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Preface

 


Let’s start with a confession or, rather, two. A few
times, I yawned when whipping men in chains. I also confess to
nodding off in court when prosecutors were trying to send me to
jail. But what’s a girl to do? Maybe if I tell you my story, you’ll
understand why I was so tired.

I am Terri-Jean Bedford, Canada’s most famous
dominatrix. This is the story of my personal and professional life:
How a future mother and grandmother, a biracial woman, was
neglected and abused as a child and became a prostitute,
dominatrix, defendant and, finally, a plaintiff in a constitutional
challenge to Canada’s prostitution laws.

For almost two years, I was a top dominatrix in the
Toronto region. My facility was one of the best. Several dungeons
existed in the area at the time, but rarely did police bother to
investigate them. These facilities catered to men and women who
wished to act out adult fantasies of fetishism, crossdressing,
infantilism and masochism. No sex or sexual acts happened in my
dungeon and nothing occurred that could be called “indecent.”
Everything was consensual and above-board. To be on the safe side,
I ran my house with the assumption that every client was an
investigating police officer.

Yet in September 1994, I was arrested on charges of
keeping a common bawdy house. The charges were not even fit for
trial, according to the first judge. But for years, the authorities
appealed while refusing to drop the case, apologize or return my
personal property. At first nobody could understand why officials
had called press conferences to publicize the raid. It was a
front-page story in one of Toronto’s daily newspapers and the lead
story on local television news the day after the raid. In the
following years there were appeals by both prosecutors and defense
attorneys and then, in 2007, I joined with two other courageous
women to challenge the constitutionality of Canada’s prostitution
and bawdy house laws.

Over the years, I have been interviewed and profiled
extensively in the media. The issues raised by my trials have
resulted in much discussion in the media; in the academic and legal
communities; and on the streets. My trials have influenced
subsequent court decisions. And in 2010, the country’s prostitution
laws were struck down as a result of the constitutional challenge.
Today, the battle rages on in the courts, with many parties seeking
to join the fray.

A few years after the raid I opened another facility
but closed it three years later when my health deteriorated. Today
I am disabled by chronic liver disease and spinal deterioration.
Over the years, I have attempted to write my memoirs and only now
do I feel that the time is right to publish the whole story. I’m
continually astonished at how much people know and remember about
me and my court battles. When I’ve talked about what I might put in
a book, people have always been fascinated. They invariably said
that not only would people be titillated by the private practices
of some of our leading citizens and others, but they would also be
intrigued by the many psychological and civil-liberty issues that
came to light.

In this book, I will tell you all about my personal
life, the goings-on in my houses and my legal battles. But I also
want to give you some insights into why clients visited me; what
kind of woman becomes a dominatrix and why; and what such a career
choice does to her. I will also introduce you to a great number of
people who figure in this story as neither doms nor clients. They
are friends, police officers, lawyers, judges, reporters and
concerned citizens.

You will read about my battles with authorities to
determine what activities are legal between consenting adults in
private, who decides what is legal and who makes those decisions.
There is also the ongoing battle to make our laws and how to
enforce them in a way that is clear, consistent and logical. If it
is legal to put women’s clothes on your boyfriend, tie him up and
tickle him for free, why might it be against the law to be paid for
it?

As you read my story you will be surprised by many
other examples of our society’s moral and legal hypocrisy. But you
will also see the changes achieved in how society does or does not
regulate our private relationships. These changes have enhanced our
freedoms and I am proud to say that I played a part in bringing
them about. Finally, you will see that many more changes to our
laws are needed, more changes are possible and more changes are
coming.

One of my many supporters said that above all else,
my story really is about citizenship and what can be achieved when
an ordinary or even disadvantaged individual advocates for a cause
and then becomes that cause. In my case, that cause was and
is freedom. Freedom is not a gift. Our freedoms oblige us to act
when they are challenged. Those who can fight for freedom must do
so or lose their self-respect.

My hope is that my efforts and my story will help all
Canadians and others enjoy their freedom of self-expression and
that it will help the true professionals whose livelihoods extend
from offering fantasy role-play or sex to do so openly and safely.
The dangers faced by women who provide these services are terrible.
Our legal battle is seeking to change this. The hypocrisy of the
position taken by many authorities against change is a national
embarrassment. Nothing can be worse than what we have now. Canada
can do better. I believe it will.


 



A Note To the
Reader

 


Most of the names of friends, clients, the people who
worked with me and my supporters have been changed for legal or
ethical reasons, as I’m sure you can appreciate. The names of
government officials, police officers, judges and most others who
appear in the public record are accurate.



