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Prologue 2018 
 
“Prostitution” is a loaded word full of semiotic 
connotations which are often negative, until you 
must make a living that way, when it just 
becomes a derisory and insulting word for the 
honest work you do to pay your bills.   
 
I come from the kind of academic and social 
background that is more likely to produce a 
solicitor or a hospital consultant (many of the girls 
I went to school with became one or the other) 
than a street walker. Let me sum up my story, 
and the story of every survival sex worker I have 
ever known: 
 

 Things happened that should not have 
happened. 

 Support resources were not available 
 Support resources were not appropriate 
 Legal redress was unavailable or failed 
 Support resources were not available 
 Support resources were not appropriate 
 Bills fell due. 
 Utilities were disconnected. 
 It was too cold 
 Support resources were not available 
 Support resources were not appropriate 
 Hunger was too hard to bear 
 Homelessness is terrifying 
 Begging is too degrading 
 Stealing hurts innocent people 
 Bracing yourself to sell sex solves almost 

everything almost overnight 
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Inside I remained the same person, just as 
intelligent, perceptive and ethical as ever, but 
older and wiser with a crystal clear memory of 
too much failure, exploitation and corruption 
from within the system itself. 
 
I needed a way out of being driven to sell sex 10 
years before I ever ran out of ingenuity and 
found myself out of all other options, I still need a 
way out more than 40 years later and 25 years 
since the last time I ever sold sex, but instead of 
trying to address the problems and offer a real 
way out of sex work and the problems that drive 
people to it in the first place the issue has been 
consistently hijacked and used for political point 
scoring by the last remnants of the Magdalene 
Laundries and the branches of political 
Catholicism and Political Feminism, while, in the 
real world ordinary decent women from all levels 
of society are still cornered into selling sex to 
survive with no better alternative available at all. 
 
What does exist instead is empty and untruthful 
lip service attached to ruthless initiatives that 
aggressively promote harmful agenda while 
silencing the facts. 
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Introduction 
 
December 2018 
 

A friend suggested publishing an old 
memoir from 2001, but I can’t just publish 
as it was because, in terms of my personal 
history, 17 years heals wounds and brings 
insights and new perspectives, along with, 
yes, new wounds that are open and still 
hurting. 
 
This book isn’t about me or my life anyway 
it’s a compendium of knowledge and 
experience of sex work, sex workers and 
those who build careers out of exploiting 
them in the guise of rescue.  
 
I hate sex work and it breaks my heart to 
see anyone driven to it, but I put the blame 
where it really belongs on the failings in our 
society that have contributed to driving 
them there, and recognise that, without 
sex work many of those same lives would 
have been driven just the same but into a 
wall or off a cliff with no way back.  
 
I also recognise that my feelings and 
opinions do not actually define the world 
and there are people who choose sex 
work and enjoy it. The strangest part was 
realising how much I have in common with 
some of those people in other ways. I had 
honestly thought you would have to be 
very different from me to enjoy selling 
sexual services.  
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However much I hated it I was not a victim 
of sex work, it was my only lifeline and I am 
grateful it was there.  
Gaye 

 
 
December 2000 
 
Why do hookers always seem to wait for 
someone else to speak for them?  
 
Most hookers, in Europe anyway, are well above 
average intelligence, some are very articulate, 
many do a great deal in their local communities, 
animal rights, anti-drugs, you name it. When it 
comes to the issues around their own nightmare 
lives they are suddenly dumb. 
 
They wait silently, and hope someone else will 
speak for them. 
 
Unfortunately, many of those who do claim to 
speak for them are in fact only speaking on 
behalf of their own agenda. Riding an outsider 
horse towards political ambition would be a 
common one. 
 
So why do they let this happen? 
 
Simple answer: stigma. 
 
Not just moral outrage, but a whole attitude of 
mind towards prostitutes that has been 
embedded in the subconscious of our culture for 
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thousands of years is suddenly superimposed 
over their identity. 
 
We have deeply felt common connotations for 
the word “dove”, we have far more complex 
ones, just as hard-wired for words like “whore”, 
“hooker” and “prostitute”. 
 
I had to do a lot of soul searching before writing 
this. I really do not want to be typecast as "an ex-
hooker", because I do not fit the stereotype. 
When I think of it, I have never met anyone who 
did or even came near it.  
 
