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To all the sex workers out there. This is my story and, as we all have very different tales to tell, I only speak for myself. But my hope is that this book will go some way towards making our working lives safer from both the police and the clients who seek to harm us.









AUTHOR’S NOTE


As I was writing this book, I attempted to change as many of the details as I could regarding locations and people, while staying true to the heart of the story, as I really do not want to become a household name. I never wanted that as an actress, and I don’t want it now. My editor went one further and removed some details about things that have happened in my life to protect me, as they are stories that are pretty weird and unforgettable and can’t have happened to many people. But, even with a careful eye on my anonymity, I want this book to be read by some of the bigger pricks it features. They will know who they are. But I doubt it will be them who out me. No, unfortunately, if I am outed it will probably be by another sex worker, a disgruntled client or a git from my family. But sometimes a story has to be told, whatever the risk.












PROLOGUE: WHO AM I?



There is a lot of power in a name. Using someone’s name suggests that you see them, and that you know them. Or you want to get to know them. Maybe you like them, so their name plays softly, gently on your lips. Perhaps it’s used as a term of endearment. You use it as often as you can.


But it’s also possible that you might use a name against someone. You might use a person’s name when you’re angry, punctuating every sentence with it. Spitting it out. A name becomes a weapon.


Let’s take it further.


A name might be used to find out more about someone. To dig into who they are. To stalk someone. To find out where they live, who they’re friends with on social media, who their family is. Where they hang around. Where they work. What they do for a living.


A name might be used to contact someone’s workplace and reveal information about them. Report them for sex working, perhaps. I know that’s possible because I’m a sex worker. And in my job, I can all too easily imagine a scenario in which a client thinks we have a connection but I’ve said I won’t see him again because he’s too clingy, or perhaps because I don’t have the time. He’s devastated. But he knows my name. He knows the address I do business from. He has my bank details, because that’s how I get paid.


Imagine what he could do with that information to fuck with my life.


The way I see it, you don’t want a man – or anyone, really – to know your real name and have that kind of power over you. For this reason, sex workers advise other sex workers never to give a client their real name. And I think that’s wise. So I have many names. My name is Hope. My name is Angel. Some people call me Emma. Others call me Milan or Natasha. A few call me Charlotte. I’ll answer to all of them.


When I transitioned from escort work to domination, ten years ago, I chose a final name for myself. And I’m still using it. I won’t reveal it now because I don’t want my clients to know too much about my life; no more than they need to know. If they recognize themselves here, they might be proud or excited to be a part of my story. It’s also possible they might not like it. Or, worse, they might pity me. I can’t stand being pitied. One look of pity and I have the urge to pluck out an eye. I would much rather be hated than pitied, and I can tell you there’s no shortage of people who hate me and all the other sex workers out there.


So, who am I?


Very few of my clients know exactly who I am. And that privacy works both ways. I won’t look up a client’s name unless they piss me off – maybe they don’t treat me well, maybe they’re reluctant to pay. If that happens, then I want to know exactly who they are. If you’re ever my client I suggest you try very hard not to piss me off. Don’t stiff me for money. Don’t bombard me with emails. Don’t push my boundaries. I can see you on Facebook with your family. I can see you on LinkedIn with your colleagues . . .


Avoiding my wrath is very simple.


Don’t be abusive. Be nice. Always.


And, if you’re a sex worker, my advice is that you use a pseudonym.


It’s not easy to live and work under a false name. The banks are now clamping down so that if there isn’t an exact name match on a bank transfer when a deposit is paid, an automated message about fraud is generated. This freaks out clients, men who are already twitchy about paying a sex worker in a transaction that’s recorded. But I need that deposit for my services. Firstly, because there are so many timewasters out there and, like anyone, I have to be paid for the work that I do. Secondly, and more importantly, I need it because I want there to be a correspondence trail if the client decides to kill me. Account number, sort code and the name Miss D is all they get from me and this is, at present, enough for a bank. It means I can see my clients. But they can’t see me. That seems like a fair exchange.


So it’s deposit by bank transfer, please, and the rest of the money paid in cash when the client and I finally meet. Then I attempt to find a bank so that I can pay it in, remembering that cash amounts over a certain value are flagged as a potential money-laundering transaction.


Some savvy sex workers now use crypto currencies in order to be paid, but I can’t get my head around imaginary money. Others take deposits via Amazon, accepting gift certificates in lieu of cash. The obvious catch is that you can only use the gift certificates on Amazon. No, thank you. I am not working in the sex industry to make Jeff Bezos more money. I don’t want things I can get next day on Prime. I want money to pay off my mortgage. Believe it or not, I want to bank all of my money as it makes it easier to work out what I need to pay in tax. I actually want to pay tax unlike – in my opinion and according to the reams of serious investigative reporting on the subject – Amazon.


But you can see why some women in the industry don’t do things above board; they’re asking, with louder and louder voices, why should we pay tax when we have no workers’ rights?


When you have no rights you’re driven to aliases. To anonymity. To feel fear about sharing a name.


A couple of my names were chosen by me. Some of my names were chosen for me by pimps. Some men are daft enough to believe that the name a sex worker goes by indicates our class and by extension our character, and that that will dictate our behaviour. Grace? Hope? It’s the exact opposite of how I might be feeling at the time. But do the clients know that? Of course not. Sex workers are very good at showing only what we want to show. We are very good at being the person the client needs us to be. And it all starts with a name.


For you, my name is Eve.










Brothels



When people think about the sex industry, they usually imagine women working on the street or working from dingy flats. While I haven’t done the former, I have worked in many a flat. These brothels are everywhere. Sometimes they are obvious, with huge neon signs in the windows or positioned above doorways that tell you the venue is a sauna, but most of the time you won’t know they are there. They’re a flat swallowed by a huge apartment block with no nosy porters to wonder what’s going on. They’re a house on a short lease on a suburban street, because the madam knows there is only a limited amount of time before she has to move her girls out fast. They’re luxurious basement flats with private entrances. And they’re pungent, pokey flats with the neighbours’ shoes piled up in the hallway.


You may have even been in a brothel and not realized. Perhaps when viewing a flat that was newly on the market you were surprised to find a long, floor-length curtain separating the kitchen from the living room. That’s curious, you might have thought, before dismissing it. Then, further into the tour, you were delighted to find that each bedroom had a shower in the corner and noticed the many white towels neatly folded on a nearby shelf. You didn’t give much thought to the cheap Argos bedside drawers that didn’t quite fit with the sturdy, solid oak bed displayed proudly in the middle of the room. You don’t know that an Ikea bed isn’t up to the job of accommodating a banker, a trader and two sex workers all in one go. Believe me, I know.


