg!Boezǃt-!bt!b!qfstpo!J!tibsfe!bo!bxgvm!

secret with, a betrayal in fact. I wanted him to think I fancied him too, I wanted 

him to keep this secret from Andy, I wanted him to continue giving me jobs. I 

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 place to put his 

cock, occasionally reminding me how good he was at this, or reminding me 

how much I liked this, though never looking at me. Drunken half-closed eyes 

stabbing at an unwelcoming hole. 

I was bleeding after, and he looked genuinely disturbed by this, but I made sure 

if!ejeoǃu!gffm!upp!cbe!bcpvu!ju-!ejtnjttfe!ju/ 

No one ever saw emotion from me, unless it suited me, usually rehearsed, so 

if!qspcbcmz!cfmjfwfe!Jǃe!ibe!b!hppe!fyqfsjfodf/!J!njhiu!ibwf!fwfo!upme!ijn!tp/!

Jǃn!hppe!bu!uibu/ 

I went home, the earth still off its axis.  
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Chapter 12 

Penance at Pinewood Studios 

 

 

bout a week later, I was summoned to the offices. Over the phone, Andy 

snidely asked if I remembered how to get there. 

Tijt!xbtoǃu!hpjoh!up!cf!qmfbtbou/ 

I arrived, and the offices looked very different in the day. Light streamed in quite 

beautifully through gorgeous green oaks outside. 

Mark was there, and he sat beside Andy, I was sitting opposite them. Not 

dissimilar to the set up when Andy had first interviewed me. 

I wondesfe!xiz!Nbsl!xbtoǃu!tjuujoh!cftjef!nf-!uif!uxp!obvhiuz!cpzt-!cvu!Boez!

xbt!bmxbzt!tvsqsjtjoh-!boe!Jǃn!tvsf!if!ibe!b!sfbtpo!gps!ju/!Qspcbcmz-!ju!ibe!up!ep!

with preventing any camaraderie between Mark, finding an intimacy in our 

shared betrayal. Better we were pitted against each other. 

Andy knew, Mark had told him the truth it seems; probably driven by a fear that I 

xpvme!ep!ju!gjstu/!Ipoftumz-!Jǃe!cffo!tqfoejoh!tpnf!gsbvhiu!ipvst!qsfufoejoh!ju!

had never happened. 

I was scolded. I was assured Mark had been scolded too. Nbslǃt!qvojtinfou!

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 jobs for me, I was to 

man the phones as a telephone operator, two nights a week, one day a week. 

A 
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Sfqmbdjoh!Nbslǃt!tijgut-!dbvtjoh!ijn!up!sftfou!nf/!No more jobs, no more 

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. 

I knew no other life, no other authority, no other security. No other way of 

xpsljoh-!boe!bnje!bmm!pg!uijt-!J!xboufe!up!xjo!Boezǃt!gbwps!cbdl/! 

I know how that sounds. I feel so stupid. 

I fought a little.  

I went home so angry, so manipulated, seething with anger at my lack of 

options, positively seething. But I felt trapped. 

But I wrestled anyway. 

Through a friend of a friendly neighbor, I got a second job working as a waiter 

at Pinewood studios. I knew nothing about waiting tables, or working regularly. 

Pinewood studios was a million miles away from where I lived, and the daily 

commute was ridiculous. I could have worked anywhere; everyone loved me, I 

was clever, amazingly handsome and charismatic, adorned with white privilege. 

Gosh I was even well-educated. I had loads of money.  

But I was frightened and felt worthless, skill-less, stupid. Nihilistic.  

J!eje!uif!tijgut!bu!Boezǃt/!J!xpslfe!bu!Qjofxppe!tuvejps, as a way of saying fuck 

zpv!up!Boez-!bt!b!xbz!pg!tipxjoh!if!ejeoǃu!dpouspm!nf/ 

He must have found it amusing, though; I think he noticed it. His other boys 

xpvmeoǃu!ibwf!fyfsdjtfe!tvdi!b!ejtqmbz!pg!willful independence. I bet Mark 

never did. 

At Pinewood Studios, I met Kylie Minogue, my icon, who was filming her 

ǆTipdlfeǇ!nvtjd!wjefp!uifsf!bu!uif!ujnf/!J!nfu!Sjemfz Scott too, who drew a 

sketch of an Alien onto the paper tablecloth for me. I kept it for years. 

J!xpoefsfe!jg!Jǃe!hfu!ejtdpwfsfe!ifsf- I wondered if my fortune and glory lay in a 

gvuvsf!cpso!pvu!pg!uijt!ujnfmjof-!sbuifs!uibo!Boezǃt/! 
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People often told me how talented I was, how handsome, clever, charismatic I 

xbt<!uifz!ejeoǃu!lopx!xibu!J!xbt!tvqqptfe!up!cf!epjoh-!cvu!ju!xbtoǃu!uijt-!

something... else. This had always happened. Teachers at school, bosses in the 

department store in Melbourne, escort clients, Hollywood people. Kylie believed 

ju!pg!nf-!Jǃn!tvsf/!Sjemfz!upp/!Nbepoob!efgjojufmz!xpvme!ibwf!tffo!ju!jo!nf!ibe!

we met, I know it. Sometimes I was offered things; invitations, opportunities. 

But I 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!uibu-!gspn!ijt!xpsme/!Uibuǃt!ipx!J!xpslfe/ An opportunity be offered 

elsewhere@!J!dpvmeoǃu!cfdbvtf!J!dpvmeoǃu!mfbwf!uif!esbnb!nz!gsjfoe!xbt!ibwjoh!

that life that I was embroiled in. 

A different timeline might have panned out from Pinewood studios, but my 

ifbe!xbt!bu!Boezǃt/!J!tffuife!xjui!bohfs!bu!cfjoh!dpouspmmfe!cz!ijn-!boe!J!

needed to win. I needed his games, his world, I needed the normalcy and the 

security he provided. Gosh, I needed his approval probably. 

I know how that sounds. I hate myself.  

My Pinewood studios tantrum worked, and Andy began to be kinder to me. 

More time passed and the suggestion that I could return to escorting was on 

the table again, plus, there was something else that would put the earth on 

another tilt. 

J!sfuvsofe!up!ftdpsujoh-!tujmm!epjoh!uif!ufmfqipoft!upp/!Nbsl!ibe!cffo!Boezǃt!

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. 

I felt important, like I was rising in the ranks of power. 

Boez!xbt!jmm!xjui!BJET-!cvu!tujmm!gvodujpojoh!wfsz!xfmm/!If!ejeoǃu!hfofsbuf!

tznqbuiz!bcpvu!ju<!uibu!xbtoǃu!Boez/!Cvu!uifre was a whiff  in the air of his 

legacy, who would inherit the agency. This played well in an unspoken way 
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between Mark and me. I was winning favor currently, but I was new blood, Mark 

had the long history with Andy. A new game was afoot. 

