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FOREWORD BY SANDI TOKSVIG



Hello, I’m Sandi Toksvig and I wanted to share a few words on why I think The Queer Parent is such an important book.


When my then partner and I set out to have kids, it was back in 1987. We were two women so isolated that we had never even heard of lesbians having children. Apart from understanding the mechanics of needing to find a donor, we had no idea about the social, legal, or any other implications. We were not even certain that if we had a child, social services might not come and take the baby away. Now, more than thirty-five years later, I am introducing a book in which my grown-up son Theo has written a section. When he was born, the beacon of kindness The Daily Mail took it upon itself to be appalled. So appalled that it was on the front page and we had to take our newborn son and his two older sisters into hiding to escape the death threats that followed. Today, that precious baby is a man who has the word ‘Mums’ tattooed inside a heart on his shoulder. He boasts of his lesbian parents on his body. The world has changed.


How comforting it would have been if, back at the beginning, we could have had a book like this to turn to with all our many questions. There were so many unknowns, from how to deal with heterosexual presumptions with schools, doctors and so on and trying our best to keep some less-than-welcoming members of our family calm. We had to cobble together our own agreement with the donor father and find our own way to negotiate matters which only arise for the LGBTQ+ parent. Some of it was very tough indeed and we often felt alone in our endeavors. Fortunately, all three of our fabulous kids have grown into even more fabulous adults and now we are grandparents. We must have got something right. But what heartache we might have been saved along the way if there had been others to guide us.


Hard to believe but this is the first ever UK mainstream LGBTQ+ parenting book. I am so glad it is here and only sorry it didn’t arrive sooner. This book speaks to the more than 1.3 million people in the UK who identify as LGBTQ+ and to those around them, friends and family, who want to support any of the queer community who have, or want to have, families. It might even be a book to hand over to a teacher, health provider or anyone else who has contact with queer parents and their kids. It is that rare thing: an essential publication. I hope it brings you calm, I know it will bring you good sense and there’s also a few laughs along the way.









INTRODUCTION


News flash! Ninety per cent of queer parenting is simply parenting. We’re not unfurling Pride flags as we try and change our screaming baby’s dirty nappy in the disabled loo at a restaurant, nor are we discussing gender binaries while trying to extract a toddler from a bouncy castle, and we are certainly not thinking about the heteronormative injustice of crippling fertility costs for lesbians while desperately trying to download the latest episode of Hey Duggee for a small person on the verge of an Elton-sized tantrum. No, in these everyday moments we are so focused on keeping our kids safe and happy that we’d probably not even notice if RuPaul was standing next to us, serving serious side-eye.


‘What, then, is the point of this book?’ we hear you cry. Well, before you close it and decide that your mum was right, routine and a good swaddle is all you need after all – listen. Being queer when you’re a parent or a parent-to-be brings with it a whole host of conundrums that heterosexual parenting gurus couldn’t even begin to fathom. And while it’s true that raising kids is a great democratizer and we might actually be able to find something in common with School Gates Suze, it’s this other layer of being a minority and dealing with everything that entails that means we seek comfort and reassurance from a community of LGBTQ+ people with children. And if you are School Gates Suze, or an ally, or just a curious cis heterosexual person, then welcome to our queer world; we can’t wait for you to discover more and enjoy the educational ride you may go on.


Hello and welcome, then, to this informative, inspiring, funny, emotional and wildly entertaining A-to-Z of being a family when you aren’t cis or straight.


Firstly, congratulations. Whether you’re just starting to think that you’d like to welcome children into your life, are knee-deep in nappies or have waved your firstborn off to university already, this journey takes bravery, resilience and a good sense of humour, and being on it at any stage deserves, we think, a standing ovation. But maybe that’s just because we’re still annoyed that we don’t get a ‘Well Done’ sticker at the end of every day.


We’ve decided to write the book as an A–Z because a) knowing the alphabet can help massively when you become a parent, and b) it makes it hopefully easier to read and connect with, particularly if you’re sleep-deprived or generally feeling too frazzled for anything more arduous. But before we delve any deeper into what you can expect over the following pages, allow us to introduce ourselves.
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I’ll go first (Lotte). My wife Jenny and I decided that we wanted to start trying for a baby shortly after we got married (tragically hetero, I know). It’s something we had talked about throughout our six-year courtship (please allow me to imagine I’m in a Jane Austen novel for a moment longer). I had always known I wanted to have children, and it took some years for Jenny to get to the same page as me. I was patient and relentlessly positive about it and each conversation we had, normally after a bottle of Malbec at a nice restaurant, brought us a step closer to making the decision to go for it. Our first instinct was to use one of our dashing Darcy-like male friends as our donor. We never asked anyone outright, but over the course of a few years, during which we made it known it was something we were thinking about, three different men very seriously offered to donate their sperm so that we could start a family. We had long, earnest conversations with each of these potential suitors (okay, now I’m in Mamma Mia!) and they each got as far as getting their motility checked before deciding it wasn’t something they were ready for, particularly as we were asking that they wouldn’t be involved in the child’s life. I am so grateful to these friends, not just for offering to help us create the family we wanted but for realizing that it wasn’t right for them and being honest with us. The process made Jenny and I realize that an anonymous donor was the right route for us to take, so we set about reading the countless profiles on sperm bank websites in search of The One (more on these in ‘D is for Donors’, here). We were very, very lucky and Jenny became pregnant after one round of IUI (intrauterine insemination – more on this process in ‘I is for IVF’, here). Flash-forward three years and I decided, after much soul searching, that I’d like to try and carry too, and it hasn’t been as easy. After three rounds of IVF (in vitro fertilization), I’ve decided to call an end to my adventures in trying to conceive. But what this means for you, dear reader, is that I can offer the unique insight of my experience as the ‘other’ mother and also as someone who has been on a long and winding fertility rollercoaster of their own.


In 2019 I was asked to host a podcast called Some Families, which celebrates all the different non-straight paths to parenthood. I enlisted my friend Stu, who had at that point adopted two children with his husband John (I’ll let Stu tell you how they became parents to three kids himself!). It’s been so mind-opening to speak to people outside of my own little bubble of the same-sex female experience of motherhood. Through Some Families I’ve met trans dads, people who foster disabled kids, single parents through adoption, parents through surrogacy and so many other kinds of parents or carers. Speaking to these people over lockdown as we recorded the show really made us feel connected to a powerful community, and I’m so pleased that many of our Some Families guests have contributed to this book.