Chapter One:

The Raid


 


Thursday, September 15, 1994, was sunny, warm and
dry. I had my morning coffee on the back patio. A couple of staff
members sat with me for a few minutes. I tossed some crumbs to the
squirrels and looked out over the huge yard. The garden I had
planted was colorful in its late summer bloom. Life was good. I was
a successful dominatrix with eight rooms of a house outfitted for
role-playing and dungeon play. I had a loyal staff: Judy, my
receptionist and Princess and Mistress Morgan, the two full-time
dominatrices besides me. Ed was my security guard.

That time running the dungeon was one of the few
times that my life was something other than a living hell. I was
able to send money home to my daughter and her guardians. I had a
roof over my head and I felt safe.

After coffee, Morgan, Ed and I began cleaning the
house, a task usually performed by our slave clients, if any were
available on the given day. Princess arrived at 11:30 in the
morning and joined us for lunch. Judy was off that day. Three
appointments had been scheduled: The first, a cross-dresser
Princess was to supervise, was set to arrive at noon. The second
was a performance with Princess and me at 1:00. The third was a
tour of the house scheduled for 2:30 that afternoon.

The performance was a scenario in which one woman
dominated another while the client watched. I would put Princess in
bondage and discipline her in a teacher/student role play. The
client, Tim, had seen Morgan and Princess act out this scenario
once before. This time, he had requested me to be dominant with
Princess. This didn’t strike us as odd; some clients liked to watch
such shows again and again with different women acting the
roles.

Princess was on her monthly cycle and unable to
concentrate on her role as a submissive, so I apologized and told
Tim that the show was canceled. Tim said that he wanted a
consultation with me instead of the performance, even though he’d
had three previous consultations. This wasn’t odd; many clients
asked for such sessions to discuss their needs and wants in detail
even after visiting many times. He mentioned other scenarios and
asked about hygiene and safety, which I took to mean that he was
considering being dominated himself. I told him to fill out a
questionnaire or write out his fantasies, but he declined. He
thanked me and left.

Of course, we found out later that day that Tim was
an undercover police officer and that he had made these requests so
that we would be in full costume and Princess in bondage when they
raided us and took our pictures.

When the doorbell rang half an hour later, I thought
it was our 2:30 tour appointment arriving early. The cross-dresser
was downstairs, having a shower before getting dressed to leave. I
opened the door to a young man dressed casually and holding a piece
of paper. He handed me the paper and said he was told to write some
things down before he came back.

He reached into his back pocket and showed me his
police badge, saying, “I’m with the York Regional Police. You are
being served with a search warrant and are being charged with
keeping a common bawdy house.”

I was amazed. “You’re out of your mind,” I replied.
“I don’t offer sex here—it’s strictly domination and cross-dressing
and that’s legal.”

“No,” he said. “You’re charging money for it and you
can’t do that.”

As we spoke, about 15 men lined up behind him at the
door. The officer with the badge pushed me aside and the men rushed
into the house. These plainclothes detectives, uniformed constables
and an emergency task force all acted as if they were capturing
terrorists or hijackers.

The bungalow consisted of one ground floor and a
basement, where I maintained different rooms to accommodate the
preferences of my clients, including the dungeon, examination room,
throne room and shower were. I’ll explain more about the specific
function of each one of these environments a bit later. The parlor,
the classroom, the living room, office, bedroom, washroom and the
kitchen were upstairs. I ran to the foot of the stairs to yell
downstairs to Ed that the police were here, and it was not a
break-in. A massive officer grabbed me and told me to sit on one of
the couches in the living room. I hesitated and he grabbed me
around my chest and punched me several times on the side of the
head. I fought back, but he was huge. The blows were full punches
and I saw stars but I didn’t bleed. There was some bruising days
later, but I did not think to report it. Then he held me down on a
couch. I started to cry. He eventually let me go and went to look
around the house.

Some officers brought Morgan into the room and she
sat across from me on another couch. We could hear people going
through the house. Downstairs, the raid team was greeted by Ed, who
had not heard my warning and thought they were intruders. He threw
two officers down the stairs, but when they shouted, “Police! Lie
down on the floor!” he became peaceful. Princess opened the door of
the shower-room area and threw up her hands. The police pushed her
down onto the floor beside Ed. They also pulled our client out of
the shower and handed him a towel. The client, an elderly man, was
shaking in terror.