I enjoyed manning the phones. It was a salesmanship skill like no other, plus I 

enjoyed the authority. I did a lot of shifts, and Andy trusted me completely now. 

The clients began to form a relationship, over the phones, with me, and I 

encouraged it. I groomed them. I groomed them away from Andy who was 

(ever increasingly) too unwell to man the phones and maintain his relationship 

with them. It blurred a little, whether Ambassador Etdpsut!xbt!Boezǃt!ps///!ebsf!

I say it mine? The clients trusted me with their shameful fantasies, and to find 

the right boy or girl to delight them. I had my own clients too, and I could select 

the best ones, the wealthiest, the most filthy, who compensated for their filth 

and shame with big big money. 

Yes, I was losing my innocence somewhat. 

And thank goodness; innocence had not served me well. I needed to be harder, 

more streetwise, unfoolable. Hard, cynical. That would help me survive the 

Andys of this world.  

 

The Adams. The Grays. 

 

As I learned more about the business, as I battled out the power struggle with 

Nbsl-!bt!J!efbmu!xjui!Boezǃt!hbnft-!J!hsfx!vq-!J!dibohfe/ 

Andy got more ill with AIDS, but I did not feel sympathy for him at the time. He 

was a monster, playing with Mark and me like chess pieces, delighting in the 

glee of it as he played. Mark was just as much a chess piece as I was, and he 

was a nasty player too. He despised me, the usurper, moving in on his 

joifsjubodf-!bgufs!bmm!uif!zfbst!pg!xpsl!ifǃe!qvu!jo-!bgufs!mptjoh!ijt!mpplt-!bgufs!

being put out to pasture, after foevsjoh!Boezǃt!hbnft-!gps!zfbst!mpohfs!uibo!J!

had. 

I 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 caught up in, uif!ujnf!xfǃe!jowftufe-!uif!
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erosion of our self-xpsui!cz!Boezǃt!bxgvmoftt/!Xf!xfsf!cpui!qspcbcmz!ojijmjtujd!

boe!ebnbhfe!up!tubsu!xjui-!uif!ljoe!pg!qsfz!uibu!bsf!buusbdufe!up!Boezǃt!xfc/!

Mark drank more and more, and bitched and bitched; he was not playing this 

game well. He too, was HIV positive, I learned. And becoming ill with it. It was a 

death sentence in the 80s, and the world was not kind to the people who had it. 

Even the people who had it were 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 health checkup. Even the frigid 

ones. 

And I knew that one of my checkups would deliver me the same news, the 

same fate. Opu!ofdfttbsjmz!cfdbvtf!Jǃe!ublfo!sjtlt!J!xbt!bxbsf!pg<!but because 

jg!zpvǃsf!hbz!jo!uif!91t-!uibu!kvtu!ibqqfofe!up!zpv/!Jǃe!had sex with more than 

2,000 clients in the 2 years since I first met Andy, and all of them safe; by that I 

mean condoms were an absolute, and I never failed. Never. I was the 

consummate professional. Uijt!xbtoǃu!uif!dbtf however jo!nz!qfstpobm!mjgf/!Jǃe!

had sex with 3, maybe 4 people in my personal (non-escorting) life, Mark 

included. The lovely Arthur in Hollywood. One, gosh two was it, in Melbourne? 

Uiftf!ibe!cffo!npsf!dpnqmjdbufe!uibo!uif!ftdpsu!xpsl-!boe!Jǃe!cffo!mftt!

capable of condom vigilance with these encounters, these complex, confusing 

encounters. 

We can avoid the sexual health checkups for so long, before some symptoms 

drive you there. 

And one of these visits, one of these checkups, would shift the earth on its axis 

for me once more. Proper tilt. 

The day you get your diagnosis. 
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Chapter 13 

Sleeping with the Enemy 

  

 

was surprised when I was told. I actually was not expecting it. 

Jǃe!cffo!jo!dsjtjt!npef!tjodf!bhf!7-!boe!ibwjoh!uif!qsftfodf!pg!njoe!up!

dpotjefs!dpotfrvfodft!ejeoǃu!dpnf!obuvsbmmz!up!nf/!Plus:  

you know:  

J!ejeoǃu!dbsf/ 

I was surprised that it hit me so hard. Not that I had it. 

J!ejeoǃu!bdu!tvsqsjtfe!uipvhi. 

Xifo!uif!epdups!bu!Tu!Nbszǃt!Xpsljoh!Nfo!qspkfdu!gps!hbz!tfy!xpslfst-!upme!nf!

I was HIV positive, I did not act surprised. I know this, not from memory, but 

gspn!uif!epdupsǃt!sftqpotf-!xijdi!xbt!npsf!memorable than anything I was 

feeling (my nihilism overrides any real emotions).  

 

ǆZpvǃsf!wfsz!qijmptpqijdbm!bcpvu!juǇ-! 

 

he said. 

If!tffnfe!tvsqsjtfe/!Jǃn!tvsf!if!ejbhoptfe!b!mpu!pg!qfpqmf-!tvsfmz!nz!

response was not that uncommon. 

Jǃwf!op!jefb!ipx!J!bdued, I have a skewed memory of that day. But no doubt, I 

acted nonchalant, nothing affected me, Mr. cool. If I had an authentic emotion I 

was hardly going to trust another person with it. 

Nbzcf!J!ejeoǃu!dbsf-!bvuifoujdbmmz/ 

I 
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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 I will recant to you will be facts, because I honestly have no memories of 

feeling any emotions that day. Only that things seemed bizarre and dreamlike.  

I found myself walking home. I suddenly realized I was close to home, a long 

way from the hospital; I had no memory of getting there, but I knew I had 

xbmlfe!uif!foujsf!xbz/!Ju!nvtu!ibwf!ublfo!ipvst/!J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!gffmjoh!ujsfe-!

or the route I took, or waiting for traffic lights, or anything. 

J!kvtu!ǆdbnf!upǇ!dmptf!up!ipnf/ 

I was conscious that I 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 at the Hampshire 

hotel in Leicester Square. We always ate first, or walked. I knew Mr. Hardy 

xbtoǃu!ijt!sfbm!obnf-!cfdbvtf!if!upme!nf-!cvu!if!ofwfs!upme!nf!ijt!sfbm!obnf-!

or even a first name, real or otherwise, to call him by. It was always 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 I 

ejeoǃu!cfmpoh!po/!Cvu!if!xbt!hmbe!fopvhi!J!xbt!po!this detour now, it suited 

ijn/!Ifǃe!ibwf!mjlfe!up!ublf credit for whatever I might later become. But for 

now, it was perfect that I was escorting. Of course. He was infatuated with me, 

they very often were, but Mr. Hardy was more dedicated than the rest. 