However, I do not feel I have the right to stay 
silent. 
 
I suppose the first thing for me is that I actually 
have managed to write some of this and write it 
coherently too. 
 
I never could before. 
 
I was all tied up in too much impotent rage and 
personal agony. 
 
Sometimes, when you are out on the street it is 
hard to forgive the rest of society for leaving you 
there, and then punishing you, one way or 
another for it. It is a very primitive kind of rage. I 
think it took all my will to hold that rage in. After 
all I have seen, it still does.  
 
In many ways, I am trying to accept that most 
people have no idea of the reality, and share the 
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evidence of my own eyes to let them judge for 
themselves. 
 
My point is actually very simple: there is no 
justification in trapping real innocent human 
beings in a nightmare, and then condemning 
and persecuting them for it. 
 
The next step is to prove the aspects of that case:   
 

 That it is a nightmare. 
 That it is a trap that exists in the framework 

of our society. 
 That innocent people can be caught in 

that trap quite arbitrarily. 
 That most of them would rather be just 

about anywhere else, but do not have 
enough real hope to dare to dream. 

 
I suppose it is all about more than just prostitution, 
it is about urban marginalization, sometimes 
better known as "the street". 
 
When the words did finally start to flow from me I 
decided to turn this into a book, a project I felt I 
had a duty to attempt but could never face. 
 
It is sometimes claimed that there are people 
who want to be prostitutes. I have chased those 
claims before, and found that all they amounted 
to was denial, and a striving to maintain a sense 
of personal autonomy. In many cases, they were 
literally no more than bravado, last remnants of 
personal pride. 
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My feeling was that if anybody actually wants to 
be a prostitute, let society decide, I could not 
care less one way or the other. 
  
However, let me stand back from my own issues 
a moment.  
 
Prostitution was imposed on me, and everyone I 
ever knew, much as all abuse is imposed, by 
forces beyond our control and within the control 
of Society as a whole. 
 
When I found a way out of prostitution, (though, 
seven years on, still no doorway into the 
mainstream of society, or a real life) I realized 
that this time I would take my life rather than go 
back to prostitution, and it has come very close 
sometimes. 
 

 I do not want to be mugged.  
 I do not want to be raped.  
 I do not want to be a prostitute. 

 
I have the same right as anyone else to the 
protection of society from such ordeals. 
 
However, setting aside what I want to do with my 
body. 
 
Do I want the state to dictate what I choose to 
do with my body? 
 
I have to say that as long as I do not wish to 
impose my body (in the sense of some act of 
violence), then no, I do not want the state to 
dictate what I do with it. 
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There are informed perspectives other than mine. 
I spent a long time and a lot of determined effort 
on analysing my experiences from every 
perspective, as objectively as I could. 
 
Perhaps I had better give you my credentials 
related to prostitution. 
 
For three months in 1982 I worked London's Park 
Lane, for another month I worked Paris, the 
Avenue de l'Opera and the Champs Elysees. 
Then I found a way out and never looked back. 
In 1987, I began to work in Dublin. I worked there 
until 1993. 
 
I hated every moment.  It was very like having to 
submit to rape as many times as possible in a 
night. The difference is that you had to submit to 
sex with a different person to the one who was 
threatening you. 
 
I never had a pimp, I actually know very few 
people who did, so where did the threat come 
from? 
 
The electricity company, my car insurers (I lived 
10 miles from any bus route), my local grocery 
store.... 
 
Money is as vital to survival as air is and I could 
not get enough to cover basic survival. 
 
I did not have a hope of any other work, I was 
completely alone with no friends, family, or social 
network anywhere and I was living in a strange 
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town. There was no familiar place for me to go 
back to and no money to find a new one. It was 
a deep recession in Ireland in 1987, there were 
no jobs, let alone for a reclusive, sociophobic 
stranger who came from nowhere. 
 
As long as I lived as frugally as I could, had no 
car (and thus NO hope of finding work of any 
kind) and was prepared to hitchhike 150 miles to 
Dublin and turn a few tricks to pay the utilities I 
could survive on welfare. However, that would 
leave me stuck on welfare indefinitely, on those 
same terms, still having to turn tricks for every 
emergency and living in fear of that. 
 
That situation was bad enough until a welfare 
officer cut my rent allowance completely illegally 
(but in a way I could do nothing about) as 
revenge because I objected to him swearing at 
me. 
 