Upstairs, Morgan and I sat on the couch, upset and
yelling at the officers that they had no right or reason to be
there.

I said to the officer who hit me, “I want your badge
number. I’m charging you with assault.”

He laughed and said, “Call me master.”

Ed was brought into the living room and sat down
beside me. Some of the officers searched Morgan’s purse and they
asked her questions about her identity.

In the days and weeks ahead, Ed, Morgan and Princess
told me what happened to them.

Princess was taken upstairs into my office and
questioned by two officers. The police took $50 from our money box
and handed it to her when she told them she had not been paid that
day. They told her that she would have nothing to worry about and
they would not tell her family provided she didn’t call a lawyer
and did what they said. They said a lawyer could not help her.

The cross-dressing client was ticketed as a
“found-in” and told he would have to appear in court. He was
allowed to leave a few minutes later.

The raid had now been underway for about 30 minutes.
A plainclothes officer walked up to me with a female cop and told
his colleague, “Search her in the bathroom.” She led me to the
bathroom and closed the door on us, out of the view of any other
officer. I was wearing a simple, casual and somewhat skimpy outfit,
which she told me to remove and drop to my ankles. She then ordered
me to lower my panties. I was completely naked. She looked me over
carefully for a few seconds and then told me to turn around. She
told me to bend over. I heard her giggle, but when I turned around,
she was not smiling, although she did have a very pleased look on
her face. She told me to get dressed and patted the pockets of my
clothes before taking me back to the couch. She told Morgan to
stand up and took her to the bathroom, where the strip-search
procedure was repeated.

Sitting on the couch, we could hear furniture being
moved downstairs. We heard laughing and shouting. Princess saw the
officers playing with my equipment and jokingly threatening each
other with whips. The police wandered around the house and the
grounds, talking to one another and taking pictures. I heard one of
them say to another officer, “But there isn’t anything
illegal.”

Morgan and I were told we would be taken to the
police station and held overnight for bail. We asked if we could
call our lawyer and were told we could call from the police
station. We also asked if we could change our clothes before we
left. Remember, I was wearing that skimpy outfit and Morgan just
had a turtleneck and jeans on. We were going to appear in court.
They refused to let us change. I started to beg.

They seemed to enjoy my begging, especially one
female officer the one who also enjoyed strip searching me but they
stopped laughing when I said I would not go if I wasn’t allowed to
change. This started another conference of whispering. Finally, the
woman officer, accompanied by one of the male officers, told me to
get up and get the clothes I needed. I went with them into a couple
of rooms and got things suitable for court. I had to change in
front of them, male officer included. They returned me to the couch
and took Morgan to her clothes, which were downstairs by the
dungeon.

Morgan was appalled when she saw what was going on
downstairs. She saw officers playing with the whips while wearing
the wigs. The raid had become a party for them. She went into the
burlesque parlor, which was in a closed-off room on the opposite
side of the basement from the dungeon and other rooms. This was
where most of her clothes were stored and where she slept on a
foldout couch. When she came out to go upstairs after she had
changed clothes, she got angry with the officers playing with the
whips and wigs.

She said, “Do you want to see what we do here?”

They said they did, so Morgan sat on the throne and
told one of the officers to kiss her foot. He went down on all
fours and kissed it. The other officers whooped with laughter, the
female officer included. I could hear the laughing upstairs.

Morgan said, “Kiss it again—this time with feeling,”
and the scene repeated itself.

Later, Morgan would tell me that what most struck her
during this time was the look on the faces of the officers. The
laughs coming from a few of them seemed forced to her and she
thought they were amazed by my establishment. “You could tell by
the way they looked at me that they wanted to be spanked and that
they were turned on by the restraints and equipment.”

The officers escorted Morgan back upstairs and she
sat down across from me. There was little more to say. Four of us
were sitting there: Ed, the client, Morgan and me. I could hear
Princess talking with a couple of officers in my study. Finally,
one of the female officers, accompanied by two male officers in
plain clothes and one uniformed male officer, came up to us and
told us we were under arrest for running a bawdy house. She told
Morgan and me to stand up, which we did. She quickly handcuffed us
together with one pair of handcuffs. We were marched out of the
house and into a police car. Many police cars lined the street
along with forensic vans and moving vans. A crowd of people stood
watching. The police took pictures of us leaving the house. We were
driven to the police station in Richmond Hill, a small town north
of Toronto and placed in adjoining holding cells.