He told me way too often, how he loved his wife and children, how this thing we 

ibe!)xf!ejeoǃu!ǆibwfǇ!b!uijoh*-!cvu!uibu!uijt!uijoh!xf!ibe-!ibe!opuijoh!up!xjui!ijt!

love for them. 
 

I nodded and smiled a lot in my job, as if I 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. I was big time into Madonna, who had 
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kvtu!sfmfbtfe!ifs!gjmn!ǆJo!Cfe!with Nbepoob<!Usvui!ps!EbsfǇ-!boe!J!xbt!qptjujwfmz!

fanatical. Just like every other person on the planet in 1991. I raved about her, 

about how no one else in the world had made a film like this before. Mr. Hardy 

xpvme!cbml-!boe!ufbdi!nf!bcpvu!Cpc!Ezmboǃt!ǆEpoǃu!Mppl!CbdlǇ!gspn!2:78-!boe!

delight in putting everything back into perspective for me. I 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 familiar 

lovers. I would shower and go the toilet with the bathroom door open, 

dpoujovjoh!uif!dpowfstbujpo-!boe!uijt!xbt!b!tbdsfe!qbsu!pg!ijt!gboubtz/!Xfǃe!fbu!

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.  

Ifǃe!qspcbcmz!ibwf!mjlfe!gps!nf!up!tubz!pwfs-!cvu!J!ofwfs!eje!uibu/!Pwfsojhiu!kpct!

were good money (and Andy liked us to do them) but I never did. Too intimate, 

or something. I could never sleep with a person next to me. I needed to be 

hyper-vigilantly bmfsu!bu!bmm!ujnft-!xifo!J!xbtoǃu!bmpof/!Jǃn!tvsf!Mr. Hardy would 

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. 

The nights gjojtife!xjui!tfy-!cvu!J!dboopu!sfnfncfs!ju<!Jǃn!tvsf!if!dboǃu!fjuifs/!

Ju!xbtoǃu!sfmfwbou-!kvtu!b!dpvsufpvt!boe!fyqfdufe!xbz!up!foe!uif!fwfojoh/ 

It was Mr. Hardy I was booked to see on this, very strange day I was having. 

At home, after my long walk from my diagnosis, I must have sat, still, numb. 

Memory is difficult. I do remember weighing up if I work tonight or not; the 

fuijdt!pg!ju-!npsf!uibo!bo!bttfttnfou!pg!nz!dbqbcjmjujft/!J!ibe!BJET/!)J!ejeoǃu-!

not yet; at this point I was simply HIV positive, but it made little difference really 

jo!2::2/*!Ep!zpv!hp!up!tff!b!sfhvmbs!xifo!zpvǃwf!hpu!BJET@! 
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Ep!zpv!ufmm!Boez@!Ifǃe!cf!bcmf!up!botxfs!uibu!rvftujpo!bu!mfbtu<!jg!zpv!offefe!b!

business-like, unemotional answer to an ethical problem I was lucky to have 

Andy, he was perfect. But no, too complicated to tell him. 

I would do the job. 

 

So I did.  

I remember being with him. We saw a film: Sleeping with the Enemy, Julia 

Roberts at the Leicester Square Empire. (The irony of that title was lost on me 

at the time). I remember not being able to focus, I was thinking about HIV all 

uif!xbz!uispvhi/!Jǃwf!op!jefb!jg!Mr. Ibsez!opujdfe<!J!ijef!uijoht!xfmm-!Jǃn!b!

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 I told him. 
 

J!ejeoǃu!qmbo!up-!cvu!Jǃe!ibe!tvdi!b!ebz-!boe!J!kvtu!upme!ijn-!J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz/!

Stupid. Why would a sex worker tell his client that he was HIV positive, on the 

same day he was diagnosed?  
 

Stupid. 
 

J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz-!boe!J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!ufmmjoh!ijn-!ps!nz thought processes 

beforehand.  

J!epoǃu!lopx!jg!J!dsjfe/!J!ofwfs!dsz!jo!gspou!pg!qfpqmf-!fwfs-!tp!ju!jt!jodsfejcmz!

unlikely. 

But I have a memory that I did. I think. 

No surely not, I would never. 

But it feels like I did, I think I did. 

His reaction was historic. Iconic.  
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J!epoǃu!lopx!xibu!dmjfout!bsf!tvqqptfe!up!bdu!mjlf!xifo!uif!ftdpsu!uifzǃwf!cffo!

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 disease. No cure, just death. An 

awful death. Painful, slow and without dignity. 

J!epoǃu!lopx!xibu!ijt!sfbdujpo!tipvme!ibwf!cffo-!cvu!ju!xbtoǃu!uibu/ 

He was calm, unaffected. He sat me down in a chair, he demanded my 

attention (because I was a bit all over the place, certainly not looking anywhere 

near his face).  

He got my attention and sat me down. He talked to me. 

If!upme!nf!if!ejeoǃu!dbsf-!J!xbt!tujmm!uif!tbnf/!If!upme!nf!ju!nbef!op!

ejggfsfodf/!If!upme!nf!if!xbtoǃu!xpssjfe!gps!ijntfmg-!xfǃe!bmxbzt!cffo!tbgf/ 

He asked if I wanted a bath. 

(Dirty bastard.) 

He asked if I wanted to go home. 

He asked if I wanted to stay the night. 

If!btlfe!jg!ju!xpvme!cf!ifmqgvm!jg!xf!ibe!tfy<!up!qspwf!uibu!if!xbtoǃu!gsfblfe!

pvu-!up!qspwf!if!xbtoǃu!tdbsfe!pg!nz!ejtfbtf/ 

This was all shocking to me. 

I sat there a long time, my memory fails me.  

I did go home, after a long time. Fell asleep. 

That was the day I found out I would die of AIDS.  
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Chapter 14 

Escaping the Groom, Round Two 

 

 

dboǃu!sfnfncfs!ipx!Boez!dbnf!up!lopx!J!xbt!IJW!qptjujwf/!J!uijol!xfǃwf!

ftubcmjtife!uipvhi-!uibu!ju!xbtoǃu!b!tfdsfu!J!xbt!hsfbu!bu!lffqjoh/ 

Boezǃt!sfbdujpo!xbtoǃu!xibu!J!fyqfdufe!fjuifs/! 

It hit him hard. 

Cvu!Boez!epftoǃu!tipx!fnpujpo!boz!cfuufs!uibo!J/ 

It took some figuring out, but I think he felt he was responsible. He started 

being kinder to me. Mark was exiled from his life, the power struggle about who 

xpvme!xjo!Boezǃt!mfhbdz-!uijt!qspgjubcmf!ftdpsu!bhfodz!fnqjsf-!xbt!pwfs/!J!xbt!

officially the new favorite. I 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 competition 

(how to destroy them would be more accurate; Andy was heartless.) He taught 

me the ropes, top to bottom, keeping no secrets. 