But the biggest giveaway that a place is a brothel is the Johnson’s Baby Oil. If you ever book a massage and find some Baby Oil on the shelf, you have probably booked a hooker by mistake.


Brothel Creepers


What kind of man goes to a brothel? It’s a simple question to answer. Almost every type of man. There is only one type that doesn’t and that is the type who says, ‘I don’t need to pay for it.’ You know the type. They’re the ones who buy you half a shandy on a date at the pub and expect to get into your knickers. The ones who buy you a nice meal and then feel as though they have earned the right to come on your face.


Give me the brothel creepers over that entitled lot any day of the week.


Of course, you get boundary pushers in all brothels. If your boss doesn’t have your back, then in an ideal world you would just quit and move to another brothel where you feel safer, happier. Which is the same as in any job, right? If a manager, whether in a shop, a restaurant or a bar, refuses to deal with rude customers, preferring to take the money rather than look after their workers, you quit. You find another place to ply your trade. But the better places – where we have more agency to do what we want, to see who we want, and to charge more for the service we provide – are always being closed by police raids. More bad bosses leads to more punters who try it on in any way they can.


Back when I did brothel work, in the sitting area where men and women would relax and chat while waiting for a bedroom to become available, we would have lawyers in Savile Row suits sitting next to men who were celebrating coming out of prison. We would have a policeman twitching nervously next to a man who was on stage in a West End show. I became so friendly with a few that I saw them outside of work, just for fun.


Then there were my three favourites. The stockbroker and the banker, who have both become great friends over time and who have enriched my life. And the wonderful man I have settled down with and built a life with.


Let’s call him Adam.


A Beautiful Love Story


Yes. I met my partner at work. I think it’s a beautiful story. A story of overcoming the odds.


We met. He paid me. We fucked. And then slowly we grew into each other’s lives in a way that I don’t know where I end and he begins. If it sounds romantic it’s because it is. I have never judged him for visiting sex workers, and he has never judged me for being one. The real Pretty Woman story, I like to call it.


People ask if there is a difference between the men who visit hookers and men who visit dominatrices and my answer, which will probably infuriate both types of client, is no. Some are more kinky, certainly. Some want pain to precede the pleasure. Or to be humiliated while they worship their ‘goddess’. But the truth of the matter is they all want to get off. It’s how they get there that informs whether they book a domme or a hooker.


What they probably don’t expect is to find a wife.


Do the Hustle


The more interesting question is what type of woman goes into sex work? Women who need money, of course. It helps if you like men and like sex, but that isn’t essential or necessary. Money drives us women, just as the cock drives a client.


The sex industry is somewhere that women can always find money, should they need it. And, with benefit cuts, the cost-of-living crisis, energy and food prices increases and wage stagnation, we need it. So, we sell sex. That sounds simple enough, but the reality isn’t that easy. These days, sex workers often have to look at different ways to earn enough money because a normal brothel service (that is, condom for sex and condom for blowjob) is now charged at a lower rate than it was twenty years ago. It seems to be the only area of the economy where prices have gone down. And, as in every industry, whether profit is being made or not, there are always bosses waiting to pounce and who will push their workforce to perform for them just that little bit more. All those pressures mean that in some brothels the women now make their main money from extras such as kissing, oral without, CIM (come in mouth) and anal. Not brilliant for us and not brilliant for the wives at home.


We do our best with what we’ve got. I have worked with women who will charge extra for anal, blindfold the client or turn the lights down really low and then tighten up their pussy as much as possible, squealing when the client’s penis goes in to convince the man that it’s the other hole. You can take from that little story that many sex workers are good hustlers. I have watched with awe as those women have worked men over for every penny they can get, but I have never been very good at extracting extra funds from a man’s wallet myself, even though at times I really needed to.


Market conditions dictate that brothel workers now have to give the whole performance, complete with fluttering eyelashes and parted lips. The girlfriend experience. The porn star experience. Giving of themselves more and more, and they might then make the same money as they would have done years ago, when a man was often happy with a simple handjob. Then, thanks to the risks they’re forced to take, it’s off to the sexual health clinic to check for chlamydia, syphilis and gonorrhoea. Very sexy.


Ladies, a word of advice. Always inspect a man’s todger before giving him head. Even if he’s your husband. Actually, especially if he’s your husband.


Make no mistake. Women do not want to be doing extras. But if it’s what the male customer requires, and we don’t offer it, he will find another brothel and a girl who does. That is not good business.


Other ways to hustle and make more money out of a client could include encouraging the man to buy drugs so he stays around longer. By becoming a party girl yourself, you can get and keep clients – it’s a USP on your CV, as it were. Because, generally, if a client likes cocaine, he wants you to do it too.


Some women might be capable of robbing a client (or even their own colleagues). Or they might record the clients and use the footage to blackmail them. That’s a hustle with a side of scumbag. Other women might offer discounts to stop men from choosing other girls. And while undercutting each other is certainly a way to get more clients in the short term, in the long term those women will have fucked themselves and every other girl in the place, because once you lower a price it is very hard to raise it again. Punters will start to haggle with you. And maybe you need the cash right now so you agree to the lower rate too but, the thing is, the girl in the next room won’t be so hard up next month, and maybe you won’t be either; from now on, though, you are both stuck at the lower price.


Then there are the women who will deliberately get pregnant by a wealthy client. Some sex workers will deny that that happens. But it does. One hooker I used to know was shagging both a lawyer and a banker bareback, ‘Because I trust you!’ she would say to them. They both bought it because, in my experience, when the cock is hard and the booze is flowing, men are not capable of thinking with their big brain. In this case, neither man knew about the other and the banker was horrified when he discovered ‘his’ girl was shagging the lawyer bareback too. Some clients can develop a misplaced sense of ownership, which is a no-no for me.


But all’s well that ends well. The last time I saw this particular woman she was on the Tube with her baby and was in a relationship with the lawyer.


They tell people they met at church.


Keeping Hold of Yourself


Most of my female friends’ partners were also punters once upon a time and there shouldn’t be any surprise about this. Admittedly, it’s not your average nine to five, but lots of couples meet through their work, so why should we be any different? Perhaps the problem is that it’s harder to hold on to a relationship when you’re a sex worker, because working in this industry can change you into someone you don’t recognize, or even like. Not because of the soul seepage which comes from being prodded by a little old man penis, which is what the radical feminists or deeply religious – who pity and loathe us in equal measure – would have you believe. But because of all the shit you have to put up with from everyone else.