Ed was told to leave and come back in two hours. He
walked to a nearby friend’s house, where he called my lawyer’s
office, who said a lawyer would be at the bail hearing in the
morning. Ed then phoned the landlord and said he should come to the
bungalow in the evening, as there had been a problem at the
house.

The client went home. Princess was also allowed to go
home after promising she would cooperate. She did, as it turned
out, cooperate fully: She told the police everything right then and
there and it was always the truth. They were infuriated, because
she told them no sex or indecent acts had occurred. She answered
their subsequent lengthy interrogations in such detail and with
such consistency that she said the officers questioning her
(without a lawyer present) could not hide their frustration and
anger. In fact, when the details of her interviews were disclosed
prior to the trial, I could not find anything that I wouldn’t have
said myself.

When the police looked into the backgrounds of
Princess, Morgan and Judy (my receptionist and assistant, who was
off that day), they surely realized that these were just about the
last women in the world who would be prostitutes. They all came
from reputable families. One of them had a university degree;
another was studying toward a college degree. And one of them was
Ed’s sister and I can assure you that Ed would have had a fit if
his sister was prostituting herself. All the women who worked for
me had been hired as interactive actresses or administrative
employees.

Early in the evening, Ed returned to the house,
followed shortly by the landlord. The cars and people were gone
and, from the outside, the house looked no different than it had
the day before. The landlord asked why the house looked so empty.
The police had taken not only my bondage equipment and fixtures but
also everyday clothing and furniture. That included my television
set, my bed and many commonplace items that could not possibly have
been evidence of any sort. I still can’t believe the things they
seized. They seized ladies’ hats. They seized things from the
schoolroom, like a blackboard and a small school desk. They also
took large items, the living-room set, lounge chairs and other
personal items that had no bearing on the business. They even
seized Ed’s tools and renovation supplies.

The police told the media in the days after the raid
that no further charges would be made. However, a week later, they
tracked down Judy and served her with a summons like the ones they
had given Morgan and Princess. Judy remembered one of the officers
as a client. She recalled that he had repeatedly asked for sex and
wanted to watch lesbian shows; she had refused these requests. All
staff were instructed to tell everyone on the phone and in person
that we did not offer sex acts in our business. The police
investigation verified this but failed to mention that one of their
officers had asked for a wide range of sex acts and had been
consistently refused.

I’m glad Judy was spared the trauma of the raid
itself and I’m glad that the police did not raid us when we were in
session—one of the many ways they miscalculated. Looking back on
the raid, it is clear that the police used excessive force, but
why? What was the crime? Why my facility and not the others? And
above all, what was I going to do about it?



Chapter Two:

Bad Little Girl


Beginnings

 


The place and the life I came from were about as far
away as you can imagine from my later life as a dominatrix in a big
city. I was born in 1959 in Collingwood, a small town about 100
miles north of Toronto. My parents were poor and there were four
children: my older sister, myself and my younger twin sisters. We
lived on a farm just outside town. My father, Morley Miller, was
black and of Kenyan ancestry; my mother, Marjorie Johnson, was
white with a French, Dutch and English background. As a mixed
couple, they were social outcasts and life was difficult for
children of a mixed marriage in a small Ontario town.

We lived in abject poverty. Many times, Mother
couldn’t even afford to buy milk and bread. Twice I was
hospitalized for malnutrition. We suffered constantly from the
cold, since the house was poorly insulated, and we only had a small
woodstove. We drew water from a well that would freeze in the
winter, leaving us to melt snow for drinking water. We had an
outhouse in the back and the children bathed in the kitchen sink.
Our little farmhouse had only two rooms so everyone had to cram
into one bedroom. The twins slept in a crib; my older sister and I
shared a bunk bed; and my parents shared a small bed in the corner
of the room.

But in other ways, it was a wonderful place for a
child to grow up. We had the advantages of a rural setting. A horse
and buggy would deliver milk when we could afford it. Church bells
could be heard in the distance on Sunday mornings. Big, sweeping
willows in the yard offered shade from the summer sun. We had a
large barn and I would often spend hours jumping from the rafters
into bales of hay below. I fondly remember the sun coming through
the cracks in the roof of the barn while I lay in the hay,
listening to the birds busy in their nests in the rafters.

When I was six, the authorities took me away. I was
too young to remember how this happened, but I know that before
they took me, I was always hungry and wasn’t going to school. I
will never forget waving goodbye to my parents from the social
worker’s car as we drove away. I was crying because I was scared
and angry. I couldn’t understand why they were letting this strange
woman take me away, or why my parent weren’t coming with me. Nobody
had ever taken me away like this before. I only understood why when
I pieced the story together when I met my relatives many years
later.