No, I am not that prissy. However, he was 
drawing a good salary for dealing civilly with the 
public, and there was already quite a history of 
abusive behaviour towards me.  
 
I bring out the worst in all welfare officers. I am 
tall, attractive and very well spoken. They cannot 
relate to that. They assume I must be up to 
something and do everything they can to make 
my life as hard as possible.  
 
Given the "discretionary powers" they have here 
that can be quite a lot. This particular welfare 
officer had previously "turned the screw" by 



14 
 

 

leaving me to believe (falsely) that I could never 
get any welfare at all for an entire weekend.  
 
That left me with only one option, prostitution, 
except I found another one and took 50 
paracetamol tablets for preference with 
remarkably little effect. His behaviour towards me 
amounted to mental torture, outright abuse of 
the power he had over my life, but I could not 
prove it. 
 
I suppose I could have been a high class "model" 
(the inverted commas are significant there) but 
to do that is essentially to pay money to a pimp 
of some kind, and become trapped in the 
infrastructure of the "flesh trade". The same is true 
of massage parlours and escort agencies, so I 
went down and worked the streets, by myself, for 
myself, free and independent. 
 
There were other advantages.  The higher you go 
up the scale, the more the clients expect from 
you. In real personal terms "high class" whoring, 
while it may be safer, is far more degrading and 
traumatic than working the streets.  
 
Dublin is probably very different to most 
American cities. This is a small country. Working 
on the streets here at that time was totally 
decriminalized and a lot nearer to acceptability 
than any American counterpart. They re-
criminalized prostitution here in 1993, six months 
after I got out.  
 
Since then, it has become far more dangerous 
and lawless. 
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I could not ever go back.  At 43 I am getting a 
little old anyway. I have healed too much since; I 
am in too much in touch with myself and with my 
emotions to face it again. I would literally have to 
“mess my head up” and become estranged 
from myself once more just to be able to handle 
prostitution. 
 
To be a prostitute you have to cut off or numb all 
non-essential emotions (love for your children is 
an essential emotion). You cannot afford full 
awareness of your own nature, needs and 
emotions. That is a long-term reality none of us 
are designed to handle, you have no choice but 
live in a constant state of denial. Not only must 
you live in a nightmare of constant trauma, but 
you must also actively seek out that trauma, as a 
way of life. 
 
It would require world-class mental gymnastics I 
am too long out of shape to undertake again. 
 
The point I am trying to get across is that the 
approach to prostitution, worldwide, makes 
some very serious mistakes. It assumes that 
women in Prostitution choose to be there, and 
could choose to stop any day.  
 
This mistake is founded on something called 
"semiotics", the cultural symbolism of concepts. 
The symbolism attached to the concept 
"Prostitute" is not hundreds but thousands of years 
old. It relates to times when Prostitution was 
conceivably the only option available to women 
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independent of forms of marriage that 
amounted to slavery.  
 
In the course of thousands of years, that 
symbolism has remained remarkably unchanged, 
and has wandered further from the reality than is 
acceptable. This is one of the reasons I avoid 
new "politically correct" terms like "sex worker". I 
am not talking about "sex workers" I am talking 
about the real people to whom the semiotic 
symbolism of words like "Prostitute", "Hooker" and 
"Whore", and all they connote, have been falsely 
applied for centuries.  
 
Selling sex is a horrible experience, in the same 
generic way that cleaning a drain is a horrible 
experience. It is unlikely that many people 
choose it for aesthetic reasons.  
 
In the beginning, hundreds of years ago, it was 
probably a straight choice between selling total 
control of your life and sexuality to a man you 
barely knew, if you knew him at all, and the softer 
option of "renting out" the use of your body for 
part of the time.  
 
That is no longer the case. When you examine 
the underlying causes, most people sell sex 
because they are not being offered any valid or 
viable option. Sometimes the path you must 
trace back to that basic truth is complex and 
ambiguous. Nevertheless, at bottom, the root 
remains the same. 
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Misconceptions 2000 
 
December 2018 
 

In my mind I had discarded this section 
before I even opened the files. It was 
written as a direct response to an article 
written by someone who, at the time, was 
perceived to be ill-educated but when I 
scanned the points today I was pole axed 
by how many of those same points have 
been adopted by the reigning abolitionist 
industry today. In the year that Concorde 
crashed in France these points were 
considered ignorant and silly, today some 
of them are embedded in the doctrine of 
radical feminism. 