From the police who rob and arrest you on a regular basis and the MPs who solicit your services while voting to pass laws that make your life harder, to the doctors who will look at you like you’re shit on their shoe during the routine screenings that are in place to keep you well, and the lawyers who clearly despise you, even as they bill you by the hour. Then there are the landlords who will try to get a discounted shag but keep your deposit when you move out. And finally, there is the general public, who all have an opinion on sex work. And this can sometimes be good but is often bad and ugly, because they’ve never done it so they really don’t know what they’re talking about.


The moralist view, which is still incredibly common, is that we are all drug-addicted to cope with being raped and unloved as children. Another popular view is that we are filthy rich because people actually believe what they see posted on social media: pictures of immaculate women in their stylish penthouse apartments surrounded by ostentatious wads of cash or an artful screenshot of a £20,000 bank transfer. All of that is a load of bollocks. The vast majority of us are grinding to buy food, to pay rent, to support our kids. Because we can’t rely on men. And we certainly can’t rely on the government.


All of these things are far more wearing than shagging ten men in a day. These are the things that chip away at your self-esteem and your mental health and which harden you. These are the things that could turn you into someone it may be difficult to love. I’m so grateful to be loved by my partner, because I catch myself sometimes saying and thinking mean-spirited, ugly things I wouldn’t have years ago. I’m still soft as shit when it comes to children and animals, but these days if I see a pretty woman asking for change on the street I can’t help but think, Go suck a cock. And I’m not entirely sure that’s nice.


I didn’t think that way before I became a hooker.


Deep down I’m soft enough to want to be able to pick all the homeless up off the streets. But I’d want to deposit them in the homes of the people who I see giving them change and advising them ‘Don’t buy drugs with this money’, as the homeless person nods subserviently and eagerly grabs the fifty-pence piece the prosperous, patronizing prick is handing over.


I’m an angrier person these days, but my wrath is almost solely aimed at the privileged. Not only the rich men firmly and comfortably rooted in the establishment but the advantaged women too. The ones who proclaim themselves feminists are arguably the very worst. A few years ago, Amnesty International stated that they were for decriminalization of sex work. ‘Decrim’ is the legal model that sex workers want. It would allow us to work together in safety and without the fear that we will end up either in prison or dead – which is currently the choice in England. But the actresses didn’t agree. Meryl Streep, Ann Hathaway, Emma Thompson, Lena Dunham and many others signed a letter telling Amnesty to rethink their stance. The sex workers, in no uncertain terms, told the actresses to fuck off. Then in New York another group of actresses tried to interfere with waitresses’ earnings by campaigning to end tipping and to replace that system with higher wages. The waitresses also told them to fuck off. There is nothing more dangerous than a liberal, middle-class white woman with a moralistic agenda. If you don’t live our lives, don’t tell us that you know better than we do. And while you might have played a fucking hooker in a film it doesn’t mean you know what it is like to actually be a hooker.


I know what it’s like.


And I think my partner has a bit of an idea, too.


Hell, he has had to put up with ten years of me talking about it. And, unlike most people with a view on it, he listens. He really listens. The problem for us is everyone else thinking they know best. That’s the kind of shit that will either pull you apart as a couple, or push you closer together. It makes me glad every day that we are tight. We are good.


I was told once by another hooker that I wouldn’t stay nice if I stayed in the industry. But I have. Or at least I hope I have. Fuck the people who think we’re unlovable.


Shame on You


If we’re thinking about the people who make life harder, then there are also those who expect me to feel shame about what I do for a living. I feel no shame. I have a few small regrets about how I treated some people when I was younger, for which I have a sense of shame. Those people may have forgotten how I behaved, but I haven’t. I’m thinking about when I worked in a factory with a drug user who was a good mate, but I was embarrassed to know him when he showed up at my house because my friends were there. Back then I really thought I was better than him. That makes me feel disgusted with myself, but being a sex worker doesn’t. When it comes to my jobs and life choices, I feel no shame. None. You will never find me apologizing for selling sex. Fuck the people who apologize.


‘Well, you might be happy . . . but would you want your daughter doing it?’ is a question always asked by people who want to erode the rights of sex workers even further. And they ask the question with a sneer, as if they’re so dreadfully clever to make this point, and the first person ever to make it. We see straight through them. They don’t give a monkey’s about us or our daughters. If they did, they would be on our side, supporting us in our fight to work as safely as possible, which means one thing: decriminalization.


Charm Not Included


I have worked as a hooker in a brothel. I have worked as an independent escort. I have worked as a hostess in a strip club, as a dominatrix and on the sex chatlines. I have only earned real money as a hooker and as a dominatrix; I earned fuck all in the other jobs. But, I have to admit, the poor pay could have been more about me being a bit shit at those jobs rather than them not paying well if you’re good at them.


Escorts, hostesses and chatline operators have to ooze charm at all times and I just don’t have that in me. Clients want more and more for less and less. Some chatlines charge as little as thirty pence a minute now and men still object to the price. I once told a guy who spent his time and money complaining to me that he should ‘fuck off and call the Samaritans instead’, and I got fired. No surprises there, perhaps. I can turn the charm on when I need to, and when I want to. No problem at all. The problem is that I have no patience for dickheads, you see. And the world of sex work is full of dickheads.


When I was a hooker the men were ‘punters’ or ‘johns’. Why johns? Well, I don’t know for sure, but I assume it’s something to do with how many clients tell us their name is John. As a dominatrix they are known as ‘subs’ – short for submissives – ‘clients’ or ‘slaves’. But all these different words to describe our paying clients amount to the same thing: a man with the permanent horn is an easy man. There is a reason why the sex industry is the oldest profession; men want to get off. Always have, always will. Whether that is sex and a cuddle or a fist in the arse while they’re dressed as a fairy, it amounts to the same thing.


Of course, there will be differences among them; the worst of them might be clingy, needy, demanding or boundary pushing. But if you have been in this game long enough you know how to control them . . . unless, of course, you have the misfortune to meet one who can’t be controlled. Any wannabe young hooker who thinks that it’s a cool job with no dangers is kidding herself. Sex workers get killed every year by clients. You might think that street sex workers get killed more than indoor workers, and that was certainly the case before 2010 in the UK. But now indoor workers get killed more, probably due to us working alone because of an increase in police raids.


In the UK we are more likely to be killed than women in any other industry by men who are angry because they can’t get it up. Or because they hate women. Or because we are easy targets as the police don’t give a fuck.


All that said, generally, if certain men are too much of a handful it is easy enough to discard them, as long as you haven’t let them into your life. And, of course, that starts with not giving them your real name. If they do know a lot about you, there are other ways to put them off. Burping, farting, scratching your arse and talking about raising your rates will soon make them lose interest.