Ju!tffnfe!ljoe/!Jǃe!ofwfs!lopxo!ijn!up!cf!tp!vohvbsefe-!tp!vo-manipulative. 

He developed a seething hatred of Mark, I never knew why. He told me his 

plans to ruin him, he told me some silly plans he had; if he mailed some cocaine 

to Marks letter box, anonymously, Mark would be suspicious, but his desire to 

hfu!ijhi!xpvme!cf!tuspohfs<!ifǃe!ep!uif!esvht-!boe!boz!esvht!uibu!Boez!tfou/ 

I 
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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!jo!nz!ifbe<!eje!Boez!uijol!uibu!Jǃe!caught HIV from 

Mark? On his premises, in his offices, under his government? Did he feel 

responsible for that? 

It seemed to make more sense. 

Ifǃe!qvojtife!vt!cpui!bu!uif!ujnf-!jo!bohfs-!ivsu!cz!uif!cfusbzbm<!cvu!jo!ujnf-!if!

saw me for the naïve player in the 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. 

Jǃe!xpo!uif!cbuumf-!boe!bmm!ju!had cost me was a few years of suffering under his 

manipulation, a friendless lonely life and a terminal illness that would kill me 

before I turned 23. 
 

Fabulous. 

 

It would cost me more than that though. 
 

I should have known better than to expect Andy to be capable of constant 

kindness. B!mfpqbse!epftoǃu!dibohf!jut!tqput-!boe!Boez!xbt!upp!mpoh!jo!uif!

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 sense, as he became more ill; he could 

better manage the business if he lived there. 

He insisted I move into the offices too. There was a bedsit directly above the 

office, which he rented for me. I managed everything, and he managed me, 

watching all I did, refusing to surrender control, unhappy with every choice I 

made, needing urgently to correct and fine tune every thing I did, every decision 

I made. When I answered the phones, he would listen in, put the client on hold 
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while he told me how to speak differenumz-!dmptf!uif!efbm!cfuufs/!Uifo!ifǃe!ublf!

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 I left the building, he 

ejtbqqspwfe-!jg!J!ibe!b!wjtjups-!ifǃe!joufswfof!boe!hfu!sje!pg!uifn/!Jg!J!tqplf!up!

uif!nbjm!nbo-!ifǃe!xbou!up!lopx!xibu!xf!tqplf!pg/!If!mjtufofe!jo!po!bmm!uie 

business call, and had a special speaker installed in his bedroom, so he could 

hear me working all the time. He became obsessed. When I showered, he 

banged his roof with a broomstick, yelling for me to be faster, if the phones 

were unmanned. The same with the toilet. He became paranoid and convinced 

that I was being deceitful, in all things.  

The worm was turning back, trust vanished. 

He accused me of betraying him from the start. 

I was no longer going to inherit the agency, that was no longer fair. The 

business, the agency, Ambassador Escorts had all been transferred into my 

name, kvtu!bt!Jǃe!xboufe-!but I was to pay him a 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!npsf!zfbst-!bu!mfbtu/!Jg!if!mjwfe/!Boe!J!gfbsfe!ifǃe!hp!po!boe!po-!xsbui!

and paranoia keeping him alive as he physically deteriorated into a skinny, 

boney frightening AIDS monster, croaking abuse from his bed, banging the 

ceiling angrily with his broomstick, hating me, distrusting me. 

And I allowed him to do this. 
 

J!epoǃu!lopx!xiz/ 

No; I do know why. I was the victim of grooming, obviously, but the uglier 

reason is my greed. 
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I wanted the agency, I wanted him to die. I wanted this to end, I wanted 

freedon!gspn!ijn-!cvu!Jǃe!qvu!jo!tp!nvdi!pg!nz!ujnf-!Jǃe!tpme!nz!foujsf!mjgf!up!

him, my innocence. Jǃe!tbdsjgjdfe!mpwf!boe!gsjfoetijq!gps!uijt!nbo- Jǃe!tbdsjgjdfe!

my youth for this mission, this game; I was not going to abandon it so close to 

uif!foe-!bgufs!bmm!Jǃe!hjwfo!vq!gps!uijt!qvstvju/!J!ibe!opuijoh-!opuijoh!mfgu-!kvtu!b!

slow death to look forward to, and I was not going to walk away from this, this 

was all I had, all I knew, awful though it was. He was literally on his deathbed, 

and I had nothing left thanks to him. I was friendless, and fucked up about sex, 

and I was dying of AIDS too.  

This was our intimacy, our bliss. This was familiar to me, it made sense.  

I ran the business slickly, I ran it well. Perfectly. The nurse Andy employed kept 

ijn!gvodujpojoh!gspn!ijt!cfe-!boe!bu!uif!foe!pg!fbdi!ebz-!Jǃe!tju!xjui!ijn-!uif!

dying AIDS monster, while he abused me some more (though disguised as 

kindness and guidance), before escaping to my room upstairs. All other 

telephone operators disappeared, freaked out by this freak show the office had 

become, our insane circus run by Andy and David. We 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. I would venture out when I 

had to, though Andy despised it, sure I was up to something duplicitous, though 

I 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 I stayed, paying my debts, running the business, tending to his illness, 

waiting for him to die.  

If!xpvme!ofwfs!ejf-!J!lofx!ju/!Xfǃe!cpui!ejf!uifsf/!Uxp!BJET!npotufst-!

abandoned and forgotten by the world that hated them anyway. The ending 

they both deserved, the ending the world wanted. 

I served him.  
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I became like him; I was a tyrant with the escorts, I demanded they work harder, 

I grilled them about their jobs, convinced they were not declaring tips, or 

stealing clients from me. When I did the Monday collections at the tube station, 

I could see how my appearance and manner frightened thfn/!Cvu!J!ejeoǃu!dbsf- I 

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.  

I was becoming ill too, but not so much because of AIDS, but because of my 

isolation, and the terror I knew each day. Paranoia was my companion, and my 

self-loathing I 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 source, it 

destroyed me as earnestly as it fueled me.  

This would only end one way, and that was with his death, or mine, and I no 

longer cared which happened first.   
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Chapter 15 

 

Escapism and Hedonism and Car Crashes:  

Trade Nightclub 

 

 

ollecting the money from the escorts each Monday was one of my 

highlights. They were all nice to me, obviously, I had the power to make or break 

them, just as Andy had to me. And I liked it when people were nice to me, 

xibufwfs!uif!sfbtpo/!Cvu!J!epoǃu!uijol!J!xbt!ejtjohfovpvt/!Fwfo!bu!nz!xpstu-!J!

was still likeable David. Even as I was power hungry and manipulative, bitchy or 

defensive, my likeable vulnerability shone through to most. Even as the 

voqpqvmbs!lje!jo!tdippm-!Jǃe!cf!bepqufe!cz!uif!dppmftu!nptu!bevmu!tuvefout-!ljoe!

of like a pet project, kept safe under their wing. That was a theme in my life, and 

one of the reasons I could get 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. 