 
December 2001 
 
Here are a few common misconceptions I have 
encountered over time. 
 
People who use prostitution as their trade are 
often disease stricken and in need of medical 
attention. They establish the spread of STD and 
AIDS. 
Wrong: 
As a matter of statistics, non-IV drug abusing 
prostitutes (who are the majority) frequently test 
at a lower rate than the general population for 
STDs. The reason is simple, they are far more 
aware of, and focused on STD risks and safe sex 
practices than the general population. They use 
a condom as automatically as a construction 
worker dons a hard hat. Also the risk of genital 
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aids transmission from a man to a woman is 
shown to be as much as ten times greater than 
the risk of transmission from a woman to a man. 
Frankly, prostitutes have rather MORE reasons 
than the general population to consciously avoid 
AIDS and other STDs. IV drug abusers tend to test 
HIV+ at about the same rate as IV drug abusing 
non prostitutes. 
 
Prostitution plays a large part in drugs and fraud. 
Pimps often use their women to be involved with 
illegal acts such as robbery and fraud. 
Wrong: 
In all of my experience in three European Cities 
the opposite would be the case. Women are 
usually Prostitutes because they have moral and 
ethical objections to committing theft and other 
crimes such as fraud. The opportunity to make a 
very good living from fraud instead was available 
to me when I first became a Prostitute. I could 
not have lived with my conscience had I 
attempted to take that far less unpleasant or 
traumatic option. 
 
In many cities, the rates of muggings and 
burglaries are considerably lower in the red light 
districts. There are too many people around who 
are not morally comfortable with watching 
another human being get mugged, nor with 
watching another human being's home get 
burgled. One way to "Take back the night" in 
dangerous city areas IS to declare those areas 
"Tolerance Zones" for prostitution. Pimps (who I 
personally despise) make a great deal of money 
from their women, they have absolutely no need 



19 
 

 

to take the far greater risk of committing real 
crimes. 
 
The most common type of man who uses 
prostitutes is one who derives pleasures from 
controlling women. This leads to other sex crimes 
such as torture and rape. 
Wrong: 
There are two most common types: 

 Lonely men who are unable to develop 
relationships with women in the normal 
way. 

 Men who can only really respond sexually 
in depersonalized situations. 

 
In my opinion both types would be far better off 
to seek real help for the far deeper problems that 
place them in that position. However, in the real 
world, that is not always even available. 
 
The controlling type you refer to is extremely rare. 
When one comes out of the woodwork, word 
goes out among the women like wildfire. After 
that, none of them will have anything to do with 
such a man. Often such men are reported to the 
Police as potentially dangerous in order to 
protect other women. Those who derive pleasure 
from controlling a woman need resistance and 
shock (much as an obscene phone-caller does) 
to arouse them. They will not get this from a 
prostitute. 
 
Many rapists and sexual serial killers either begin 
or end with Prostitutes. There is a very simple 
reason for this. They fear rejection and feel more 
confident about approaching them, ridiculous 
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though that may sound. However, if there were 
no such thing as prostitutes they would just start, 
or end, somewhere else. 
 
Physical, sexual, and emotional abuse can also 
stem from prostitution and legalizing it does not 
mean it is regulated as to the uses and 
parameters that surround the act of sex. Do you 
believe that the government is going to set 
parameters that entail how rough the sex is to 
be, how much "bang for the buck" is allowed, 
etc.? 
The idea of government regulated prostitution 
appals me. Let me make my position very clear. 
No one should ever be forced to use prostitution 
as a means of survival. There should be realistic 
alternatives, but there are none. There is nowhere 
to go for real help when you cannot stand being 
a prostitute any more (usually by the end of the 
first night). As a society we do not actually allow 
women to stop being prostitutes. We will not 
employ them. We will not give them help or 
advice for the problems that forced them into 
prostitution. Often we refuse to acknowledge 
that the problems exist at all. We refuse to 
acknowledge the deficiencies in our childcare 
services that are directly responsible for a large 
proportion of the people who are forced to use 
prostitution as a means of survival etc., etc. 
 
Make no mistake, I never want there to have to 
be another prostitute on the planet. 
 
What I want is to see a situation where realistic, 
valid, workable alternatives are available to 
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every person in prostitution, or who may be 
forced into it in the future.  
 