If you work in the sex industry for long enough, you will deal with every type of man. The good, the bad, the ugly. The dangerous. Clients are replaceable. Get rid of the bad ones as quickly as you can. The trick is to hold on to the good ones and keep them coming back for more.


Easy Peasy


I used to find the typical full-service sex-work session as easy as riding a bike. I’ll show you.


The client enters the room. You greet him with a huge smile and say, ‘How are you? It has been ages!’ Two cups of tea and a brief chat later you remove your dressing gown, which will be silk or satin, not a huge fleece number, to reveal something flimsy underneath.


‘Fancy warming me up?’ you ask, and away you go.


Little back rub for him followed by kisses on his back to show that you’re ready. He rolls over, oral for him, oral for you, and a breathy exclamation of: ‘Oh my God, you’re gonna make me come!’


This is followed swiftly by a shag that lasts about five minutes and finishes with the client coming. As they left I used to say something like, ‘Oh I needed that. Thank you for coming.’ A little laugh. ‘Pun intended! See you next time!’


The trick is to split up the hour with different focuses and, because everything is separated – a little bit of this, a little bit of that – he feels as though he has been in your company for longer. He feels as though it was fun for you and well worth his money. He leaves feeling great and already looking forward to his next visit.


Like I said, easy peasy.


Of course, it takes a little while for it to feel so easy as there is no guidebook for a woman stepping into sex work for the first time. She may be lucky enough to find a mentor, as I did, but that is rare. Generally, it’s expected that she will know how to have sex, as not many virgins seek out a career in prostitution, so she will just be left to learn on the job.


Newbie hookers, if you don’t want future boyfriends to know about your work, you need to muddy up your blowjob skills. We are fucking amazing at giving head. Deep throat with no gagging, no teeth, better suction than a Dyson, with opposite hand twisting that makes a man’s eyes roll back and his mouth speak in tongues. Lastly, don’t get drunk and slip the condom onto your boyfriend’s cock with just your mouth. Most women can’t do that.


But here’s the thing that people can find surprising. When I was a hooker I generally enjoyed the session, unless the guy was a prick. I like earning money and I like sex. I have never faked an orgasm; I don’t see the point. One man once rubbed my belly in circles and, when I looked confused, he said he had made a woman come like that before. Poor sod. So naive. He’d obviously had a rather sheltered time of it up until he met me. So, I gave him a lesson on the clit and after that he became a regular client.


It’s worth making the point that he was a Muslim who exclusively wore traditional Islamic clothing. Never make the mistake of thinking it is only the ‘toxic’ masculine white male that visits a sex worker. Religious beliefs are no barrier to the need to do something with a hard cock.


Borrowed Time


Clients have come in all shapes and sizes. Which leads me to a memory of Douglas and the sun gently warming my skin as I looked out onto paradise. To my left, a luxurious outdoor sauna. And, just past that, a rippling turquoise lake. A croquet lawn was laid out on the other side of the house, an immaculate square of green situated by a small waterfall.


My sub shuffled out of the house with a bottle of good champagne and two crystal flutes. The word ‘submissive’ creates an illusion. The sub is very often a man born into vast wealth and, in this particular story, was the owner of the gorgeous house. I was – I am – the submissive one. The servant. The one who is paid to indulge Douglas’s fantasies, and the fantasies of men like him. I am the one who leaves the big house with the pool and the private tennis courts at the end of the session and goes home to something rather different.


If this makes me sound a little bitter, as though I am coveting what Douglas has . . . well, I am. I can push it to one side while we spend time together, but I know that, however hard I work, and whatever I do, I will never have any of this. I can only borrow it for a while. And then I have to hand it back.


In the early days of domination when I first gained access to the lives of rich men, I would fool myself that I would one day achieve that kind of wealth, that kind of luxury, too. Then a year passed, and I was no further forward. Then another year and another, until I finally realized with staggering clarity that, if I worked hard, if I got paid well for these jobs, I might put together a bit of money that gave me access to certain nice things in life, but I would never have wealth.


In a moment of flaring anger, I once said to Douglas that, no matter what I did, I would never end up with money. He’d laughed and told me I was talking nonsense.


‘Look at where you are!’ he’d exclaimed, his arms spread wide, gesturing to the beauty that surrounded me. ‘This is paradise!’


But it wasn’t mine and it never would be.


I could, perhaps, have married into it. That’s a thought that comes back time and again. Though it was my looks that first got me business, it has been my personality that has given me my regulars. Personality, I’ve learned, keeps a man hooked even when the lines start to show and tits start to sag. Indeed, this particular wealthy man tried to woo me into being his lifelong companion. But, fiercely independent and much younger at the time, I didn’t even consider it.


To be so close to wealth, to see it, taste it, but not own it, nor to have any hope of ever owning it can make you resentful. I do try not to be bitter but I let my mask slip all the time now that I’m older. When a rich man tells me he has worked hard all his life to have what he has, I tell him how I used to clean toilets or work on factory lines for eighteen hours at a stretch, the most menial of jobs. He will invariably look at me with pity and tell me that he is impressed with how far I have come. But the point these men are missing when they talk about my supposed ascension to the upper class, complete with all the trimmings, is that it’s not my life I’m experiencing. It’s theirs.


So I would quaff champagne with a smile on my face, and get ready to pee into Douglas’s mouth, while my soul was fucking seething.


As you get older and your patience wanes at the same pace as your body, the opportunities to make money become fewer and further between. That’s a fact of life for most women, not just sex workers, and it’s not without some truth for men too. So, I have to admire a woman who marries a rich man in the hope he dies first and leaves her something worth having as a thank you for all her hard labour. Because the job she’s doing as his wife is exactly that: hard work. Difficult, stressful and often unrewarding slog. Spending just a weekend with a demanding, controlling man is challenging. I’ve done that often enough and have come away exhausted. Whether you’re an escort, a dominatrix or a trophy wife, you are there because you are being paid for your sexiness, for your company, for your feminine compliance.


My thinking is that any woman who marries solely for status is also a full-time sex worker. So, a woman who marries an aristocrat in order to become a member of the aristocracy is, in my mind, a sex worker. Look at how ‘The Prince William Effect’ caused St Andrews to become the most popular university for degree applications while he was in attendance. I doubt the ladies were solely after him for his looks.


Love may develop over time but, the way I see it, it may at least initially be an exchange of companionship and sex for the assurance of a comfortable or even lavish lifestyle. Life can be hard for women. You do what you have to do. But a ring on the finger and a title to go along with it command the sort of respect that a hooker can’t begin to imagine.


But at least I can walk away at the end of the day.