Oh, and who am I when I’m not presenting our (award-winning) podcast or being a parent to a beautiful and intelligent four-year-old? I can’t remember (sort of joking – see  ‘Y is for You Do You’, here, for the importance of maintaining individuality and a sense of self outside your role as a parent). I’m a journalist and I often write about LGBTQ+ parenting and relationships for the national press and magazines such as ELLE and Grazia. I’ve also written a self-help book for adults about harnessing soft power in hard times and my first picture book for kids is called My Magic Family and is about a little girl with a mama and a mum who learns more about her friends’ wonderfully different families.
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Finally – Lotte’s passed the mic! I’m Stu, an adoptive cis gay dad to not one, not two, but three little people (please send help!). Even though my eldest is now seven, my husband and I have only been parents for four years, so, like Lotte, I’m also very new to this parenting malarkey and I am constantly learning and being inspired by other queer parents. Whether you are a parent, parent-to-be or just curious about the LGBTQ+ parenting experience, we hope you enjoy joining us on this exploration.


I am married to John and we’ve been together for almost seventeen years, which is surely classed as a diamond anniversary in gay couple years? I share our adoption story in the first chapter so won’t delve into any spoilers here, but I will say that I always wanted to be a dad. It wasn’t till I met John, at the tender age of twenty-one, that I really gave any thought to the potential challenges involved in when and how we become parents. That part had never really crossed my mind. Like most people I’ve spoken to since, there didn’t seem to be any clear info or a one-stop place for info, which is why I was so excited at the prospect of starting Some Families (which was the first EVER LGBTQ+ parenting podcast in the UK) with Lotte. Once we had done a little research, John and I decided surrogacy was not the path for us. Neither of us had the overwhelming desire to have our genes passed on and knowing that we couldn’t create a child that was part him and part me just made it a moot point from the get-go. Therefore, for John and I, adoption was always the way.


Writing, podcasting and, dare I say, even parenting is not my full-time career and so I shall leave it to you, reader, to decide on if I should give up the ‘day job’ or not by the end of this book, and yes, I’ll include parenting within that. I work in film publicity and, as Lotte once said to me, ‘You thought you’d seen enough divas, then you had kids!’, which is very, very true. Nothing compares to a toddler tantrum, even an A-list actress who doesn’t have her five-star hotel suite at the right temperature. I’ve always been career-focused, and I knew that when we eventually had kids, I’d like to be the one to continue working. It helps that I love my job and have run publicity campaigns for films including Star Wars, Frozen, Avengers and Jurassic World. Let me tell you that during our adoption process I fully milked the ‘I work for Disney’ card. Forget what type of parent I was going to be, Mickey Mouse was my boss, so surely that trumped everything? So, it was fairly ironic that a year after having the kids I decided to pack up my suitcase of dreams and venture out into the wider world. Would the children ever forgive me for turning my back on the world of princesses and superheroes? Perhaps not, but they’ve since got to meet the real-life Barbie (well, Margot Robbie as Barbie, but they think it was the REAL Barbie), so I think I can be forgiven. The work vs parenting balance is a very real struggle but, as we discuss later in the book, being able to divvy up the emotional and physical division of labour as queer parents feels a lot more practical for us than our hetero friends. The joys of living outside the gender norms!


We adopted two children back in 2018 but our third came along as a ‘surprise adoption’ back in 2019. Throughout the book I’m open about my own mental health and struggles to keep it all together. The addition of a new child, the pressures of being a queer parent, my gay body insecurities, work, life, and a touch of a global pandemic with its subsequent lockdowns, all really tested the limits of my now-diagnosed anxiety, depression and body issues (the latter greatly impacted by truck loads of chicken nuggets). However, I know from this book, and the fact we’ve connected with countless other LGBTQ+ parents, that I am not alone. If you have struggled too, hopefully you will find comfort in mine and Lotte’s honesty and that of the people with whom we have spoken.




OUR VIEW:


Using the Term ‘Queer’


Before we continue, a note about the use of the word ‘queer’ throughout this book. We truly understand that this is not a term everybody is comfortable with, particularly if it was shouted at you in the playground by bullies. While Gen Z are claiming ‘queer’ to express a whole spectrum of the LGBTQIA+ experience, older generations remember it as a slur. We really hope that if you fall into the latter camp, our use of this word doesn’t put you off reading this book. For us, it’s a useful shorthand that encompasses the many gender and sexual identities we include in the book. We feel comfortable that we have wrenched the word back from homophobes and can redefine it as something wholly positive and inclusive. If it triggers unpleasant  memories or doesn’t sit well with you, we totally understand, but hope you can find a way to accept its use within these pages.





We/Us


Throughout this book the royal ‘we’ is Lotte and Stu, but there will be some areas where we write as ourselves, not in Alvin and the Chipmunks-style unison. We hope that you get to know us through the course of reading and find a sense of belonging in the stories we tell. We’re still learning, and we are not in any way experts. But, you’ll be pleased to hear, we are acutely aware of our own limitations and have invited people who know way more than we do on subjects to share their expertise in this book. From leading fertility experts, heads of adoption agencies and family lawyers to academics and psychologists, we’ve tracked down people with the answers to the questions you’ll have. We know this because we have those questions too! We have also handed over to fellow parents with lived experience that we don’t have. So, expect to hear from Black queer parents, trans parents, bisexual and queer disabled parents who offer a view that all of us will benefit from understanding more about.


We’re learning from each other, too. When we first started talking all things queer parenting, we’d make mistakes. Stu kept referring to Lotte as a surrogate and was in a right old muddle about how IVF and IUI worked and what Lotte’s role was as an ‘other’ mother, while Lotte wasn’t even sure if gay people were allowed to adopt and had all sorts of preconceived ideas about adopted children being damaged and unlovable. She thought it was only people who couldn’t have children of their ‘own’ who would adopt and, even then, they’d see it as a last resort. How wrong we both were! It took trust to admit the gaps in our knowledge and create a safe space where no question was a stupid question and nothing was off limits between us. Now I, Lotte, know all about adoption panels and therapeutic parenting, and I, Stu, know about egg collections and embryo transfers. And we are both better people and parents for broadening our perspective in this way.