Today I remember my natural parents as kind and
loving but very poor and as outcasts from society. I never saw or
heard from them after that day. When I became famous in the 1990s,
my siblings and I were reunited, and it was only then that I found
out that my mother had died in 1966 in a car accident and my father
had died about 10 years later of natural causes.

My adoptive parents were the Bedfords. My new father,
James, had seen a picture of me in the local paper’s “Today’s
Child,” a section devoted to children available for adoption. He
was a big man with one of the kindest faces I have ever seen. We
became the best of friends right away. He was a World War II
veteran and a devout Baptist who saw to it that I received a full
religious education in addition to my regular schooling. At eight I
was baptized and by age nine, I was singing solos in the local
Baptist church on Sunday mornings. I could sing hymns so moving
that the old ladies would cry. I even became the first child to
sing in the church’s adult choir.

The Bedfords lived in Windsor; James worked for the
city of Detroit. He came home late at night from work and I loved
to wait for him on the porch. He did many special things for me; he
took a direct involvement in my religious studies, helping me to
memorize the scriptures. On Saturdays we went to the movies and in
the summer months we would go to our cottage on Lake Erie.

My adoptive mother, Mary-Ellen, was a short, stout,
matronly woman and the opposite of my new father. I sensed from the
first that she was cruel and she took every opportunity to
demonstrate that there was no love between us, expressing her
hatred through continuous physical assault and verbal humiliations.
On my first day alone with her, she slapped and scolded me. She was
obsessed with cleanliness and gave me chores to do from sunup to
sundown: washing dishes and floors, weeding the garden and doing
the laundry. She would tell me that I had been “sent by the devil”
to make her life miserable and that I was truly a sinner. As time
went by, the punishments became more painful and her behavior more
intense. I had to mold myself into the perfect daughter—or else.
She was also very strict, reminding me constantly to speak up and
to perform my chores to perfection. She enrolled me in piano
lessons and enforced a strict practice schedule. I also was
enrolled in the Girl Guides and Brownies, where my parents
monitored my achievements closely.

James and Mary-Ellen adopted four children in all.
They had none of their own. Mary-Ellen gave the other children
preferential treatment. The youngest girl was very pretty;
Mary-Ellen took her to the beauty salon to get her hair styled and
dressed her in dainty clothes. She kept me far away from her
“precious little baby doll” and even took away my favorite dolls
and gave them to that youngest sister. Mary-Ellen also was partial
to my older brother, who could easily talk himself out of
spankings, which he usually deserved. I think she was jealous of
the affection my father showed me.

I was usually confined to my room when I was not with
my foster parents. I wasn’t allowed to eat at the same table with
the other children when we came home from school for lunch; I had
to eat in the laundry room. Then, when the dishes needed to be
washed, it was almost always my responsibility. Because of that and
other chores, I was always the last to leave for school, so I never
had much opportunity to play with other children in the schoolyard
before afternoon classes began.

I did not enter puberty early, but I did become
sexually aware and began experimenting at age eight. I was
continually discovering ways to attract potential partners.
Sometimes I would be caught by teachers fondling my nipples or
swinging my hips to tantalize the boys. My mother decided that I
was mentally disturbed and complained to our doctor, but he told
her that I was normal. The fact that my behavior disturbed
Mary-Ellen made me even more determined to pursue it.

I began having sex with playmates and sometimes I
would get caught. A number of young men in Windsor lost their
virginity to me. I also experimented with role-playing as early as
10 years old. I enjoyed playing games such as cops and robbers,
cowboys and Indians, mother and child and doctor and patient with
both boys and girls. I would even tie up my partners or spank them
at times. Looking back, I now see that I enjoyed being in control
of these games and the participants. I also started to steal
jewelry and undergarments from stores and to play hooky from
school. I was truly becoming a bad girl. Still, I don’t think these
early activities contributed directly to my becoming a dominatrix
in later life.

One girl in my grade school shared some of my
fantasies. For two years, we would get together on weekends and
play with each other’s bodies, exploring the wonders of female love
and reaching the heights of passion. We were caught in the act
quite often, to my family’s great shame. The neighbors were talking
and banned their children from playing with me. I was scorned
socially as well as being ostracized within my own family. Even the
boys in the schoolyard (who previously had delighted in my company)
shunned me. I think that my growing reputation as a lesbian was
what most offended or intimidated people. The fact was, for a time,
I was not a lesbian, but what we might now call bisexual; you might
also say that we were experimenting.