Uif!gbnjmz!uibu!sbjtfe!nf!ibeoǃu-!cvu!uif!ofjhicpst did. The bullies at school 

ejeoǃu-!cvu!uif!dppm!ljet!eje/!Mjgf!ejeoǃu!xpsl!pvu!gps!nf!bmxbzt-!cvu!uifsf!xbt!

bmxbzt!tpnfpofǃt!xjoh!up!cf!qspufdufe!voefs-!J!dpvme!sfmz!po!uibu/! 

At the collection point each week, by the tube station, an odd power game 

unfolefe/!Uif!hjsmtǃ!qjnqt!espqqfe!uifn!pgg!jo!uifjs!CNXt-!hmbsfe!bu!nf!xjui!

undisguised hatred; but not the hatred you fear. The hatred of a person that 

C 
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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 that vulnerability in me; they knew the pimp 

sfmbujpotijq-!uifz!lofx-!fwfo!jg!J!ejeoǃu-!uibu!J!xbt!usbqqfe!xjuijo!uibu!tbnf!

game with Andy. I was so young and handsome and baby faced, 

uncomfortable in my own skin as I played stand-off at the tube station with 

their pimps. 

David and the pimp Goliaths. 
 

And the boys. 
 

Uif!cpzt!xfsf!mpwfmz/!J!sfbmmz!mjlfe!uifn/!J!ibeoǃu!bu!gjstu-!cvu!Jǃe!dpnf!up!lopx!

the vulnerability that is behind the hardness of a gay male escort. These were 

the best of the best, when it camf!up!Mpoepoǃt!ftdpsut-!Boez!xpvme!ibwf!op!

less; nor would I, and Andy had trained me well. These boys were loyal; perhaps 

manipulated into that loyalty, perhaps governed by fear, but loyalty was the 

result. These boys were professional, slick, no drama. None were as innocent 

as I had been: and it is right to say I 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 

that kills zpv/!Vtvbmmz!b!njtublf!uibuǃt!bmsfbez!cffo!nbef-!opu!pof!zfu!up!

happen.  

The innocence was in plethora of compliments for appearance or sexual 

performance, existing in a vacuum of compliments on personality traits.  It 

xbtoǃu!pgufo!uibu!pofǃt!tljmmt!ps!ublents or dreams, or desires or anything were 

affirmed, complimented, or part of a conversation that happened in 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 lifestyle, where ones finely tuned survival skills 

cfdpnf!ibse!fnpujpobm!dbmmvtft/!Uifo!zpvǃsf!39-!uifo!zpvǃsf!43-!uifo!zpvǃsf!51-!
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and you still have no education or work experience, and you are older than the 

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. And available. 
 

Great, eternal currencies. 
 

That is what greeted me on Mondays at the collection point, at the tube station. 

I truly believed that they were lucky to be in my employ, I truly believed that they 

were safer with me than out there on the streets, or with Raj. I was their 

protector, and even though I was the ripe old age of 23, they saw me as a safe 

parent figure. And despite my trauma, my youth; I settled into that role 

convincingly. I believed it too, as I played the loyalty game with them that Andy 

had taught me, as I sent them out to work for me, to sell their sex for my gain.  

Jǃe!cfdpnf!uif!qsfebups!hsppnfs<!cvu!tbx!nztfmg!bt!uif!hppe!hvz-!uifjs!

protector. 

Uifz!mjlfe!nf!upp-!uiftf!cpzt-!uif!pme!poft-!uif!zpvoh!poft/!Uifz!tipvmeoǃu!

have, but they did, and I loved them the way predators feel they possess their 

prey. They were the only other humans I saw in my prison hell with Andy. It felt 

like family, it felt like familiarity; even though I maintained my authority, even 

though they knew the slightest betrayal meant the relationship died 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 I 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 an after-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 I was free to 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 rebellion; Blitz and Taboo 

were the hottest clubs, they ruled the nightlife in London then. Leigh Bowery, 

Boy George and the Culture 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!voxboufe-!uif!poft!uibu!ejeoǃu!gju!jo/!Late 80s, early 

90s was Kinky Gerlinky, pure hedonism at the Café De Paris, and at the Empire 

Mfjdftufs!Trvbsf/!Juǃe!cf!xspoh!up!dbmm!uifn!hbz!dmvct<!hbz!nfbou!tpnfuijoh!

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 gays were there, sure, because obviously gay was 

taboo then. But the fem gays really had nowhere to fit in. AIDS had made being 

hbz!xpstf-!tp!ǆnbtd!dvmuvsfǇ!efwfmpqfe-!xifre we gay men started denying our 

femininity with  a new fervor, mimicking masculinity in all its forms in an awful 

cfusbzbm!boe!efojbm!pg!pvs!bvuifoujd!tfmwft-!vshfoumz!uszjoh!up!ǆqbttǃ-!up!gju!jo/!

Nvtdmf!Nbszǃt!qvnqfe!vq!po!tufspjet!to avoid looking skinny like we had the 

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 all merged, all the mascs and the 

gfnt-!bmm!uif!Nvtdmf!Nbszǃt-!uif!esbh!boe!uif!bmufsobujwf!hfoefs!rvffs/!Epoǃu!

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. But... we did it all together in the 

same venues while dancing and getting high, because uibuǃt!ipx!dpnnvojuz!

works when it is disenfranchised. 

 

That was the 80s, early 90s. 
 

In the 90s, Culture Club had broken up and Depeche Mode ruled the charts with 

their re-invented look. Boy George and Marilyn were using heroin and Gerlinda 

of Kinky Gerlinky was dead. 
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Trade was the new thing.  
 

Esvht!esvht!esvht/!Fdtubtz!nptumz-!jo!uif!fbsmz!zfbst/!Zpvǃe!bssjwf!bu!5bn-!

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. I was Pimp Dave, so I never had 

a problem. I may have 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, I never crossed 

the sex threshold with them, and they earned more money than others could 

dream of. I was the reclusive, the mysterious and infamous, the incredibly 

handsome Pimp Dave, who only ever ventured out after dark, for Trade. 

Jǃe!txjti!qbtu!uif!gsfo{jfe!rvfvft-!epxo!uif!gbnpvt!tubjsdbtf-!xifsf!fwfsyone 

watched the new arrivals.  

Jǃe!xfbwf!uispvhi!uif!wfsz!dspxefe!Nvtdmf!Bmmfz!)uif!obsspx!qbuixbz!xifsf!

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. Well, in 

gbdu!if!xbt!fwfszpofǃt!hvz-!tjodf!if!xbt!qspcbcmz!uif!pomz!efbmfs!uifsf!