Until they have a way to survive realistically 
without prostitution then society has no right to 
condemn and persecute prostitutes. As 
individuals, they have as much right to survival as 
anyone else, and if they have no other means 
available to them they have a right to survive by 
means of prostitution without let or hindrance 
from those more fortunate than themselves. 
 
Then there is the issue of pimps. Do we tax their 
earnings? What government institution is going to 
pay for the abuse and stress related infliction 
they put on their employees? Is sex with the pimp 
part of the screening process? 
My View: 
Personally I would be in favour of something 
along the lines of the death penalty for pimps. In 
addition, let me also point out that for any 
government to tax the earnings of a prostitute (as 
some European Countries do) is for the 
Government to become a pimp and in countries 
where there are also laws against pimping (such 
as Germany) the Government is committing a 
crime in taxing the earnings of prostitutes. 
 
How perverted are the sex acts allowed to be? 
Do we set guidelines?  
My View: 
The women set their own limits, as every human 
being has a right to do in any sexual situation. 
Those limits are generally a lot more restrictive 
than you would find in personal sexual 
relationships. Let me remind you that prostitutes 
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are human beings, they do not want their lives to 
be any more loathsome to them than they have 
to be, much like anyone else. 
 
People have a right to be appalled by 
prostitution.  I am appalled by it myself. To see a 
working prostitute and be aware of her 
nightmare life and the pain behind her eyes, and 
the waste of who she is will inevitably make me 
break down and cry. 
 
So, if you are appalled by prostitution, or find it 
offensive there is an easy way to end it. 
 
By campaigning and pressuring for people 
forced to survive by prostitution to be given a 
real way out and readmission to society as full 
card carrying members of the human race. 
Prostitution hurts prostitutes far more than it hurts 
anyone else. Never forget that. 
 
Fight to give them the means and the right to 
survive without being prostitutes. 
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The Hell to Pay – November 1999 
 
Once I had a long involved flashback. 
 
Blame it on Mozart. 
 
I have not watched an opera in over 25 years. 
 
Nor sat in a theatre. 
 
Suddenly, for a part of me, those 25 years never 
happened, because that part stayed 
cryogenically frozen. 
 
The part that somehow existed independent of 
the family from middle class, respectable hell. 
 
I loved theatre, opera, music, literature, 
architecture, and figure skating. 
 
That part of me was not very happy, but it had 
hopes, dreams, and ambitions. 
 
That part had preferences, tastes beyond 
survival. 
 
That part could use leisure to advantage. 
 
That part could and would listen to opera or 
choral work and soar with every note, learning to 
fly slowly on the same wings, aided by an 
alto/mezzo voice that had world class potential. I 
was marked as "gifted" intellectually, but the 
voice was the gift I had that was just for me. 
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The "world class potential" was not interesting to 
me, the possibility of perfecting it, and pushing 
the range into full soprano, with the power to fill 
an auditorium was. 
 
It was the power to fly. 
 
Now all that is left is like a scratched 78-rpm 
record. Choked and cracked, for almost all the 
time between, it is mostly a mental block, I have 
come across it in one other person. 
 
Last night even snubs and faux pas (I had many) 
over a quarter of a century old, were as fresh as 
yesterday, things any other middle aged woman 
would not even remember, still crushing and 
unresolved. 
 
For all the time in between, I have been thrust 
behind the glass wall, into the world best 
described by author Andrew Vachss. Where the 
only aspiration is survival, and there are no rules 
and no shelter, except from those who draw 
close to you, yet, for me, made worse by a 
complete lack of the interactive skills that would 
have drawn anyone close. 
 
From there, I was allowed no way back, because 
there IS no way back. 
 
I do not care who wants to try to contradict that I 
have been there, and spent a quarter century 
looking for a way back, and I know. 
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No way back to the world, no way back to 
myself, no way back to my potentials, hopes, 
dreams. 
 
Why? 
 
Because I left, aged almost 14 I broke all the rules 
and rejected the "respectable, middle class 
family" who destroyed me slowly as part of their 
way of life. 
 
I left because I would not have survived another 
summer there and I knew it. 
 
Which rather negated the scholarship education 
and the singing lessons?  
 
How much I had wanted those things did not 
count, because the price would have been my 
life. 
 