So why did we decide to write this book, and why now? Well, since our kids are sleeping through the night, we were looking for another reason to stay up till the early hours again, and sitting hunched over a laptop, its blue glow barely illuminating the half-drunk bottle of wine beside us, seemed like a better idea than clubbing (which does actually still have its place as a parent – see ‘Y is for You Do You’, here!). Seriously though, when we first started thinking about having kids there was very little information out there. A lot of our research was through word of mouth, joining random Facebook groups, and reading the small print. Wouldn’t it have been great if we could have found not just answers to our many questions, but real-life experiences, all in one place, we thought. Some Families, our podcast, was a start, but we wanted to create something you could keep on your shelf or your coffee table and share with friends and family. And so our book was born (4lb 3oz; Mum and Dad are both thrilled).
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We hope more than anything that you don’t just read the chapters that apply to you but that you delve into the worlds of queer parents who are nothing like you and that we all learn from each other in this way. The gay community can be very cliquey – you only need to sashay down Old Compton or Canal Street to see that, but as our forebears who fought for the rights that we now enjoy proved, coming together as a community that welcomes people of all genders, races and abilities is really how change happens. And there is still a lot of change needed for queer parents to be treated equally to straight parents – from the limiting binaries of mother and father demanded by birth certificates to the eye-watering costs of IVF for some queer couples and the outdated laws surrounding surrogacy and intended parenthood. We are relatively lucky in the UK compared to other places around the world where gay people cannot marry, adopt or have children of their own. This book is a small drop in the ocean in our global fight for LGBTQ+ rights.


And if you’re coming to us not as a queer parent yourself but as a parent-to-be, a friend, grandparent or sibling who wants to understand what their loved one is going through on their journey to starting a family, we extend a warm welcome to you too. There’s really something for everyone here and, as we explore in our final chapter on Gen Z (see here), so much to look forward to as a new, more evolved era of queer parenting takes over in the decades to come. Today’s queer fifteen-year-olds, who care so much about identity and expression, who are less ashamed than we millennials ever were about their sexuality and are joyfully themselves, are the brilliant queer parents of tomorrow. So however we get there, let’s unite in our desire to raise children who are strong, who are kind, who have open hearts and minds (and who will take care of their queer parents in their dotage! Those OAP Gay Cruises won’t pay for themselves!).


Who Is This Book For?


Every day a member of the LGBTQ+ community, which numbers more than 1.2 million in the UK alone, will start to think about their future family. A few will decide parenthood is not the path they wish to take. However, many will start dreaming and questioning how to make it work for them. Today there are so many options for queer people to have kids, yet so few books and guides on the subject of LGBTQ+ parenting exist.


The Queer Parent is firstly for any LGBTQ+ person or family who is starting their own non-straight path to parenthood, since it covers the wide-ranging subjects that starting a queer family throws up. This book is a helpful light in the dark for anyone taking those first steps, questioning and trying to make sense of the options they have, including adoption, donor conception, co-parenting, surrogacy and more.


Additionally, the curvy, queer parenting path is not easy to navigate, and many LGBTQ+ parents travel forward without learning and listening to those outside their own sexual and gender identity. This book is for all queer parents who want to have their story reflected back at them, but, just as important, it is also for gay parents to learn from lesbian parents, for cis parents to learn from trans parents and for all of us to recognize how we can stand together as one queer parenting community and understand and support each other’s stories.


Lastly, many of us are not alone on this path, and our many friends and family want to know more about the options ahead for their loved ones so they can support and understand their journey. The classic ‘I will never be a grandmother’ line is now a thing of the past, but for a lot of grandparents this book will offer a comforting and safe space to explore the adventures and challenges ahead for their extended family.
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For the average cishet couple, their parenting journey begins with a sensual embrace, perhaps after a bottle of wine and a romantic meal. The bedsheets brush their naked skin as they begin the process that ultimately leads to pregnancy . . . you don’t need us to spell it out. However, for me (Stu) and my husband (John), our parenting journey began in a cold church hall off Pimlico Road in London. I assure you, though, we were not getting our rocks off on a Formica table while posters claiming ‘Jesus Loves You’ beamed down at us. No, we were sitting with thirty other wide-eyed people at our first ever toe-dip into the world of adopting at an information evening. Chances are that if you are reading this you’ve either been to one of these meetings, know someone who has, or are thinking about attending one. The meeting, which for some reason seems to be required by law to take place in a dusty church hall (honestly, queers deserve better), normally involves an agency or local authority giving a rough overview of the process along with some ‘case studies’ – people who talk about how it worked for them. We chose this agency’s information evening as it had a good track record with ‘the gays’ (an advert in Attitude led us to believe this at least). And, hurrah, there was an actual real-life gay standing up in front of us telling us about how he and his husband adopted a little boy. We sat in a YO! Sushi in London Victoria Rail Station after discussing the things we had heard. We both knew this was the right path for us.


Deciding to Adopt


John and I met in a sweaty lesbian club during Brighton Pride in 2006 and, honestly, if we’d had the right bits, we probably would have started our parenting journey that night (sorry, too much info). Fast-forward eleven years and, following a wedding, gorgeous holidays, two dogs and plenty of lazy weekends, we decided to throw some chaos into our carefree life and adopt. I never exactly remember the first conversation, but we always had adoption in our mind rather than surrogacy or any other option. Adoption appealed to us as it meant we were going into parenting on an equal footing. Neither of us would have a biological link to our children. The legalities and costs of surrogacy, plus the knowledge that there were children out there needing a home, cemented adoption as the only route for us.


At the information evening we were told to be as honest as possible throughout the process to ensure nothing came to bite you on the ass that might delay or interrupt things. Great advice, I thought. The agency arranged to call me to have a quick chat and gather some basic info about John and me before our first official meeting took place. It was going great, and the questions were fine. I was excited to have taken a big adoption leap for us . . . and then, ‘And do you smoke?’ asked the lady on the other end of the phone. ‘No . . . well, I used to.’ ‘When?’ ‘I gave up back in 2007.’ ‘Great!’ she said . . . But with ‘be honest’ bubbling around in my head, I decided to admit, ‘I do occasionally social smoke.’ The words just tumbled out. ‘Oh . . .’ Her tone had changed. Maybe that was a bit too honest . . . time to back-pedal! ‘Well, very rarely,’ I explained. ‘The last time was just one at a Christmas party in December’; it was now March. It was too late, and the hole had been dug. She paused before finally saying, ‘I need to check with my manager. We don’t usually move forward with applications if there is evidence of smoking within the last six months.’ SHIT! Ten minutes into our first adoption step and I’d already majorly fucked up. We had to put our application on hold till the summer to allow for me to be six months ‘clean’. So, lesson learned. Be honest, but perhaps not too honest.