The 100-Million-Pound Tosser


When I left hooking behind and became a dominatrix, the class of client who wanted my services completely changed. For the first time, I regularly met very wealthy men like Douglas. I got taken on trips to Monaco, Saint Lucia, Milan, Barbados, Gibraltar and Bermuda, which opened up to me a world of money, luxury, agency and a totally different outlook on life. One of entitlement and privilege. From that point on, it was very rare that I met a working-class man, even though my rates were exactly the same as in my last few years as a hooker. These wealthy men were more likely to want to take me for dinner, to spend a weekend with me, to talk with me and enjoy my company, as well as enjoy a little sexual titillation. They bought me designer shoes and dresses. Oh, and they were also some of the most demanding, controlling and difficult men I have ever met.


There was, for example, the owner of a large restaurant chain who emailed me from his work address. ‘Send me photos,’ he wrote.


I sent him a photo that was readily available on my website – I don’t do bespoke unless clients cough up some cash. If he was expecting any special favours just because of who he was he had chosen the wrong domme. He emailed me back immediately, a furious, panicked shout in angry capital letters. ‘DON’T SEND IT TO MY WORK EMAIL!’


He wanted to arrange a meeting but didn’t understand that I couldn’t see him on a particular day. ‘What do you mean, you have another client? I will make it worth your while,’ he messaged.


If he hadn’t been worth £100 million, I would have told him to fuck off then and there. Instead, I managed to charm him into considering another day.


‘OK, Wednesday could work,’ he conceded. Then, ‘I know you don’t offer it, but eight grand for a blowjob?’


It was at that point that I told him to sod off.


It’s a funny thing. If he had known me as Charlotte four years earlier he could have had a blowjob for forty pounds. But he wouldn’t have been interested in Charlotte. This man wanted something, and someone, that wasn’t available. He thought, mistakenly, that his money could buy anything. That he could buy me. What he failed to understand was that the decision was mine. And I decided that he could stick his money up his arse.


The Root of All Evil


Although you can’t buy everything, if you find yourself in court, have a health condition, want to educate your child, or simply take a break, we all know that money makes those things easier. My subs who are in their seventies and eighties are all in better health than my dad in his sixties because they’ve always had the money to make sure they are looked after. The tragedy is that so many working-class people don’t realize how badly they’ve been had because they don’t get the same glimpse of other people’s lovely lives that I do. I’ve heard them compliment the Queen for being in good health and working until her dying day, without seeing the sheer irony of that statement. Work? People like that don’t know what work is. Being ferried in a car from fete to factory and cutting ribbons does not compare to collecting varicose veins on a factory line.


A lot of working-class people will never see the scale of the injustice that is still happening in our society, and they don’t appreciate that it will continue to be this way until we come up with a fairer system, a safety net which actually supports people. I’ve seen systemic failures at first hand. When my dad, a stonemason, had a stroke in his early sixties, he was left unable to do calculations, and his mobility and balance were off. Stonemasons need to work on their feet and to work out figures, so what followed as he tried to continue managing his business despite his new disabilities was a log jam of dissatisfied customers. Things were not going well.


He tried to claim disability benefits. After all, he had worked since he was fourteen and had never stopped slogging away. I was sure he could get some help now he was in need. But no. Apparently, according to the government, my dad was still fit to work. It was a tragedy to watch this once strong man bested by a system that had just been waiting to fuck him. We fought back – I’m a fighter and was firmly in his corner – but it took three years for a court to decide what we already knew. That he was not fit to work.


We are often so busy squabbling across political divides that we fail to see what is staring us in the face. Money causes in-equality. And those who have it will do all they can to hold on to it, and those who don’t have it will use any tools at their disposal to get it. We all need money to live. Society says it’s OK to use your mind to make money, and that it’s OK to use your body in certain ways. It has rather different views on using your body to make money if it involves sex work. But I use both my mind and my body in the work I do. It’s what I have done for a long time now. It’s what I still do on a regular basis to make money. And it’s not me who’s evil.


Childhood Innocence


As a kid you don’t know about money until you are made aware of it – you have what you have, and, unless you’re struggling with truly desperate poverty, you don’t miss what you don’t have. But I do think you are always aware of the presence or indeed the absence of love. There was a constant stream of love in our house during my early childhood. My parents adored each other, and they adored me and my sister too. Mum made our clothes, often creating matching outfits from whatever material she had around at the time. While she didn’t have the money to buy herself nice clothes, she always made sure that my sister and I looked lovely. It was the same with food. We never went to bed hungry and never once suspected that Mum would sometimes go without because there wasn’t always enough to go around. If we noticed her empty plate at dinnertime, she would say she wasn’t hungry and we’d believe her. It was something I didn’t think anything of at the time but I know now it was a lie.


My childhood was almost perfect, then. And I don’t use that word lightly. It was pretty much the dream that I wish every child could live. Every day an adventure – meeting up with the kids from the village after school and getting hopelessly lost in the countryside, jumping in brooks, balancing on fallen trees over small ravines, bike rides and exploring woods that farmers were desperately trying to keep us out of. And things were just as fun at home. Each day full of laughter and happiness. Perhaps some Christmases were sparse, though my sister and I would hardly notice, and at others we had so many presents that it made my head spin when I rushed downstairs on Christmas morning to see what was under the tree. We weren’t skint but the truth is that Dad never managed his business very well and we lived with a constant boom, of sorts, and quite a lot of bust. We didn’t care. Days were filled with reading, playing in our tiny garden, day trips out to farms, walks, zoos, country houses, caravan holidays in Wales, flying kites in the park, my dad teaching me how to ride the bike that I was so proud of and, as I got a little older, pitching our wits against each other in endless games of chess. It sounds too good to be true but I’ve got the photographs to prove it.


Our annual day trip to Morecambe for some seaside fun would begin when the coach finally came to a stop in the terminal around midday. All the other families would jump off and head to the pier; we’d stay on to eat our tinfoil-wrapped salmon and vinegar sandwiches. It was a way to save money. Not only did Mum and Dad not have the means for us to eat out, but we couldn’t afford to go on all the pier rides either, so delaying us on the coach meant we wouldn’t have as much time and spending opportunities would be limited. We visited country houses just to see the gardens, as they offered free entrance. We never took the costly house tour but would look and marvel from the outside – a sort of metaphor for the rest of my life, in many ways.


Although Mum and Dad were always working out ways to cut corners and make ends meet, they also made sure that as little people we were nourished in every way. They had made the move to the countryside when I was three, to ensure we had healthy air and were near nature. They both smoked like chimneys, of course, but it was the eighties. If in doubt, they’d crack a window. But I was fine. I soaked it all up. I learned to love the soft feeling of grass under my feet, the sound of the wind whistling through the branches of the trees, and to savour being able to look around and not see a single house or another person. I loved my parents so much and I loved the life they gave me and my sister. They made me feel as though anything was possible and at Sunday School I would wonder what the point of Heaven was when nothing could be better than the life I had on earth.