(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, they felt 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, I was accepted like I had never been before. Celebrated. Allowed, 

Included. Loved. Judged, hated, envied, rejected sexually, and a whole lot of 

other things too. 
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I 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. I remember vomiting in a darkened corner under 

uif!bsdift!cfdbvtf!Jǃe!ublfo!upp!nboz!sfbmmz!hppe!fdtubtz-!boe!ibwjoh!up!mppl!

in my vomit to see if my HIV medicine had properly digested beforehand.  
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I remember feeling popular and envied but unloved. I 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.  

I remember driving home at midday, pupils like giant black saucers, partly 

panicking in case Andy was up early and noticed me missing, but partly unable 

to panic fully because I was rushing on ecstasy. I crashed my car eleven times 

coming home from Trade; the eleventh time quite drastically. For the car. It 

creaked and squeaked and groaned, and had bumps and dents everywhere. I 

dieoǃu!dbsf/!Bqbuiz and ecstasy. 

 

I 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 I would hug myself and roll my eyes and chew my 

cud in my room, feeling the remainder of my high, and wishing I was sharing 

this exquisite emotion with someone, anyone.  

I would do so quietly, lest Andy should hear me and witness uijt!cfusbzbm/!Jǃe!

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, so did my misery. 

These were the Trade years, my youth. 
 

Yeart!qbttfe/!Boez!hpu!tjdlfs!cvu!ejeoǃu!ejf/ 

And I started to not just dream of my escape... but to plan it.  
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Chapter 16 

Boezǃt!Efbui-!Bopuifs!Dbs!Dsbti 

 

 

ǃn!not sure how I went from apathy to valiant escape plans. Uifsfǃt!bmxbzt!b!

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 underworld friendships, with the 

strangest, quirkiest characters; Trade, and I think drug/club culture in general, 

attract  uif!nptu!ezobnjd!dibsjtnbujd!qfpqmf!xip!epoǃu!lopx!ipx!up!iboemf!

their own vibrancy; the world around them treats them like charismatic 

supersubst-!cvu!uifz!uifntfmwft!epoǃu!gffm!ju-!uifz!epoǃu!gffm!xpsuiz!pg!uif!

buufoujpo-!uifz!epoǃu!gffm!uifz!dbo!mjwf!vq!up!uif!fyqfdubujpo!pg!uifjs!

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. Offering 

playgrounds and dress up and community/unity with all the others who feel 

uijt!xbz/!Qfpqmf!xip!LOPX!uifzǃsf!bnb{joh!boe!hjgufe-!cvu!ibwfoǃu!gjhvsfe!ju!

out yet, not fully. 

And we all played together, wasted talent communing on drug-fueled 

dancefloors, under arches, after dark, after hours. Finding ourselves, tapping 

into uibu!ubmfou!xfǃsf!votvsf!pg-!jo!tbgf!ebsl!tqbdft-!xjui!puifst!xip!epoǃu!gju!jo/ 

I 
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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, filmmakers, celebrated Queer performers, 

television hosts. 
 

Famous activists. 
 

Nboz!xpoǃu/!Cfdbvtf!uijt!jt!xifsf!uif!xpsmeǃt!nptu!dibsjtnbujd!boe!ubmfoufe!

either find their voice, or they get lost to drugs and crime. 

You know how my story ends. But at this time, I was headed toward drugs and 

crime and an ugly AIDS death. 

Nz!wbmjbou!ftdbqf!qmbo!xbt!up!npwf!up!Mpoepoǃt!Tpip-!xifsf!J!dpvme!mjwf!gsffmz!

with the club kids, the down and outs, the escorts and Trans street workers. I 

felt they were my kin. Uifz!ejeoǃu!kvehf!nf!gps!ibwjoh!BJET-!uifz!xpvmeoǃu!usfbu!

me any differently as I got more sick and wasted. They adored and celebrated 

my pimp status, they knew how to enjoy a drug high with me, and I dreamed of 

this life, free of Andy. 

Cvu!Boezǃt!ipme!xbt!dpnqmfy-!qtzdipmphjdbm!boe!ejbcpmjdbm/! 

I think he knew I was escaping on Sunday mornings to Trade. My Sunday 

behaviour must have been so strange, I would literally do 20 plus ecstasy 

tablets in the space of twelve hours. My car got more and more crashed each 

month. 

J!xbt!qspcbcmz!xfbsjoh!ejggfsfou!dmpuift!)J!dboǃu!sfnfncfs-!cvu!qspcbcmz!ƿ he 

must have noticed).  

He must have noticed, but never said anything. 

Xbt!uibu!cfdbvtf!if!dpvmeoǃu!dpouspm!ju@!Qfsibqt!if!lofx!opu!up!gight a battle 

if!dboǃu!xjo/!Opu!up!bdlopxmfehf!ju!fwfo/ 

Tpnfujnft!J!xpoefsfe!jg!if!ejeoǃu!ibwf!cjut!pg!ljoeoftt!jo!ijn/!Nbzcf!if!xbt!

glad I was getting out, having fun. 

Maybe he was conflicted; a bit of both. 



 

 158 

He was dying an ugly awful and lonely AIDS death, 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 girls knew of my imprisonment, 

my dilemma with Andy. They adored me, they had taken me under their wing, 

bt!qfpqmf!ep!xjui!nf/!Uifz!gfbsfe!nf!upp-!Jǃn!hppe!uibu!xbz-!cvu!uifz!bmtp!

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 I used, 

change accountants, create new relationships with advertisers; disappear from 

Boezǃt!dpouspm/ 

Technology had dibohfe!upp/!J!xbtoǃu!lffqjoh!vq!xjui!ju-!cvu!Nbuuifx!xbt!pof!

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 for the early 90s. It nfbou-!boz!dbmm!up!Boezǃt!pggjdf!xpvme!

bvupnbujdbmmz!sjoh!jo!Tpip!jg!J!diptf!ju!up-!boe!Boez!xpvmeoǃu!cf!boz!uif!xjtfs-!jo!

his sick bed. Matthew also brought me my first mobile phone. God it was huge, 

and heavy. Apart from a few well-informed and wealthy escorts and some Wall 

Street bankers probably, no one was using these mobile phones. I 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, I 

qmboofe!uijt!dpnqmjdbufe!fyusjdbujpo!gspn!Boezǃt!dmvudift/ 

I still owed him about £15,000 before I was free of debt, before I owned the 

bhfodz!pvusjhiu-!cvu!uibu!xbtoǃu!uif!jttvf/!Fwfo!jg!Jǃe!qbje!ijn!jo!gvmm-!if!xpvmeoǃu!

have let go of me. He was never going to let me run the agency as I chose, 

nblf!nz!pxo!efdjtjpot/!Ifǃe!ibwf!njdsp-managed me, the agency, my life 

entirely had his health permitted, long after ownership had been transferred.  
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So my plan developed. I got a flat in Soho, set it up, installed thirty telephone 

lines, got furniture. I got new accountants, lawyers, bank accounts, transferred 

all I could as sneakily as I could, fine tuning everything so I would be in the clear 

when I made my clean break. 