Starting the Process


After my smoking faux-pax I can honestly say the process was fairly plain sailing for us. That’s not to say it’s the same for everyone, and everyone’s journey is incredibly individual, but I like to think our version of events can give hope and dispel the myth that the process is as arduous as many people may think it is.


I recently came across a letter we had been sent by our adoption agency inviting us for our first formal interview (post ciggie-gate!). The date of the interview was 28 June 2017. Our children’s first night in their new home was 28 June 2018, a year to the date. We didn’t hang about!


As you can imagine, that year was quite the whirlwind. We were heading into the unknown and anxieties were high. Aside from the utterly brilliant social worker from our agency, for the first part of our adoption we were on our own with no one to really share our concerns or questions with.


We had only ‘come out’ as potential adopters to our immediate family and close-knit group of friends. It was an exciting time but daunting to be just us. About three months into the process came our first group training session. Taking place at our agency’s HQ over four days, we were about to have a crash course in how to ‘be adopters’. What did that even mean? What did it entail? As an introverted extrovert there was part of me dreading the whole process knowing that I might be forced to make small talk with a bunch of strangers. There is nothing worse than small talk in my opinion. My fears were realized as there were group exercises, games and, the worst . . . the dreaded breakout groups. In any other situation it would be my idea of hell. So, we sat there at 9 a.m. on the first morning (actually it might have been more like 9:15 a.m. because I’m sure John and I were late as we tend to be late for everything and I recall that morning being particularly stressful as the weight of trying to be ‘perfect’ was already creeping in and the fact we were going to be late had sent me into a spiral). So, there we were at 9:15 a.m. in a room filled with strangers all united by one common theme: future adoptees. Even though our agency was known for supporting LGBTQ+ adopters, part of us still expected to be the only gays in the room. But there was another gay couple and a single lesbian adopter in the room. My usual inner conflict kicked in . . . ‘Yay, other gays’ mixed with ‘Oh God, I need to somehow prove myself to them’. The latter, a lifelong issue I’ve had, was heightened by the fact that this other gay couple, Andy and Mark, were the toned, smart and groomed breed of gays. Gay anxieties aside, something quite wonderful happened in that room. By lunchtime, we suddenly felt part of a community. Other people were asking the questions we had been thinking, there were shared knowing nods and nervous laughter. The breakout groups became more like group confessionals in which we all deeply exhaled as we no longer felt alone in the fears we had. To help explain it to friends, I often compared the group to NCT classes and the friendships that are formed pre-birth.


It was here I started to draw parallels between adopters and queer groups. As an adopter, you are an outsider from the traditional norms. You are in a minority. Like John and me, you may not have ‘come out’ as adopters yet, and sometimes things don’t quite make sense till you find ‘your people’ and discover a sense of belonging. Walking into the training room was the equivalent of being seventeen and heading into the bright lights of my first gay bar with my then best gay mate Tommy, with just a little less nipple on show and no rum and cokes sadly. Over the days we formed a close bond with Andy and Mark and another couple. The community was sealed by the forming of a WhatsApp group so we could continue to keep each other updated as we all went forward in the process.


Being part of the group that formed at our adoption training was special; we felt less alone and part of a bigger picture. The training also allowed us to delve into deeper questions about the process, managing behaviours, self-care and much more. Our friends and family were also offered the opportunity to take part in a similar training group, which I believe a number of different adoption agencies offer, to help them understand what we were venturing into, which was fabulous as it really prepared some of our closest support network for what was potentially ahead of us.




INSIGHT:


LGBTQ+ Adopters


It’s no coincidence that RuPaul, queen of all the drag queens, is often coined ‘Mother Ru’, as the sense of family and belonging is so strong within the LGBTQ+ community (for more about drag families, see ‘N is for Nurture’, here). For decades, groups of chosen families have formed when birth families became inaccessible due to good old-fashioned queerphobia and rejection. Perhaps, therefore, the notion that you can choose your own family via adoption has become such a natural fit for us gays. One in six adoptions1 within the UK are now by LGBTQ+ folk, although according to New Family Social, an organization that supports LGBTQ+ adopters, this number may actually be higher.


Government data shows that one in six adoptions in England in 2022 were to same-sex couples2 and in Wales it was one in four.3 In Scotland in 2021 it was one in eleven.4 There’s no comparative data published by the Northern Ireland administration.


All of the data released by each government undercounts how many LGBTQ+ people adopt. This is because the data focuses on the family composition that a child is adopted into – whether it’s a male/female couple, a male couple, a female couple or a single person. There’s no data on sexual orientation or gender identity beyond those household types. As a result, it’s impossible to calculate how many single adopters are LGBTQ+. Similarly, you can’t identify the number of bi people in different gender relationships who adopt. Trans and non-binary adopters are invisible in the released data, which only allows for a person to be described as male or female.





Adoption Myth-Busting


There are countless myths about the modern adoption system, especially as people do get confused around how things used to be (thanks to shows like Long Lost Family and general historical horror stories) vs how they are now. Here are some of the most common misconceptions and the truth behind them:



‘Could I/we be discriminated against for being LGBTQ+?’



The law in the UK means that you can’t be discriminated against for being LGBTQ+ during the adoption process.5 However, we all know that what the law says vs what ordinary folk say, do and feel can be very different. John and I were on our guard from the outset. We knew what the law said but we were prepared to face off with Homophobic Henry, the gay-hating foster carer, or even Bigot Barbara, the ignorant social worker. We never met Henry or Barbara. That’s not to say they don’t exist, but in our experience, no one really cared if we were gay or straight and it was wonderfully refreshing. In some ways we felt we almost had an easier ride because we were a gay couple. ‘LGBTQ+ people have lived experience of navigating their identity and place in the world, which can be a real advantage when parenting a child who experienced trauma in their early life,’ says New Family Social. ‘Unlike most opposite-gender couples, for LGBTQ+ people adoption is often the first route to parenthood. An increased visibility of LGBTQ+ people adopting has inspired more people to do so; when New Family Social (an agency that supports LGBTQ+ adopters) launched its annual recruitment campaign to encourage more LGBTQ+ people to consider adoption or fostering, one in thirty-one adoptions in England were to same-sex couples. It’s now one in six. Many agencies have worked hard to encourage more engagement with their local queer community but it’s also the case that if LGBTQ+ people see their friends successfully adopt that it becomes a more achievable goal for them.’


‘Do all children available for adoption have severe behavioural problems?’