I was 12 when I left the Bedford household. When they
became alarmed about my behavior my parents sought help from
Children’s Aid. For two or three years, I saw psychiatrists and
social workers. Mary-Ellen wanted to give me up for adoption and I
found myself in family court for placement a few times. The
professionals concluded that I had no mental problems, but I was
hard to handle. James had taken a kindly rather than strict
approach to me, but he saw how I enraged Mary-Ellen and realized
that it would be best for both of us and the other kids, if I were
to go.

Not all my experiences in the Bedford household were
bad. We had wonderful Christmases and Easters. We went to church
regularly and, for at least that time, we were a happy family.
Sometimes my mother’s good side showed itself and gave me some
sense of what being loved might feel like.

 


Maryvale School for Girls

 


It took some months for Children’s Aid to find me a
new home. I remember it as a happy day when I finally left the
Bedfords—a sort of liberation. They dropped me off at the Maryvale
School for Girls on the outskirts of Windsor with a few suitcases
of clothing and some money in my bank account. The Bedfords took me
inside and left me with one of the staff, kissed me good-bye and
said I should be good and take care of myself.

I only went back to visit the Bedfords on a few
occasions when I was at Maryvale, for Christmas and other holiday
weekends. The atmosphere at the Bedfords’ when I visited was always
very tense and rigid. My siblings barely spoke to me. I was glad to
go back to Maryvale each time.

The school was also a large convent, more than 100
years old. It was like an ominous stone cathedral with a chapel
capped by a domed stained-glass ceiling. I was amazed and curious.
Although I had been raised Baptist, the beauty of the Catholic
buildings enchanted me. Attached to the chapel were administration
buildings with a school, a gymnasium and a swimming pool. Farther
back on the property were four cottages, each large enough to house
about 20 girls. The cottages’ ceilings were very high and the decor
sparse and neat. Each cottage had a tiny kitchen, a dining room and
a large living room with a television and a record player. Also, on
the main floor were staff rooms and a telephone room, where the
girls were allowed to make private calls (some of which were
monitored by staff).

Upstairs in the cottages were the dormitories,
divided so that four girls slept in one room. Other rooms had only
two beds and as girls progressed in the program, they would
eventually get their own rooms as they graduated from one cottage
to the next. Each cottage had its own purpose. Upon arrival, girls
were sent to Cottage One for assessment and transition. At various
stages, it was decided whether they moved up, stayed put or needed
special attention. I stayed in Cottage One for a long time before
moving to Cottage Four, where as a 12 year-old, there was more
freedom and little supervision.

Soon after I arrived, I made an enemy of the school
bully. She was an overweight loudmouth with flaming red hair, a
perpetual frown and a big belly that made her look pregnant. She
had a very tough exterior for a young girl. I was in the doctor’s
waiting room one day soon after my arrival when she walked in.

I initially had no idea what Maryville was, what kind
of place my parents had sent me. I hadn’t been there one day when
my imagination took the better of me and I decided the place was a
home for unwed mothers and wayward girls. That’s why I asked this
girl whether she wanted a boy or a girl. She didn’t have a clue
what I was talking about and asked me what I meant.

I replied, “Aren’t you pregnant?”

In a rage, she told me to “shut my fucking mouth” and
raved on and on about how insulted she was. She told me to stay out
of her way or I would get my face punched. Since I had never been
confronted this way at school, I was devastated and couldn’t get
her threats out of my mind.

I was given basic items, toothpaste and soap and told
that when I ran out of things, I must ask for more. I was given a
$5 weekly allowance. There was also a canteen in the basement. The
cottage was run like a prison or training school: you earned
privileges and canteen money by keeping the place clean and doing
other assigned chores. If you misbehaved, started a fight or were
insubordinate, you were sent to segregation in the administration
building. So, I tried to keep my nose clean and stay out of
trouble.

The schedule often included activities such as
horseback riding, swimming, canoeing, sewing and music. We had the
normal school classes. We also went on shopping trips, which I
could join when my parents had sent me some money. We were also
taken to shows, circuses and fairs. I fondly remember our camping
trips, when we got a chance to be close to some boys.

I started to get restless and horny. About the time I
turned 13, I was doing kinky things with my roomies. One special
friend and I ran away together and hitchhiked to Northern Ontario
twice before they separated us for good. She was sent away and I
was put in segregation. I was there for some weeks before being
released to Cottage Four again.