I tried to do it legally, asked for help, even ran 
into a police station distraught one night, 
genuinely too scared to go home, and asked to 
be taken into state care for my own protection. 
 
I was all but laughed at. 
 
People knew, I was seeing a psychiatrist who 
knew enough, and covered it all up. 
 
My father beat me up every Saturday, without 
fail, and as I grew older it was escalating, it was 
not just Saturdays, but the Saturday beating was 
one I could count on (the ice skating on Sunday 
covered much) and in the time in between... 
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I never knew what it was to be loved, cared 
about: the quantity and consistency of the 
verbal abuse, lies and mind games was 
awesome. There are forms of brainwashing, and 
psychological interrogation techniques that are 
kinder and milder, most cults are far more 
rational. 
 
Yes I have explored some strange avenues try to 
find an equivalent as a jumping off point from 
which to unravel the mess and undo the 
damage. 
 
Trust was unthinkable in that house, a form of self-
inflicted injury. 
 
Underneath the appearances, in that house I 
was a servant to be used and abused, a 
whipping boy to be punished and ultimately 
sacrificed. 
 
Moreover, I was acutely aware of it. 
 
So I left... 
 
...and the system "processed" me... 
 
By stealing my life, my identity and thrusting me 
behind that glass wall with no way back. 
 
The fact that my family were "connected" 
enough to cost a Social Worker his job, and 
determined enough to try, sealed my fate. 
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My family went on using "the system" as a tool of 
abuse for decades, remorselessly, as for some 
time before they had used it as a threat... 
 
...and the system was easy to use that way. Even 
without the "special circumstances" of my family, 
I watched helpless as that same system ground 
one young innocent life after another into dust 
before my eyes, as an inevitable byproduct of its 
modus operandi. 
 
I never found anyone who came through the 
system whole, or came out at the adult end 
without terrible damage. 
 
So I paid, and I go on paying... 
 
For the sickness and callousness of others. 
 
There is no excuse: not for abuse, nor for callous 
indifference. 
 
There is no excuse for anyone who makes 
generic claims that the victims are, in effect, as 
bad as the perpetrators. 
 
There is no excuse for those who understand our 
damage and vulnerability and exploit it. 
 
There is no excuse for claiming that we seek and 
crave that exploitation. 
 
Does it occur to anyone that from outside the 
social networks into which humanity pours the 
best of itself there IS no perceptible difference 
between the psychopath and the normal? 
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They refuse to see beyond or outside the 
"charmed circle" they live within. 
 
We are not disordered, we are clinging by our 
fingernails to a partial survival, mental, physical, 
emotional and spiritual, as the only way of life we 
are allowed. 
 
There is not enough room to maneuver to allow 
for anything as complex as 
A pathology. 
 
The theories consider every factor except reality. 
 
Implied stigmatization is an effective and 
impenetrable shield against any attempt reality 
makes to intrude, whereas we, the victims, 
pariahs and outcasts, can never hope to escape 
reality. 
 
We pay, and we go on paying... 
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PTSD – October 2014 
 

I have a diagnosis of compound PTSD. 
 
Let me tell you how I first realized it. About 18 
months out of sex work, with no access to any 
advice or resources, I was doing a lot of very 
boring work with my hands from my own 
home, to get money to survive. I would be 
sitting, pretty much where I am now, trying to 
concentrate enough on what I was doing while 
the rest of my mind wandered off to fight the 
crushing boredom, and suddenly I WOULD BE 
FURIOUS... 
 
I mean the full Monty, hands shaking, 
escalating let-me-get-my-hands-on-him furious 
that only comes with the first realization of what 
has happened that usually happens when you 
leave the scene of the crime against you and sit 
down to take it all in. Except the thing I would be 
furious about would have happened many, 
many years ago.  
 
Often I would find myself seething in anger at 
something the father of my son (never a very 
emotionally significant person to me) had done 
in 1975  I don't mean big abuses (which had 
happened) either, I mean the sort of stupid, 
offensive things EVERYBODY says, and somebody 
wants to wring their neck for, sooner or later. My 
father would be another common subject...not 
the terrifying violence, the threats, not even the 
games he played with my life to prove to himself 
he owned me, the trivial offences. 
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One I can remember is the way he never 
referred to me by name, but rather as "MY 
daughter" and realizing he did the same with "MY 
car" (which mother actually bought every 3 years 
for the tax break as she was self-employed) and 
"MY house" (which I knew was at least 50:50 at 
the time, and found out recently was also pretty 
much paid for by mother).  
 