Most social workers will tell you that 99.9 per cent of all children in the care system awaiting adoption have suffered some form of trauma. This can be a sliding scale, and depending on the trauma involved there might very well be behavioural problems. However, with the right approach, namely therapeutic parenting (a highly nurturing parenting approach, with empathy at its core, which uses firm but fair boundaries and routines to aid the development of new neural pathways in the brain so children may gain trust in adults), behavioural problems can be managed. One of the exercises I found most enlightening during the training process to help understand what a child goes through in the process was the scissor exercise. Fourteen of us stood around someone who was nominated to represent the child. We each had a role – school, house, pets, friends, smells, environment noises, and so on – that factored in this child’s life. We each held a string that led to the ‘child’ in the middle. One by one the training lead cut each string representing the loss and change happening in that child’s life. Simple things such as moving from the countryside to a busy town and the noises involved affect that child’s trauma. Every child is different and there is every chance behavioural issues may appear, but don’t pass up adoption because you think that it’s not something you can handle. These children have been through a lot and just need your support. There could be the child for you out there and you are just who they need to match the needs they have. You could be the person to offer that empathy, understanding and love that they desperately need.


A social worker from PACT, the adoption agency John and I used, adds:




The short answer is NO, not all adopted children have severe behavioural issues. However, all children come from a background of neglect and abuse of varying degrees where, through significant neglect, their basic needs were not met, e.g., having regular mealtimes or even enough food, being kept clean, being played with, living in a very dirty home, etc. Or their emotional needs were not met e.g., not being shown any love or affection, or distorted love and affection (this can be seen in respect of children who are sexually abused).


With these backgrounds children do find it difficult to manage feelings, so when feeling confused, afraid, sad or angry then can erupt, as seen in their behaviours, such as hitting out or being defiant. Although as said, it does not apply to all children that move on to adoption. But a truism I think is all children are having to manage mixed and confused emotional feelings which can be expressed in many different ways.


Adoptive parents need to help a child feel safe, help them to understand and regulate their emotions. Help them to accept love and feel wanted. It all takes time. Adoptive parents receive help post placement to manage this.





To finish off this myth I want to reflect on how I described trauma as a sliding scale. I recently read Ben Fergusson’s book Tales from the Fatherland, in which he reflects on the adoption of his son. It’s a great read, especially as it opened my eyes to how adoption may work in another country – in his case Germany – but I really related to his views on trauma. Like us, Ben adopted his son while he was still an infant (the baby, that is; not Ben!). He questions the very notion of trauma being present in, or forced upon, every adopted child. We adopted both our boys at the age of six months, and they had been in care since the day they were born. I very quickly got sick of people saying, ‘Oh, he was only a baby so thankfully he won’t remember anything.’


Yes, their age at the time of going into care does mean that their experiences did not directly relate to the same trauma that other older children go through, but, without going into detail for their own privacy, there are still factors that we need to address and monitor throughout their lives. But how much trauma will they really have?


‘My issue,’ says Ben, ‘is that I look at my perfect little son toddling around our flat and I feel like the trauma of his adoption is something we have to gift him. He does not wake up screaming in the night. His weight and height are completely average. He speaks well. He has reached all of his developmental milestones. He is like any of his friends in his nursery – except for this sad fact about his birth that we slowly have to make him aware of. I worry that, in focusing on our son’s adoption as his trauma, we are simply replacing one highly emotive narrative about how he is meant to feel about being adopted with another one.’ It’s a highly nuanced topic: like most things in adoption, it’s not black or white. I find the notion of the potential trauma in our sons’ lives as completely grey and we just have to be prepared for what may happen, or indeed what may not.


‘You must take any child you are offered’


Linked to this is another myth: that you must take any child you are offered. Not true. The selection process is complex, and you are in complete control. In fact, you are encouraged to be as descriptive as you can in terms of deciding the child or children you want. I found the whole adoption process incredibly therapeutic. Not only are you reflecting on your own life story, but you have to really work out what you want. The most interesting part of this was the discussions between John and I in discovering what we each felt we could manage. The selection process goes deep and led to us having conversations that we never imagined, such as whether we would take a child who had HIV. Some may feel it’s like a shopping list, and trust me the comparisons to dating websites are true, but you’ve got to be sure of what you can take on and what type of child you have in your mind, because otherwise it could lead to a lot of time wasted and potential upset on both sides. The process helps you with this, though, and we came to the end of our selection process with a completely different outcome of what I had expected us to go with, especially post training, where our eyes and minds had been opened.




This is explored further by the social worker from PACT:


From the beginning of someone being interested in adoption, we will ask them about the age of the child, the gender, whether one, two, three children, as well as background considerations. As someone progresses through their assessment, this is discussed in depth, so not only covering age and gender, but also could they consider a child that came from certain types of backgrounds, e.g., has been physically hurt or sexually abused. Could they consider a child whose birth mother abused alcohol or drugs during pregnancy (both abuses can impact upon brain development), or parents with mental health or learning difficulties? There are many matching considerations that are discussed. This matching is captured in the person’s (or couple’s) Prospective Adopters Report, which local authorities and family-finding social workers from regional adoption agencies will read. Depending on their matching criteria the person, or couple, would be approached via our family-finding team with a child or children that reflect that criteria.





‘Will I/we only have the option to adopt an older child?’


False. While it’s a truth that there are far more older children in the care system awaiting adoption, that doesn’t mean that there are no babies awaiting a home. During our matching process we were surprised at the number of young babies whose profiles we were sent. However, these babies have not been given up by young teens who didn’t feel ready for a child; that is indeed a falsehood. I think any social worker would agree that is incredibly rare. If you want a baby, then it’s possible, but you are dealing with a much greater unknown in terms of development and health. These are the things you’ve got to think about.


‘Can the birth parents take them back?’


In the UK, once an adoption order goes through the court, it cannot be reversed by the birth family. I have heard of hideous stories in America where the birth family have discovered a queer couple has adopted the child taken from them and they’ve been able to appeal. This is not the case, thankfully, in the UK. To complete an adoption, the case is taken to a family court so an independent judge can review the situation, including reading reports from all the social workers involved about you, your child and their birth family. During this hearing the birth parents can appeal, but if there are any objections based on sexuality this would be immediately thrown out by the judge. Plus, at this stage in proceedings, unless the family had a very strong case as to why they are now fit parents, it’s incredibly unlikely even to be considered.