I would take nothing personal with me: no clothes, furniture, personal 

possessions. Podf!J!xbt!sfbez-!Jǃe!kvtu!ejtbqqfbs!gspn!ijn!jo!uif!ojhiu/ 

But I had to be ready. 

And... I never felt quite ready. 

It confused me. 

 

J!dpvmeoǃu!csjoh!nztfmg!up!mfbwf/!Boe!J!eidoǃu!lopx!xiz/ 

His torment of continued, the control, the abuse, the banging of the broomstick, 

the constant nagging on how I 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, despite its phenomenal rent. I 

started to use it to host the fabulous chill-out parties that followed Trade, 

Sunday afternoons to twilight. My chill-outs were among the most notorious at 

the time. I had drugs and cosiness and kindness for all, and I attracted the most 

complicated and troubled of the glamorous and alternative Tradesters. My kin. 

The escorts, of course, because I was Pimp Dave. We lounged and hugged and 

shared our life stories, while squirming to the most exquisite dance music, 

chilled of course. We did 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 and unhappy, hiding in a drug high, hoping real 

life would never return. Or at least hoping 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, I lived the real life of Andy and me, AIDS and imprisonment. 

I delayed my escape, despite being packed and organized and ready to go. I 

had two packed bags by the door, ready for a quick exit; one had a few basics 
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pg!dmpuijoh!boe!cvtjoftt!uijoht!)xf!ejeoǃt have electronic records in those 

ebzt*/!Uif!puifs!cbh!ibe!dbti/!Mput!boe!mput!pg!dbti/!Dsfeju!dbset!xfsfoǃu!tp!

popular in the escort business in those days. Banks were, but I was on the run. 

Sfbez!gps!nz!ftdbqf-!uibu!J!lfqu!efmbzjoh!gps!sfbtpot!J!epoǃu!voefstuboe/ 

My escort co-conspirators wondered why my plans were stalled and stalled, 

despite all their aid and effort. My car got crashed more times. 

 

And then he died.  
 

It was great and it was awful. 

It was a late Sunday afternoon. Of course.  

 

Jǃe!cffo!pvu!bu!Usbef-!boe!dijmmjoh!jo!Tpip/!Sfuvsojoh!up!sfbm!mjgf-!J!qbslfe!nz!

crashed car, badly probably, since my eyes were dilatee!mjlf!cmbdl!ipmft/!Jǃe!

been chewing my tongue all morning too. I knew something was up. A light was 

po!jo!b!sbsfmz!vtfe!sppn!jo!Boezǃt!ipvtf-!xijdi!nfbou!uif!wjtjujoh!BJET!ovstf!

was there. Odd for a late Sunday afternoon. 

Uif!epps!up!Boezǃt!gmbu!xbt!pqfo!the nurse there with another nurse. She saw 

me from the open doorway as she talked earnestly to the second nurse. I was 

wearing my drenched and disheveled club clothes, my skin was pale and 

clammy, gosh I was high as a kite. But a complicated kind of high right now.  

Tif!uppl!ipme!pg!nz!gpsfbsn!boe!tqplf!up!nf/!J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!xibu!tif!tbje/!

J!epoǃu!sfnfncfs!jg!tif!xbt!kvehjoh!nf-!ps!cfjoh!ljoe/!Cvu!J!lofx!Boez!xbt!

dead. 

I walked past her to the communal stairway, ignoring her. Maybe she was still 

talking up!nf-!cvu!J!dpvmeoǃu!ifbs!ifs<!juǃt!qpttjcmf!Jǃe!cffo!ebodjoh!ofyu!up!uif!

hjbou!dmvc!tqfblfst!gps!ipvst-!juǃt!qpttjcmf!J!xbt!efbg/!Ps!nbzcf!J!xbt!kvtu!

numb and tired and confused and high as a kite. 

I went upstairs, turned the key to my door, opened the door. 

I grabbed my two packed bags, and leaving the door ajar, with the keys still in 

the lock. 
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I left. 

 

Bt!J!xbmlfe!epxo!uif!gspou!qbui-!bo!bncvmbodf!bssjwfe/!Uifz!xfsfoǃu!jo!b!ivssz/!

J!ejeoǃu!nblf!xbz!gps!uifn!bozxbz-!J!kvtu!xbmlfe!po/ They asked directions to 

Flat A but I ignored them blankly and walked on. I 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.  

 

I left it on.  
 

I drove my creaking crashed car away.  

I drove to Soho, and I never looked back.  
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Chapter 17 

Soho Daze of Innocence 

  

 

congratulate myself unashamedly, my valiant escape plan had been 

engineered fabulously. The transition of Ambassador Escorts from Maida Vale 

to Soho, from Andy to David, had been slick. I was up and running, with a new 

team of telephone operators and the latest telephone technology in no time at 

all, money was pouring in and things were running like a dream. Even 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, four abandoned brothers, an adopted family 

that hardly knew I was missing, two control freak gay men, a dead lover that 

had given me AIDS, and a particularly large continent that I vowed never to 

return to. 

Some trauma and nihilism too. But I knew they were as much ahead of me as 

they were behind me. 

My health was not improving, but I had my AZT and my Septrin, and I was 

looking better. Probably not for the medicine (AZT wasoǃu!uif!njsbdmf!BJET!dvsf!

we were hoping for). Perhaps because I was less traumatized, no longer under 

I 
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the grip of Andy and his broomstick. Perhaps all the ecstasy I was doing was 

improving my happiness, improving my health. 
 

Crashed cars notwithstanding. 
 

I ran my agency just as Andy had taught me. In many ways, I was like a carbon 

copy of him, though I hope, less controlling and more caring toward my 

employees. Cvu!J!dboǃu!tbz!gps!tvsf/!Qpxfs!boe!hsppnjoh!tljmmt!bddvnvmbuf!

jotjejpvtmz-!boe!Jǃe!ibwf!cffo!uif!mbtu!up!lopx/!Bu!uif!ujnf!ipxfwfs!J!cfmjfwfe!

hand on heart that I was a great boon and benefactor to the sex workers I 

employed. The boys and girls might not have understood this; but the strict 

boundaries and rules I adhered to were there to protect them, I believed. I did 

cfmjfwf!uibu-!ju!xbtoǃu!efwpje!pg!usvui/ They lived a dangerous, odd life, escorting, 

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. I was strict, and there were consequences to 

rule-breaking or disloyalty. Uibuǃt!ipx!up!svo!b!ujhiu!tijq-!cvu!juǃt!bmtp!ipx!zpv!