At this time that I became confused about my
sexuality. I didn’t really think I was a lesbian because I liked
being intimate with boys as well as girls. But because of my
promiscuous nature I once again became an outcast. I was becoming
too mature (in years and behavior) to remain at Maryvale, so the
school administrators and Children’s Aid sought a more suitable
environment for me. This begins my journey through the group-home
system.

 


Toronto Group Home

 


I was transferred to a group home in Toronto when I
was 14. I began my stay on a high note and did all I could to
overcome my past, making new friends while attending high school.
Excited and anxious to explore the city, I was allowed to go out
after dinner provided, I kept my curfew.

Things went well for a while, but once again I became
restless. I went off in search of some kind of love, missing the
kind that is shared between family members. I had a fantasy that I
would meet someone special if I hitchhiked around. I wanted
adventure. I wanted to be free. So one night I ran away from the
home.

So much happened over the next few months and I was
so drunk and stoned and tired much of the time that my recollection
of things and exactly when they happened is fuzzy. During my time
on the run, I met many interesting people and had lots of sex with
some of them, including a couple with whom I stayed for about two
weeks before moving along. Through them I met a man who took me to
a motel for a week. I hadn’t acquired a taste for needles yet, so I
declined to get high. Besides, he knew that I was jailbait and was
scared as hell to be caught with a runaway in a motel room doing
drugs. He dropped me off on the side of a road somewhere and I
stuck out my thumb.

I was gone for some time before the police picked me
up and brought me back to the group home, where I became
unmanageable. My social worker was called in to take me away.

From Toronto I was taken to group homes in two rural
locations, where my reputation and case file preceded me. Every day
in Maryvale had been documented in the case history that each group
home received. By the time I arrived, my accommodations were
already deemed only temporary. I stayed one week at the first rural
group home and maybe a month at the other. It was disorienting. The
second rural group home was a farm just outside of Peterborough, a
medium-sized city northeast of Toronto. The farm was a group home
for girls like me. Here I found some peace from the roller-coaster
ride of the previous year.

I was allowed to attend classes at the local high
school. I had always wondered what it would be like to be in a
loving family, so I took every chance I got to get out of the house
and meet people who had real families. I was the only black student
in the entire school and received special treatment from some of
the teachers. When I was asked to perform in school plays, I
learned to express myself and became interested in learning more
about theater and the fine arts. I also joined the track team. It
seemed as if I was becoming a normal teenager.

This relatively happy period ended when I had a
falling out with one of my housemates/lovers. A house meeting was
called and I was exposed as a lesbian. The staff at the house were
brutal to me. They had a severe punishment for such situations:
they would sit on my back and wrap their arms around my chest. Then
they would lift my torso off the floor until I cried in pain. The
intent of this punishment was said to be to coerce someone to
confess or to express feelings and emotions, but in my case, it was
my “reward” for my lesbian behavior. I was removed from the home
and taken back to Windsor by my social worker.

 


YWCA

 


The Children’s Aid Society could do nothing more with
me. Now 16 years old, I was put up at the YWCA and given a living
allowance. It was 1975. My social worker eventually acquired a room
for me in an old Victorian house in Windsor’s downtown core.
Windsor is Canada’s 15th largest city, a mainly industrial town
where autos are made and through which trucks and trains go into
and from Detroit. I was on my own to do as I wished without
answering to anyone. I usually stayed out late at night in a coffee
shop on the city’s main drag. The people I met there were from all
walks of life. I was fascinated by the bikers and others who hung
out all night, talking about their exciting lifestyles. I became a
regular at the café and became known by everyone. I was invited to
parties and peoples’ homes.

Sometimes I went to Detroit with some bikers. I
wanted to be rough and tough, just like the biker babes. I was
green and asked questions about everything. I met a girl who had
tattoos all over her body; I just had to be her friend. I
needed a partner, someone to watch my back, so we became buddies.
One of the many people she introduced me to became a father figure
to me. Johnny was an older man, a drug dealer and an ex-con. I went
to live with him.

He gave me my first hit of speed and taught me things
about sex I had never experienced before. I became a drug addict in
no time and at first, he wanted to throw me out. Briefly he turned
me out on the streets as a prostitute, but he got angry with me
when I charged my customers too little. Then he got me a fake I.D.
and I became an exotic dancer. When I wasn’t doing that, I was
working in a massage parlor. I was a very busy young lady, trying
to keep him satisfied. He collected all my money, leaving me with
very little cash.