‘Birth parents and their families are involved in court care proceedings, where there are assessments (as well as support given to families) to see if change can happen,’ adds PACT. ‘The Children Act 1989 and subsequent legislation is very clear a child should, if possible, grow up with their birth parents (and/or family), adoption is the very last resort. So when a Care Order and a Placement Order (a care order endorses a plan for adoption; then a placement order authorises the local authority to place a child for adoption) are granted, very intensive work has already occurred and there is confidence that a plan of adoption is the only outcome. The birth parents can appeal against the Care and Placement Orders but only in respect of the hearing not being fair: that they have not been represented properly. The Care Order (as do the Interim Care Orders that occur throughout court proceedings) gives the local authority the right to assume parental responsibility and make decisions on behalf of the child.’


When adoptive parents put their application into court to adopt their child or children (which can only occur from ten weeks following placement) the birth parents are notified as they still retain parental responsibility. The birth parents can represent themselves at court (or if able seek legal representation – this does not happen usually as while birth parents are given legal representation during care proceedings, they cannot have this during adoption proceedings so have to fund legal representation themselves). In most cases, birth parents, while not supporting adoption, are passive, often too caught up in their daily lives or it is too emotional for them to do so. In reality, when an adoptive parent puts an application into court to adopt it is usually a straightforward affair and is not contested.


If a birth parent does contest, the court will need to consider two things. What has changed in the birth parents’ circumstances? You need to remember that court proceedings where Care and Placement Orders were granted, typically occurred only months previously, so the question would always be: ‘Can such change really happen and is it sustainable?’ Even if a birth parent can demonstrate change, then the second consideration is: what is best for the child? The court would be mindful how settled the child is in their adoptive placement, the loving attachments they have formed and whether they are thriving: what the damage to the child would be if they were removed from such an environment.


‘Do you have to keep their name?’


It is highly recommended you don’t change the child’s name and highly frowned upon if you do wish to. This can be incredibly hard to get one’s head round, especially if, like me, you’d always dreamed of and discussed the ‘perfect name’. You’ve got to remember that your child’s name is their identity. By changing it you are removing part of that identity. Early on in the process we embraced this, as it took away that feeling of responsibility of choosing a name. One less thing for us to worry about! And I love our children’s names. They are their names, their identity and are beautiful. Best thing to do is to build a bridge and get over this one as quickly as you can. They will have your surname and if you have your heart set on a name you can always add it as a lovely middle name. In fact, my family has a tradition of giving the eldest boy the middle name ‘Ernest’ (don’t get me started, I hated it for years but grew to embrace and love it!), so we gave our son that middle name and it was a perfect way of continuing the family legacy which he is now part of.


‘Anyone who adopts is a saint’


Obviously not, but get ready to become one in the eyes of many. People will start praising you from the moment they hear you’ve adopted like you are some modern-day Mother Theresa of the gays. It can make you feel deeply uncomfortable and if you are reading this and have recognized yourself doing it, then please stop. John and I selfishly wanted to be parents. We wanted kids like most other people on the planet and it just so happened that we chose this route. The kids are not ‘lucky’ to have us; we are lucky to have them. We are not perfect parents, nor are we saints, so don’t treat us that way . . . unless there is a free drink involved then pass it over. Amen.


‘Adopting is for rich gays’


The world would like to believe that all gays have vast amounts of disposable income. But, much like the real pound, perhaps the pink pound is not as strong as it used to be. After all, isn’t the notion that queers have loads of money to spend on Tom Ford fragrance, designer clobber and long days in the Mykonos sun based on the idea that they don’t have to spend money on kids? With the rise of the queer parent, perhaps this stereotype will change, I think to myself as I shuffle along in my local Aldi throwing bargains into my large trolley. I hate to break it to anyone who thinks that upon coming out we get some form of financial gift from Dolly Parton as a thanks for being gay, but financial concerns can hit us just like anyone else. In fact, with issues around employment, discrimination and inaccessible healthcare, the LGBTQ+ community faces many financial complications.




INSIGHTS:


The Costs Involved in Adoption


So what expenses are involved in the adoption process? Are we looking at the same eye-watering costs that surrogacy can sometimes incur? ‘Many are surprised to hear that there is no cost of adoption charged by agencies for applicants who wish to adopt a child, or children, from the UK,’ says PACT.




This is the same whether you choose to adopt through an independent or voluntary adoption agency, a local authority or a regional adoption agency. While there is no cost for adopting a child, there are a couple of things that prospective adopters should be aware of that they may have to pay for as part of the adoption process. This can include:







	medical checks from your GP, which many surgeries do charge for.


	an overseas Disclosure and Barring Service (DBS) check if an applicant has ever lived or worked abroad.


	
a potential cost if there is a need for an interpreter and/or translator for any referees who are unable to speak or write in English.






When assessing a family to become adoptive parents, we are not looking for people with high incomes or vast savings. Being on a low income or receiving benefits does not mean you can’t adopt a child. We are looking for people to demonstrate they can manage their finances and are able to be at home with a child or children for at least twelve months. If you work, this will mean taking adoption leave. As anyone who has ever parented a child will know, having children can be expensive, but the adoption process is designed so that income is not a barrier for someone choosing to become a parent to a child, or children, in need of a permanent family.





‘You can only adopt once’