All of which completely shatters the broken-home-to-prostitute pipeline that is persistently portrayed in the movies and spewed out in the media, doesn’t it?



The Word ‘Prostitute’



I can only assume that media writers, producers and presenters want as many as possible of us sex workers killed. Characters on TV are often brilliantly written. They’re nuanced, layered and complicated – it’s why they linger in our minds and become real to us. But give a writer or director a sex worker to bring to life and immediately the reductive narrative is ‘sold herself to pay her rent’ or the classic ‘nobody loves her, so she seeks it from men on the street, but they just use her’. Prostitutes are often portrayed as disposable; they simply don’t matter. That’s the message you receive. If you have the hero or heroine of a much-watched, much-loved drama describing us in that way to the viewing public – who, let’s face it, often have a hard job identifying the difference between characters on TV and real people – then many people will fall in line with that way of thinking. It means that when a sex worker gets killed on screen people both are titillated and feel something, but at the same time do not give a single fuck when one of us is killed in real life. Let’s remember that there are still walking tours for ghouls to see where Jack the Ripper cut and killed those women. It took The Five, a book published in 2019, to make me – a sex worker – aware that not all of the Ripper’s victims were sex workers. Would there be walking tours and restaurants if the women who were killed were widely known to be impoverished mothers with addiction issues? I doubt it. That story doesn’t sell as well as the ‘prostitute’ victim, where the reductive narrative is that she had it coming.


The Oxford English Dictionary specifies that the term ‘prostitute’ is most usually employed with reference to women. We all work to pay for the things we need to survive; we all exchange our skills and labour for money in some form. ‘Prostitute’ could have been a neutral term to describe the act of selling sex – just as the term ‘greengrocer’ describes someone who sells vegetables. But ‘prostitute’ is instead a word designed to subjugate women who sell sex. There’s an ugliness around it and people who use the word, who are not working in our industry, wield it like a weapon.


Yet when I was a hooker, almost all of my feelings at work were the same emotions I’d have in any of my minimum-wage jobs. I was bored at times, degraded or humiliated at others. Occasionally, I was amused and content and pleased with the way things were going. And sometimes I was downright angry. Depending on the day. Depending on my interactions. Hooking is just a job, like most jobs. The common consensus, however, is that sex work is dirty and the worst job of all, the lowest of the low. In fact, so poorly regarded is it that many people refuse to call it a job. Sex workers are accused of being abusers or victims, of being ruined and damaged people, products of child abuse with mental health and addiction issues. It’s an absurdly one-dimensional perspective, just like those badly drawn TV characters.


You know what would make me want to take smack and to lean into the role of victim? Cleaning toilets in a club for the rest of my life, as one clubgoer asks me why I didn’t bother to get an education while another pukes on my shoes.


You can stick that job right up your chuff.


For me, working for peanuts for bosses who don’t care has always been the worst job of all. The lowest of the low. I would rather work for real money for bosses who don’t care because at least the money affords me the luxury to be able to leave. If things aren’t what I want them to be, I can say, ‘Goodbye, and fuck off.’ Sex work gives me options.


Only once have I felt truly powerless as a hooker, and that was when the police barged into my working life – overjoyed to have found another brothel to pull apart because, of course, there aren’t far worse things going on in the world every day, everywhere – and shat all over me. But I felt powerless every single day that I worked in retail and in other minimum-wage jobs because I knew that I was on a treadmill going absolutely nowhere.


When I was hooking, I was actively paying off debt and saving to buy property. I was able to pursue an acting career, which is almost impossible to do with no money behind you. As a glass collector in a club, a sales assistant, a waitress, a cleaner – the feeling of powerlessness never went away. It was with me every day. There might have been a token promotion that gave me another twenty pence an hour but, in terms of career prospects, that really was as good as it got. It’s when you’re in a minimum-wage job with no education behind you that you are well and truly fucked. Not when you’re a prostitute. It’s in those jobs that you are undervalued and viewed by people around you as inferior, lazy, as someone who has failed at life. That’s the message delivered loud and clear from the father who informed his daughter as I cleaned their table, ‘This is why you have to work hard at school. So you don’t have to do jobs like this.’ And if you don’t manage to get out, you breathe in that toxic air every day until you finally retire, your mind and body exhausted, your self-esteem shattered.


Next time you hear the word ‘prostitute’, think about all the things you have done to make money and what you will be doing every day to make a few pounds until ill health takes you away in a wooden box. And next time you’re watching TV and you see a one-dimensional, judgemental portrayal of someone who sells sex for a living, think about the many times you have had to drop your morals or kiss goodbye to your dignity for money – the only difference being that you had your clothes on at the time.


Think about all that and change the channel.


Freak


By the time I was twelve things were changing at home and had definitely changed at school. Not for the better. My glasses resembled the bottom of a jam jar and, along with heavy braces on my teeth, they meant I was called all the usual unimaginative names that kids reach for. ‘Freak’ was the most common. I wonder now if some people make it their mission in life to snuff out other people’s light, to stamp and stamp until all hope is gone. For me, the bullying at secondary school was immediate and relentless. Every single day. The happy, hopeful eleven-year-old who had radiated such positive vibes disappeared almost overnight.


The teachers witnessed everything but did nothing. Even when I was punched on the nose by one of the boys. Even when I had chewing gum rubbed into my hair. Even when they kicked, kicked, kicked the back of my chair until it broke with me still sitting on it, spilling me onto the floor to everyone’s amusement. Those careless teachers ruined lives one school day at a time.


Back at home Mum and Dad would often be working until six, so the first time we all saw each other was when we sat down for tea together around our table. I always answered the questions about school with brief, non-committal answers. I was embarrassed, ashamed, and I didn’t want my problem to become theirs.


After a year of hell our class was introduced to a new pupil. A boy of colour. The only person of colour in our school year. There was part of me that thought, Finally, here’s someone else who will get picked on for being different. He could share my burden, I thought, and maybe even become a friend in such a lonely place. But I was very wrong about that. He looked at me, at how the others singled me out and saw an in, a way to take the heat off himself. And so he viciously joined in and became one of the worst abusers, screaming ‘Freak’ into my face, pushing me, hitting me, or pulling at my tie until I choked. But given the choice of conforming with the vicious pricks or being a freak, I will always choose to be a ‘freak’.


Orcs and Elves


I’ve had a lot of things shouted at me.


‘No dignity!’


‘No morality!’


‘No sense of family values!’