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, I lived just 

off it, on Greek Street. Soho had one gay bar called Comptons, a bunch of neon-

lit sex shops to buy porn magazines and videos and dildos and liquid ecstasy, 

sometimes a line of cocaine. The Raymond Review Bar was always there, 

though more the heterosexual tourist world than it was mine. The Piano Bar, 

sfbmmz!usbtiz!esbh!rvffot-!sfou!cpzt-!boe!pg!dpvstf-!uif!Pme!Dpnqupo!ǂdbgǃ!

(café); a greasy spoon dive 24-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 I aspired to be. 
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Most of my escorts lived in run-down studio flats in Great Windmill street.  

Dillon was there, valuable and heroic because 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 

xip!dpvme!ep!uibu-!cvu!uifz!xfsfoǃu!bmxays as respectful to their Trans co-

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 Virginia, the two 

Australian inseparable backpackers that held this wayward lot together with 

some maternal liberal love, as well as a spare duvet and a comfy corner to 

crash in, whenever anyone needed it.  
 

It was rarely empty. 
 

Peter Pleased Wimminǃ was the third part of a performing trio of drag 

qfsgpsnfst!)ǆUif!Qmfbtfe!XjnnjoǃǇ*!boe!ftdpsu!xip!tibsfe!b!mbshfs!sppn!uifsf!

with Chicho and Pepito, two gorgeous Spanish eternal lovers, who had fled 

Spain to leave their heroin addiction behind. Meant by destiny to be together, 

the most lovely couple; uifz!dpvmeoǃu!cf!uphfuifs!bt!cpzgsjfoet!cfdbvtf!pg!uifjs!

beejdujpo/!Tp!uifz!tibsfe!uijt!gmbu!xjui!Qfufs!Qmfbtfe!Xjnnjoǃ-!tjnqmz!bt!

friends. Gorgeous and tragic. I fell infatuation with both of them, at different 
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ujnft-!xijdi!hpu!dpnqmjdbufe!)gps!uifn*/!Jǃn!tvsf!J!espwf!uifn!cbdl!up!esvht/!

But the infatuation qbsu!xbt!ojdf-!J!ipqf!uifzǃe!bhsff/ 

Boe!Hjop/!Hjop!xbt!Ejmmpoǃt!cpzgsjfoe-!nptu!pg!uif!ujnf/!Tp-!tp!zpvoh-!bmxbzt!

shy and kind, always apologizing for being in the way, and hiding a heroin habit 

gspn!vt-!rvjuf!xfmm/!Ifǃe!ejtbqqfbs!boe!ejtbqqfbs-!gps!ebzt/! 

He disappeared completely one day. And he was so shy and quiet and 

bqpmphfujd-!xf!bmnptu!ejeoǃu!opujdf/ 

There was a hot club dbmmfe!ǆTfyǇ!bu!uif!Dbgˢ!Ef!Qbsjt-!boe!ju!xbt!uif!ijhimjhiu!

of our calendars. Trade was Sunday routine, Sex was a monthly thing, much 

more dressy and glamorous. I saw Kylie there once, Grace Jones. 

 

(The Pleased Wimmin.) 
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I fell in love with Kumars during 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 I was a car crash already happening, 

qmvt!ojijmjtn!boe!bqbuiz-!nz!cfegfmmpxt-!ejeoǃu!mfbwf!nvdi!tqbdf!gps!real love. 

Uifsf!xfsf!puifs!mpwfst-!Jǃmm!sfnfncfs!boe!sfnfncfs!gpsfwfs/!Ujn!Upoz!)dbmmfe!

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 

was his contubou!cfegfmmpx-!Jǃwf!op!epvcu!ojijmjtn!boe!bqbuiz!upp-!uipvhi!J!

dpvmeoǃu!sfdphoj{f!uiptf!uiings in others back then. At a Chill-Out party once, a 

drag queen injected some collagen into his lips, and it went wrong. He 

disappeared after that weekend, we heard 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 was a relationship by our chaotic 

standards. Sharks sharing water. We talked about suicide a lot 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!ejeoǃu!hfu!ju-!J!gpvoe!ju!xfjse-!cvu!ijt!

determination would win. He was also determined to work for Ambassador 

escorts, and I never knew if he really liked me or not. But he did. I 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 

efbui!uphfuifs/!Xfǃe!ibwf!cbuit!bt!xf!dbnf!epxo!gspn!pvs!esvht-!boe!qmbo!

our mutual suicide. Ecstasy overdose, in bath together obviously. And 

pcwjpvtmz-!xf!lofx!xfǃe!offe!npsf!uibo!ecstasy. We broke up because he 

came to realize that I was more serious about it than he was/!If!ejeoǃu!njoe!
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dreaming about it romantically in a star-crossed mpwfsǃt kind of way 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 Simoné. 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 day, 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 their newer 

spouses. For the short time we dated, they adopted me like a son. As people 

do. We were a bright young couple. Being the early 90s, I always expected his 

ebe!up!ejtmjlf!pvs!hbzoftt-!cvu!if!kvtu!xpvmeoǃu/!Bt!b!tdippmlje-!ifǃe!mpwfe!Spe!

Tufxbsuǃt!ǆUif!ljmmjoh!pg!HfpshjfǇ!bcpvu!b!ipnpqipcjd!buubdl!po!b!wfsz!

delightful gay boy. Simonéǃt!ebe!mpwed our gayness, however much it bothered 

me. For a few months or so, Simoné and I were inseparable, I think I actually 

laughed a lot with him, despite my apathy and my nihilism and trauma. Simoné 

xbt!b!gjsfdsbdlfs-!zpv!dpvmeoǃu!opu!mbvhi!xifo!xjui!Tjnpoé. 

Simoné and I are pretty sure I infected him with my HIV. Despite him never 

wanting to get tested. Things like that happened a lot back then (obviously, 

uibuǃt!ipx!fqjefnjdt!xpsl*/!B!mpu!pg!vt!jogfdufe!b!mpu!pg!uif!qfpqmf!xf!mpwfe!

with HIV, or just assumed we did; better not to know/!Zpv!epoǃu!ifbs!qfpqmf!

ubmljoh!bcpvu!ju!nvdi-!cvu!juǃt!bopuifs!uijoh!xf!dbssz/!Zpv!qvu!ju!jo!zpvs!usbvnb!

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 I did. Became a great photographer. I 

pass him in Soho from time to time. He is still a firecracker.  
 

Tufwfo!Kfxfmm/!If!xbtoǃu!nz!cpzgsjfoe-!cvu!if!xbt!b!cftu!gsjfoe!uibu!xpvme!

include me in his sexy druggy masturbation sessions. As well as all the other 

best friend stuff. He liked Souxie and the Banshees, he liked Claudia Brücken 

from Propaganda. He dressed nouveau punk, with a twist of New Romanticism. 