This is one that from experience I can tell you is a complete load of bullshit. John and I adopted two children in 2018. We never had any intention of adopting more, but we always knew that the birth family’s situation meant there could be additional children born in the future who might go straight into the care system. We discussed it with the panel and the authorities at the time, and we said it would be something we would consider depending on our circumstances. Once our kids came home, we didn’t give it much further thought. Fast-forward to late October 2019. I was heading into work and as I stepped out the lift, I received an email from my social worker with the subject line ‘News’. My heart stopped. Without opening it I knew what it was going to say, and I was right. There was another baby, and would we consider adopting. I immediately phoned John. There was no other information. We didn’t know the baby’s health status, their sex, their age and, rather unhelpfully, our social worker was in meetings until 2:30 p.m., so we had a hideous waiting game ahead of us. I travelled home and John and I sat and waited. In our minds it was a newborn baby that might need care in hospital, so one of us best get prepared to travel to be with them if needed. However, the situation was a bit different and allows me to address another fact. The UK care system is incredibly unfunded, understaffed and not running at full potential. It turns out the baby was in fact five months old. A little boy who was perfectly healthy but had been in care since the moment he was born. Earlier that year, while we had been in the final days of a family holiday to Disney World in Florida, he was left alone for two weeks in a hospital, only being cared for by the kind nurses. A fact that will always haunt me and anger us both forever. The services had failed to inform us for five whole months that he had been born, even though various independent officers had flagged that we should be the first point of contact and considered for fostering while the adoption order was granted (often called fostering to adopt). It was only because his foster family had wanted to be considered for adoption that someone finally contacted us, which is when our social worker was notified. The moment we heard about him, he felt part of our family. There was no decision to be made; our hearts had already done that for us. Every social worker we then spoke to agreed that he should be given the chance to live with his two older siblings. Something his incredible foster family also agreed with, as much as it hurt them to say goodbye to the little boy they had fallen totally in love with. They too had been unaware that we had made it clear from the outset we would adopt a sibling. In fact, they had actually been told we were ‘not interested’, which is why they considered adopting him in the first place. The whole situation was a mess. We only had six weeks to get him home before Christmas and we were faced with an incredibly difficult and slow local authority who didn’t seem to grasp the fuck-up they had made. Our social worker and the agency were amazing and helped us fight through the red tape, as technically we had to go through the whole approval system again. With everyone’s support we were able to fast-track certain areas as everyone was passionate that he should spend his first Christmas at home with his sister and brother. And we did it. It took a lot of work, but our little boy moved home that December and it is safe to say we adore him and can’t imagine a life without him.


So, yes, you can adopt after adoption. However, the most important thing is that you consider how a new child or children might affect your existing child/children, bearing in mind any trauma or behavioural issues they might already have.




MEET . . .


James (he/him) and his husband Jay (he/him)


James and Jay adopted a second child five years after their first adoption.


After we adopted our first son we were not initially sure if we would adopt again. It was never on the cards when we first adopted, but I was certain that one day I’d like another, while my husband Jay was a little more hesitant. Things went so well for us the first time, and our son is so settled, I think he was worried about rocking the boat. However, four years later life moved on, we had a new house which we renovated, and then, post Covid, we felt ready to go for it. We didn’t want to start the adoption process totally from scratch, so we decided to wait until the social worker who worked with us the first time was available, so at least we had that shorthand and had someone that knew us and our son.


We adopted our second son in 2022. Due to the six-year age gap, we think our eldest was initially a little disappointed to not have the play mate he thought he was getting, which was a little frustrating for him. He has such a nurturing side though, which ultimately played to our advantage as he is now enjoying the role of big brother. If anyone is thinking of adopting again, then during the matching process, the priority must be your existing child/children. Be prepared for completely different personalities. Everything you knew from before has to be re-learned as not everything that worked last time will necessarily work this time round.





Adoption is not easy, but it’s not as hard as you may think. At the end of the day any form of parenting is not bloody easy. John and I have an incredible family and the love we have for our children is just insane. We still have a long way to go but I know my love for my three monkeys will never end. I do get ‘adoption broody’, especially when Lotte and I talk to families at the start of their process or I see posts from those excited people going to training sessions or signing up to agencies. Would I do it again? Not likely, but I loved the process. It taught us so much about ourselves and strengthened our bond as a couple. I truly believe that going through the assessments and the training has made us better parents than we would have been just left to our own devices. And who knows what the future may hold!





Talking Points



▶ Has your opinion of adoption changed in any way after reading this chapter?


▶ Is it something you would consider?


▶ Have you thought about what you feel you could ‘take on’, including children with any disabilities, medical conditions or life-limiting health issues?


▶ Do you feel prepared to help a child through trauma?















[image: Start of image description, B is for Better Late Than Never., end of image description]
   

Buckle up, kids, it’s time for our coming-out stories!


[image: Start of image description, Read on an explore Lotte’s thoughts on coming out., end of image description]


My best friend Will came out when we were in Year 8 at school. I remember, we were sitting at my kitchen table cutting out pictures from magazines to cover our diaries with when he told me he liked boys. Smash Hits was open on a story about Take That and he pointed at Gary Barlow and said he was his favourite. Being a nascent lesbian, I was more of a Mark Owen gal myself. Will’s coming out opened a fabulous door into the LGBTQ+ community for me from a very early age. A year later and I’d told him I was gay too, and so began our out-and-proud teenage life in London. We went to gay youth groups, snuck into club nights in Soho and squirmed our way through awkward dates at First Out Cafe. My first kiss was with a girl on the dance floor at the iconic gay club Pop Stars – I had never been surer of anything. It felt so right. I’m aware that my story is quite rare. There was no angst or shame or trying to hide – I was lucky that homophobia didn’t factor into my early life at all.


[image: Start of image description, Read Stu’s experiences in this passage., end of image description]


A shocking fact for you: I have never come out. Perhaps this is the time? Mum, if you are reading this, ‘I’m gay.’ Although I’d imagine you might have an idea after attending my wedding and being a wonderful nanny to our three children. I feel an immense privilege that I never had to sit my parents down and say those two words. I think it’s down to two things: the first being that I have wonderful, open and fabulous parents who would have accepted me whatever I was; the  second that I am so incredibly camp and gay that really there was no other option for me. Aged thirteen, I took part in my local amateur dramatics society’s variety performance. My vision for my moment in the spotlight? Me, four backup dancers, Candi Staton’s ‘Young Hearts Run Free’, a big Dolly Parton-style wig, a pink feather boa, fishnet stockings and my mum’s red velvet split-leg dress (which I think she must have got in the early 1990s and which I took without her knowledge). My mum had no idea what I was doing till the curtain opened and she sat open-mouthed as her son lip-synched for his life on stage in front of her. As I took the time in the music interlude to go into the audience, sit on a grown man’s lap and blow glitter in his face, my mum turned to my best friend’s mum and said, ‘Oh, I do worry about him sometimes.’ I guess you could call that my coming-out moment. Fast-forward ten years and my mum asked me round for dinner as my aunty was visiting. I explained that I had someone staying and she said, ‘Bring them.’ That person was John, whom I had only just started ‘courting’. He turned up and she welcomed him with open arms and made a ‘mum’ joke about washing. It was the first time I’d ever brought a boy home and she just took it in her stride with little conversation. This wasn’t in an avoiding-the-subject way, just it was what it was and wasn’t that fabulous. I’m very lucky.


Coming Out Later in Life


Excuse us a moment while we mourn the loss of all the fantastic gay bars, youth groups and IRL places for teenage queers to hang out that defined our young queer lives. Liking an Instagram post just isn’t the same as having to order a jacket potato with coleslaw and sit opposite another queer sixteen-year-old in an LGBTQ+ vegetarian cafe.