One day someone fired five shots at his house.
Luckily, I was not hit. I called the police, who swarmed the house
and arrested him on charges of first-degree murder. I was left
alone. People came to the house looking for him and I began to fear
for my life. I had nowhere to go and nobody to turn to. I had a bad
addiction, so I checked myself into a hospital to get clean.

At the hospital I discovered that James, my adoptive
father, was a patient on the same floor, almost across the hall
from me. He was dying of cancer. When Mary-Ellen found out that I
had been visiting him, singing to him and playing my guitar for
him, she forbade my visits. The minute before he died, I stood over
his bed and became so overcome with grief that I passed out. When I
came to, my father had passed on. Mary-Ellen also forbade my
presence at the funeral, but I got a day pass and went anyway.

After my hospital stay I tried to stay clean and find
a real job; I was 17 and determined to make a go of it. I felt the
only person I could turn to was a woman named Mary who rented rooms
in her house in downtown Windsor. She had often been arrested for
bootlegging and running a bawdy house, but she was like a mother to
me, gracious and kind. To me she was a wise older woman who had
seen much in her day.

I became friends with another boarder, an older Greek
woman with a lot of class and style. Lana often took me to Detroit.
We became lovers and moved into our own apartment. With her help, I
went back to school. A dominatrix by trade, she began to instruct
me in the art. She specialized in men who wanted to be treated like
babies. She had cross-dressing clients whom she played with and
spanked. I learned quite a bit from her, but I didn’t enjoy it
enough to go out on my own as a dominatrix. I did not see it as my
destiny at that time. Her physical and mental health were
deteriorating because of menopause and diabetes. We parted company
one day after a huge fight. Although I loved her, I couldn’t handle
her constant complaining and ordering me about without any
consideration for how I felt.

I moved in with a slightly older man named Irwin I’d
recently met. He seemed gentle and generous, at least at the start.
For some months, we were happy; I kept house for him while he
worked at an auto plant in Windsor. Then I got pregnant and,
beginning late in my pregnancy, he started abusing drugs and
alcohol. He also became violent; he bought guns and large
quantities of drugs and he ran up big debts. Eventually he was
fired.

I gave birth to a baby girl. I was 20 years old. It
was 1980. He became enraged whenever the baby cried. When I went to
work in a massage parlor to support us, I hired a babysitter
because I knew this man couldn’t take care of a child on his own.
He had an affair with the babysitter, giving me an excuse to leave.
I put my daughter in the care of her elderly godparents until I
could get back on my feet. Her godparents were a couple that lived
nearby and were good friends. I had one of the lawyers I knew
through Johnny take care of the arrangements and get the court
order. Their many children were now grown and on their own and
taking in my five-month-old daughter entitled them to receive an
allowance from the government.

To numb the pain of this man’s betrayal, a lost home
and having to give up my daughter, I drank and sometimes used
cocaine. Looking back, I don’t know how I managed to keep my
sanity.

 


Calgary

 


At about this time, in 1981, when I was 21, some
friends told me about all the money they were making in the
escort-service business in Calgary. It seemed like everyone was
going west, so I did, too. The first service I contacted hired me
right away; later I was promoted to manager because of my business
savvy and enthusiasm.

A few months later, I met a neurosurgeon while
walking the streets. His wife had died just over a year before. He
took me to his home and in time I moved in. He gave me a car and a
weekly allowance of $1,000. He had me to play the role of a
dominant and sadistic wife, which he said was always his
fantasy.

It was all too good to be true. He was very old and
ugly but the idea of becoming a doctor’s wife and having such power
was irresistible. We built a dungeon in his basement, equipped with
bondage devices, including an examination table. I would dress in a
nurse’s uniform with leather underneath and chastise him for his
lusty looks at his nurses. Sometimes I would make him sleep in
restraints or wrapped in a sheet. Unlike practicing dominatrices, I
had a full dungeon tailored to the whims of one individual. We were
never pressed for time and there were none of the inconveniences of
running a business. My day was centered on preparing for his return
from his medical practice.

However, our personalities were less compatible when
we were not role-playing. He was highly educated, while I lacked
his learning and was more artistically inclined. Perhaps it would
have been better if he had just kept me in a home of my own and
visited when he wanted. One day he came home very distraught and
told me of the little boy he had lost on the operating table. I
wasn’t sympathetic and told him we should go out and party to take
his mind off the incident. He threw me out of the house that night.
I never went back, but I heard he tried to reach me through my
girlfriends. I was with him for almost two years.
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