It GOT to me, as SO offensive, in a really impartial 
and generic way, that anyone could just dismiss 
everything, even people, as an extension of 
himself and his will.  
 
When I say "it got to me" I mean, in the sense that 
I was fit to hop a ferry and sort him out over it. 
Which considering I had not laid eyes on him or 
wanted to in years was pretty darn furious...about 
something he said years ago. 
 
I knew at the time one of the reasons this was 
happening was almost comical. The only thing 
that ever really prevented me from isolating 
totally was the need to earn a living. I could not 
sell sex in total isolation, but without being able to 
do that I had isolated overnight, not just from 
people and sex work, but from the regular 
nuisances who got some kind of thrill out of 
coming out on the street, not to buy sex, but just 
to insult and abuse us, because society gave 
them permission. 
 
*MY* permission was still, however, lacking, and, I 
realized, ensuring that they were made 
profoundly (I often got far more creative than just 
"giving out") aware of that, was a very healthy, 
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affirmative, outlet for any anger and frustration I 
had that kept me remarkably even tempered in 
every other way.  
 
Looking back, I don't think I had ever had such a 
healthy outlet for negative feelings before, and 
without it they built up alarmingly. 
 
What that did not explain was why the things 
that built up and boiled over in my head 
happened so long ago. I found someone and 
paid for private counselling to sort this out and 
came to realize this was compound PTSD.  
 
It was pretty obvious that some of the reason it 
was coming out at that time was that, *ALL* my 
energy and inner resources had been deployed 
on fighting off threats and abuse while staying 
alive and functional, until that time, when the 
only threat remaining was the constant threat of 
running out of money to survive  
 
It was to be 2001 years later before I would be in 
a position to know I would have the means to 
survive as long as another year and could plan 
ahead.  
 
Suddenly I had more time than adrenaline on my 
hands and a part of my head kept time travelling 
back to episodes of unresolved anger. 
 
The only part I never really understood until now, 
almost 20 years later, is what was triggering it all. 
It seemed to be coming up by itself. I never saw 
anyone or went anywhere to be triggered. 
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Today I realized that there is an "except" to go 
with that. I didn't see it before because I was not 
ready to see it before, though I reacted to it and 
defended my life from it very efficiently. The 
unconscious mind is a wonderful tool. 
 
PTSD is when your emotional reactions get 
"locked on" a specific trauma, because that 
trauma has wiped out the parameters of your 
perception and overdosed you on cognitive 
dissonance. One of the psychiatrists working on 
PTSD issues in Belfast in the late 90s explained it 
this way: 
 

We live our lives within the parameters of 
certain healthy core denials, the strongest 
of which is that, day to day, we deny the 
fact that we can ever die. When 
somebody's head is blown off right next to 
you it challenges those core denials to 
breaking point and beyond and leaves us 
stuck there until we can rebuild our 
perception to accommodate and move 
past the trauma. 
 

One of the ways PTSD affects me is in locking the 
image of the trauma onto the person I associate 
with it.  
 
To give you an example I had an obnoxious ex 
when I was young. You have NO IDEA the various 
forms of abuse I took from him (some of them, 
seriously ARE NOT IN THE BOOK to this day), all 
through the long hot summer of '76. 
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He was rich, I was poor and I desperately 
needed someone powerful enough to protect 
my son and I from the family and any form of 
dependence on them. 
 
Sex work would have solved all my problems and 
saved me an ocean of deep abiding grief and 
lifelong scars at that point, but I had an irrational 
phobia of it. I was only 18, I could not have made 
enough money to get away and raise my son 
properly any other way, welfare was punitive 
then as now, the rest is the kind of history you 
wouldn't wish on your worst enemy.  
 
He was also very intelligent and the emotional 
abuse was off the charts...but, for me, it was all I 
ever knew, I absorbed the damage and got on 
with the day, even when he pushed me to 
suicide (my heart actually stopped, but they 
brought me back. I was horrified, but went on 
taking it, what else could I do?). 
 
One night he finally got violent. He reduced me 
to tears again with another drunken, but 
creative, verbal assault, then started ordering me 
not to cry...when I couldn't stop he picked up 
one of those stand ashtrays with a lead base and 
started swinging it like a club at me. 
 