Okay, we’ve dried our eyes and we’re back to talk about how different our experiences as gaybies were from those of people who came out later in life. And, furthermore, how our personal journeys to being out and part of the LGBTQ+ community have informed our attitude to parenting as queer people.




Lotte: I suppose for me, because I had such a privileged queer youth, it never occurred to me that I wouldn’t be able to do something straight people could do. I always wanted children and I was confident that one day I’d be a parent, even if I only had a vague sense of how that might work.


Stu: Same for me, I assumed I’d get married and have children one day. I never worried about how. With the blissful naivety of youth I figured it would just happen.





Now, compare that to the experience of someone who, for whatever reason (and there are so many), didn’t come to terms with their sexuality until they were well into adulthood. Or someone who did come out young but didn’t have the support or acceptance of their own family. These kinds of experiences can lead some people to believe that being queer would mean they’d never be able to have children, or perhaps their sexuality was so riddled with shame and self-loathing that they might have felt they didn’t deserve to.


Many people start out in cis heterosexual relationships and have children before realizing they are LGBTQ+. Some of these relationships are good and happy and end well and some don’t. In ‘X is for Ex-Partners, Divorce, Separation and Step Parents’ (see here) we’ll discuss this more. But a huge number of people in our community were parents before they came out. Many have experienced the difference in raising children when the outside world reads you as cis and/or straight and then when you are perceived as ‘other’. Parents have had to come out to their children and have had to navigate their identity as a queer person alongside their identity as a parent, and this can be a challenge.


We hate the term ‘Gold Star Lesbian’ for a woman who has never been with a man, not least because there doesn’t seem to be a male equivalent but also because, just, yuck – it implies there’s a hierarchy of queerness and it doesn’t account for the fabulously fluid nature of sexuality. We know many of our queer parent community came out later in life, and many also identify as bisexual, or pansexual, and are currently in het-assumed relationships. Does being in a relationship and parenting with someone of a different sex make them any less queer? Of course not!


We wanted to share some stories with you in this chapter from LGBTQ+ people who started their parenting journey in hetero relationships, because our community is full of these often-overlooked experiences and as a reminder that there’s no ‘right’ way to be a queer parent.




MEET . . .


Eavan (she/her)


Eavan is a single mother to two children via natural conception.


I got married at twenty-two to a man who was much older. He was keen to have a family while I hadn’t really found myself yet. We rushed into having children. I acknowledge the privilege I had with the ease it took to bring my kids into the world compared to others in the queer community. I ended up as a young mum with lots of questions about myself. I thought I might be bi but hadn’t really tested it out properly, having shied away from that identity. But as I got older it just became more and more urgent for me to work it out and I became quite unhappy. With agreement from my husband, I began to explore relationships with women and I discovered I was actually a lesbian. I then slowly picked my way out of my heterosexual family situation, which culminated when he got stuck abroad during Covid. When he returned to London after a year apart, we agreed to divorce.


We now live in two separate houses, close to each other. He’s a very kind person and has always been respectful and supportive. We share parenting fifty/fifty. We have dinner at each other’s houses and go on holidays together. It’s very amicable.


So I am now a single lesbian mother.


I really want to knit my identities as a mum and as a lesbian together. At the moment they are entirely separate. Half of the time I’m doing the school run and helping with homework and the other half, I’m going to [the club night] Butch Please, going on hot dates and travelling. I’m in a bunch of chats and community groups but a lot of the people I chat to don’t know I’m a parent, or that I was married to a man. I feel a bit ashamed of that. Like I’m letting the side down because I’m not a Gold Star Lesbian. I wonder how much of that is internalized heterophobia, where, in finding this new identity, I don’t want people to know about my past, or the other half of my life.


My kids were four and six when I told them about why their mum and dad had separated. I made it about differentiating between types of love and I said, ‘There’s the people you want to kiss, and there’s people you want to hang out with. And I’m the type of person that wants to kiss women.’ That was the beginning of the conversation. They’re fine about it. They know about girlfriends and I increasingly try to use more grown-up language around it. As they’re getting older, I also inject some of the challenges that face the queer community and why it’s important to be proud of it.


When I was first coming out four years ago, there were absolutely no resources. There were some stories online about people who came out later in life – in their fifties – and it seemed the narrative was that you wait until your kids are grown up and then you’ve done your bit. But I’m thirty-two and I was twenty-eight or so when things started kicking off. There was nothing online that really helped me through this.


More recently I discovered a Canadian woman who started an Instagram account called Late to Lesbian, which gathered together people in my situation. Some of them were just coming out. And some of them were coming out with kids. Within four months, this page had 50,000 followers. So the fact is I’m far from alone. It was nice to feel that support because we’ve got a lot to handle when we are coming out: parenting, working out our own life, our new identity. And there are a lot of people in my position who are people pleasers and are really grief-stricken because they feel that they’ve let everybody down.


I wear my story a little more comfortably than that: I’m a better parent now I’m out. I’m lighter and happier and the kids pick up on that.


Eavan’s Advice for Coming Out of a Heterosexual Relationship


Ask yourself what example you want to set for your kids. Do you want to be a person who shows that your happiness is important, that your needs and your identity are as valid as the people’s around you? If you were giving advice to your own child, you’d want your child to be happy. So model that behaviour.


I know a lot of people who come out late who are kind of held hostage emotionally by husbands or wives who are really sad about how things have turned out. And therefore they feel guilt and then stick around longer than they should in the marriage. Don’t prioritize your partner’s needs above your own; they’re certainly not doing the same thing back for you.


Maintain your boundaries: you don’t owe anybody not connected to the experience explanations.


Do everything with as much kindness and generosity of spirit and love as you can.







MEET . . .


Sharon Davey (she/her)


Sharon is the illustrator of Lotte’s picture book My Magic Family.6 She lives with her partner Janet and her two teenage children, whom she had via natural conception with her male ex-partner.


Could you tell us a bit about the evolution of your sexuality and your decision to end your straight relationship?


When my marriage became a mess and broke down when I was twenty-nine, I didn’t think I’d have to consider the evolution of my sexuality. Making sure the kids were fed and I had managed a shower was enough. When I met Janet and an instant solid friendship turned into ‘I can’t let this woman walk out of my life for anything’, I was surprised. There was no ‘I wonder if I’m gay’, just Janet, and everything about her was perfect for me, and that included her being a woman.
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