People often say these things about sex workers, spitting them at us with venom through the fire-stoking media or, given half a chance, face to face. It hardly touches the sides now. I find it tedious, if I’m honest. I’ve heard it too often. Behind the words is the idea that to be touched by a man makes you less human – less worthy, less deserving of respect – and that’s ridiculous. That servicing someone’s sexual needs for money means you lack a moral compass doesn’t stand up to logic. I’ve cleaned old cocks in care homes and I have wanked old cocks in brothels. Neither was a big deal.


When the public think of sex work, they often cite the degradation of beautiful young women and how sad it is that they are being prodded and poked by fat and ugly old men. What they’re saying is that prostitution is disgusting because it often features physically unappealing clients. This idea that appearance denotes your character should have died out with Tolkien. Shouldn’t we, by now, have got past judging people by how they look? Meanwhile, in perhaps more salubrious surroundings, the handsome young son of a Russian oligarch gets a free pass despite getting his kicks from beating escorts half to death, because he can pay for their silence. It’s the kind of thing that, protected by a sheen of glamour and complete respectability, has happened under everyone’s nose in a fabulous penthouse in London.


Don’t make the mistake of thinking that the men who look like ogres behave like ogres. I am much more likely to be wary of the flashy handsome banker who tells me he’s got a big knob and unlimited cash than old sweaty Albert in his grubby raincoat. It’s the men who have got away with shitty behaviour all their entitled lives that give sex workers trouble. Gorgeous young women fucking old men isn’t the problem.


Teenage Dirtbags


My mum and dad were completely oblivious to what was happening to me, but it was not their fault. I was an expert at pretending I was OK. Pretending I was strong. Besides, Mum had unknowingly given me the tools to cope with the mess I had found myself in. She has always loved reading and she shared that love with me. So, as a bullied child, I retreated into a world of books and imagined that I was anywhere but school. I was on a farm. I was on a pirate ship. I was in a forest. Sometimes, in my school exercise books, I would write adventure stories that never had an ending. And that strategy worked, up to a point.


As the bullying got worse, I started to imagine not running away from the pain, but towards it. I began to think I could fight back. I would daydream for hours that one day, having been pushed too far, I would pull out my devastating karate moves – moves I simply didn’t possess – and in a blur of nimble limbs hustle all the boys into a weeping pile on the floor. They would beg for forgiveness. The teachers would pay, too, in fantasies that became more and more violent. In dreams I could punch, punch and punch harder still, and I would wake up feeling at peace, until I realized that it was just a dream and that I still had to go to school. But the memory of the fantasy would give me an occasional moment’s respite, and I would smile a little, just for a second, as the name-calling battered me once again. Now, I can see that schools have got to do better, because children fantasizing about how they’re going to fix the problem often leads to two things. Self-harm or harming others. And neither is acceptable.


Sometimes the memories of school appear from nowhere and hit me – even now. I’ll blink and, suddenly, I’m twelve or thirteen and on my way back from a school trip. My tripleglazed glasses are somewhere at the back of the bus, in someone else’s hands, but I’m in the middle, and I can’t see. I need to get them back. The boy who started this cruel game of ‘Where are my glasses?’ thought it would amuse every other kid on the bus. He was right about that. My classmates whoop as they pass the specs around, row by row, and I desperately chase after them, trying to get them back. I reach out for them, my face stricken, before giving up and stumbling back to my seat, my damp face turned blindly to the window.


The Grafter


I got some of my power back by working and making money. I landed a paper round as soon as I was legally able to, aged thirteen. On the first Saturday morning the bag was so heavy that the paper shop owner said I’d probably be needing a trolley.


‘The last girl did,’ he told me. ‘It’s why I usually go for the boys.’


No freakin’ way, I thought, as I huffed the sack over my shoulder.


I was proud of my fluorescent orange bag, and I smiled at neighbours as I posted their newspapers through letterboxes. I worked the papers six mornings a week throughout the rest of my school years, without a trolley. By the time I was fifteen I was also working after school in a greasy spoon on a Friday and, from sixteen, I added a pot washing job on a Saturday and another job as a cleaner in a care home on a Sunday. I loved having money in my pocket. I loved the feeling it gave me.


I soon learned, however, even as a money-making teenager, that I would never be ‘up’ financially. Mum would borrow a bit of money from me now and then when I got paid. When I pointed out to her that she never paid me back she started a little book so that all the borrowed money could be noted down and kept track of. Of course, despite the diligent bookkeeping, the money was never repaid and the notebook was forgotten. By her. Never by me.


I was busy. But it didn’t affect my schoolwork as our teachers had already given up on us. We weren’t expected to succeed at my school, and we didn’t let the teachers down by doing so. My education, which amounted in the end to just a few GCSEs, didn’t matter to me all that much because I was a worker. I was going to work my way up, right to the top, with nothing but hard graft. One day, I’d daydream, I would buy my parents a house, which I hoped would allow them to stop working, and perhaps even stop them from borrowing my paper-round money. I would have glorious holidays in exotic places and return to my own house, which would be huge, with a pool and tennis court. I’d sit by the pool sipping champagne from crystal flutes in the sunshine . . . Most of all, I would move away from the area and never again see this bunch of losers I’d been thrown together with at school.


Eventually, as life chips away at you over the years, you learn that without an education it’s difficult to claw yourself out of minimum-wage penury. Jobs in retail. Jobs in care homes. In bars. But I wasn’t bright enough or wise enough to know that then, as an ambitious teen. I thought success was all about hard work, and perhaps that is the way it works for a few exceptions – but I’ve found it’s not the rule for most people. Back then, though, as the coins jangled in my pocket I felt rich and hopeful. And, sometimes, even just a little bit of hope can keep you going for a long time.


Pregnant


I am pregnant. I haven’t felt any movement yet, it’s too early, but I know that they – whoever they are – are in there, slowly growing and being nurtured by my body. My bloody brilliant body.


There are many thoughts and feelings that go along with this new state. But for the first time in my life what I’m feeling is real fear. I am utterly terrified for my physical safety, which is so very important now because my safety is the baby’s safety too. As a dominatrix I have multiple weapons hidden around my dungeon: screwdrivers, scissors, hammers, all tucked away but easy for me to access quickly should I need to. I would never call the police to help me, so I have to be ready to defend myself as much as I possibly can.


Adam also worries. He thinks I should stop sex work. And not just while I am carrying the baby, but for ever. He worries for the right reasons. He worries because I have filled his mind with stories of sex workers who have been criminalized and brutalized, and with stories of children who have been ripped by the state from their sex worker mothers. That’s all horribly relevant to us now. The system – our entire society – relies on people who have the power to be able to punish those who don’t have power. The idea that we are completely vulnerable should those people in social services get involved in our lives scares us both. Middle-class doctors who neglect their children keep custody, even if their negligence leads to one of their children dying. A working-class sex worker wouldn’t be treated so kindly.


There is fear, but there is also joy. Importantly, my mum and dad are happy too. When I give them a photo of the first scan, they peer at the murky grey shapes with disbelief. My dad blinks and blinks and blinks. It’s a wonderful moment. And this is what I’m thinking: I might finally get the photo of me that’s barely visible at the back of the piano upgraded to join the numerous photographs of my sister and her children, all proudly perched at the front.


Everybody is so pleased for me, my mum says. That’s lovely, I know. But at the same time it irritates me that carrying a baby has, in their eyes, finally given my life purpose. Mum has never had great ambition for me. She just wanted me to settle down with a family and be happy, while I wanted to get as far away as possible – to be a strong, independent woman.


I think, what about the achievement of being the first in my family to get accepted, eventually, into university? What about going to drama school and often financially supporting them, when times were hard? For a long time, they didn’t know that I was a sex worker . . . but how did they think I was making enough money to bail them out? Over the years, my work has enabled them to keep their house and to pay off the workers Dad couldn’t afford to pay when his business failed. My work has kept the bailiffs at bay. Sometimes, my work has kept food on the table. But now that I’m having a baby it’s as if this act of reproduction is the only work a woman’s body can do that’s worthy of their approval.


I bite my tongue, smile and prop the scan up right at the front of the wholesome display.


My Mum


As a teen I came to realize that there was something wrong with my mum, but at the time I didn’t quite know what it was. I couldn’t put a name to it. I couldn’t work out what had happened to her, why she had changed and become someone I couldn’t talk to any more, someone I could hardly be in the same room with any longer.


When I was really young, Mum didn’t drink, but she was always either up or down. She operated at the extremes of the emotional scale. That was fun as a small kid. Her total commitment to us having a great family day began with her throwing back our duvets with a shout of ‘Good morning, sunshines!’ She would beam at us, her face lit up, and we would jump out of bed laughing. Her gleaming happiness was infectious. We couldn’t wait for the adventure we were about to embark on. But as I edged into my teens I began to notice the cracks. She demanded absolute obedience from us all – even Dad. When I didn’t obey her there were a few coping mechanisms she’d turn to. She would either ignore me for days, or scream at me about having ‘respect for your mother’, while telling Dad to ‘sort out your daughter’. Of course, screaming back didn’t help, but I did it anyway. I couldn’t help myself. She couldn’t take any criticism of her behaviour, but neither could she hit me – for my disobedience or my vicious words – because I was too big, too strong. I would laugh at her sometimes, which made her incandescent with rage. When I realized that mocking her really got to her, I laughed even harder. But, perversely, it was when she was happy that she really pissed me off. Because we were all supposed to be up there with her, floating along somewhere on Cloud Nine. I just couldn’t keep up. She was so unpredictable. I couldn’t understand the violent swings from joy to rage, from feeling carefree to feeling utterly despondent. Then she would take to her bed. There were bouts of medication and counselling, searching for a cure for her moods. Then when that didn’t get anywhere, she self-medicated with alcohol instead.


By the time I was a fully fledged teenager and quite moody myself, her manic highs grated and I grew to prefer the lows, which took her deep into herself and out of my face. The chance I had had to tell her about the bullying was gone. She’d have taken it as a personal attack if I’d told her how I felt about my life. Anyway, she didn’t seem even to notice my pain, she was so wrapped up in her own issues. I think now that depressed people often wear a cloak of narcissism. They have to, to enable themselves to get through to the next day. But when I was young all I knew was that she really, really got on my tits. When I was fourteen my dad lost his business, and not for the last time. He was a talented tradesman who trusted the wrong people. With no money and lots of debt, my mum took a job in a factory. She worked a lot and, as there was always overtime to be had, she took all of it. She had to. She worked and she worked – until she had a nervous breakdown.


She blamed me for that. God knows how a teenager is responsible for their mother’s breakdown. It made me hate her.


I am stubborn. I speak my mind. And I can’t stand bullshit. I looked at her when she was having a mad moment and I couldn’t help but reveal what I thought of her. If it wasn’t on my lips, it was in my eyes. And it was in hers, too. I could see that my mum just didn’t like me any more. She was always more comfortable with my sister, who was tactful and soothing, rather than confrontational and provocative. Their relationship worked.


Questions


After the initial shock had worn off, I called my GP.


‘Congratulations,’ said the unenthused receptionist, who told me that a midwife would call ‘in due course’.


Three weeks later, a woman phoned and introduced herself as my midwife. She said she had a few questions to ask that would take around forty minutes to answer. I gestured to Adam and we sat on the bed together. I put her on speaker phone.


The questions were as I expected. Health concerns, how I was in myself, how far along I thought I was. The family history took a while. Mental illness, stomach cancer, stroke, heart disease, prostate cancer, Crohn’s disease, pneumonia, gangrene, asthma. Then it was Adam’s turn to talk about his family.


Next came questions about lifestyle. Alcohol consumption, caffeine consumption, smoking, and if I had ever used any illegal drugs. Adam shook his head vigorously at me, but it was too late. ‘I have done cocaine in the past but not in the last few years,’ I told her.


There was a pause and the midwife said that she had written down ‘occasional user’.


I gasped as I imagined social services and the police turning up to our house, mob handed and carrying my little baby away as I cried and Adam tried to console me.


‘Please don’t put that,’ I said. ‘I did, like, two lines, over two years ago.’


But it was too late. It was down, she said. I put my hand on my belly and felt real fear. I thought of what I would and must do to protect my baby.


So, I was ready for the next question.


‘What’s your job?’ she asked.


‘Writer,’ I said. ‘I am a writer.’



First Kiss



School and home made me so miserable that I became angry and withdrawn. The only things that kept me from giving up on life were my various little jobs and a local drama group that I had joined, weekly meetings where I would hang out with grown-ups and learn the mechanics of what it took to put on a play. Actors were needed, obviously, but I also experienced the hard work of the lighting and set team, and got to know about the sound and the props and the costumes. There were the directors, who always had a meltdown the week before our first performance. And there was the excitement backstage as the auditorium filled with chattering people on opening night.


When I was little, Mum had introduced me to lots of old films starring the likes of Jimmy Stewart and Cary Grant, Ava Gardner and Ingrid Bergman. I would look at the glamorous women in black and white and want to be them. All of them. From the age of four, if anyone asked, I would proudly respond that I wanted to be an actress. For me, for a long time, there was nothing else. But then, in one of Dad’s boom years, we booked our first package holiday to Benidorm, and I got kissed for the very first time.
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