I am only realizing, now, in 2014, almost 40 years 
later, that I never had a memory of what 
happened next...but from that day, whatever he 
did or promised, however he turned the charm 
on, however badly I needed protection from the 
family every time I looked at him all my mind 



34 
 

 

could see was the vicious, exalted look on his 
face as he swung that lethal club...it was over. 
 
In some weird way my mind seized the pattern as 
a defensive reflex, and to this day, as soon as I 
see any kind of abuse clearly enough to be 
revolted by it that is the only identity the abuser 
has in my mind, ever again. That is why I never 
appease or negotiate, and why there are 
people I can barely tolerate looking at. To date, 
time has never proved me wrong about those 
people.  
 
Compound PTSD is when, instead of being able 
to heal and rebuild, the original trauma goes on 
being compounded by further trauma. In the 
case of PTSD related to abuse of any kind the 
original trauma is often used to reinforce the 
effect of subsequent abuse. 
 
This is a large part of why predators tend to 
actively seek those already "pre-abused". 
 
Among other things, that is how terrorism works or 
more specifically, that is how terrorism is 
calculated and planned to work. The most 
effective weapon against terrorism is 
preventing the effect from compounding, if at all 
possible. 
 
The exact same principles apply on a more 
individual and personal scale. 
 
I was horribly abused as a child and young 
woman, both physically and materially, by my 
own family, but that was nothing without the 
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relentless psychological and emotional abuse 
that went with it. 
 
I cannot imagine being most (sadly, not all) of 
you. I cannot imagine what it feels like to have a 
parent or other caregiver it is safe to trust in the 
smallest way, let alone what it would feel like to 
grow up with one. I never had a way to 
develop that core perception at all and had to 
limp into life without it.  
 
That is not entirely a bad thing, it is the reason 
why I see through corruption and abuse 
so clearly and effortlessly. The core denials do not 
exist, therefore it is *NO SURPRISE TO ME* and 
there is no trauma to be absorbed. So my head 
really does say: "Well that was bullshit, so how are 
we going to override it with some facts?". 
 
"Gaslighting"  is a powerful technique of 
emotional abuse that works by artificially 
inducing effects similar to those of PTSD.  
 
Instead of targeting your core denial as a part of 
your perception, as classic PTSD does, the deceit 
involved in Gaslighting targets your perception, 
and the faith you place in it in a far more general 
way, with a very similar effect - a massive 
overdose of cognitive dissonance that 
destabilizes you and destroys your ability to 
function until you stand down the cognitive 
dissonance by denying either the reality of your 
own perception, or the lie imposed upon you. 
 
As you have total control over your own 
perception and only limited control over your 
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environment, and your reflexes are programmed 
to react to an overload of cognitive dissonance 
as a crisis, the chances are, particularly if the 
issue is a small one, like where you left your car 
keys, your subconscious will default to standing 
down your perception.  
 
As part of a strategy of abuse and control this 
erosion of your perception becomes a stepping 
stone to significant escalation in the value of the 
perceptions you are prepared to disregard in 
order to neutralize the cognitive dissonance. The 
worse of it is that, without true resolution the 
escalation does not have to come from the 
same source. An abuser today can tap into the 
perception already eroded by previous abuse. 
 
I was raised by Gaslight and left incredibly 
vulnerable to it to this day. 
 
That I survived at all without ever becoming 
subsumed into it is probably sheer fluke. I think 
the curious combination I am of sky high IQ and 
the literal mindedness of autism probably helped 
a lot though I doubt if either factor alone would 
have saved me.  
 
I also think the sheer weight, volume and 
malignant intent with which that was 
compounded, over and over, may have begun 
to cancel itself out as sheer weight and volume 
tends to do. My compounded vulnerability 
began to affect me more like an allergy, shutting 
down my functionality too dramatically for 
anyone to capitalize on. I have to unravel and 
see through it fast as a survival skill. 
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Can you imagine what a couple of years’ 
immersion in a whole world of deliberately 
crafted professional gaslighting and 
propaganda has done to my head? I am 
surrounded by fake people, blatant lies and 
abuse passed off as compassion even on an 
official level. 
 
For as long as I can remember if I am conscious 
that someone is gaslighting, or manipulating me 
in any way I HAVE TO LEAVE, and it is almost 
impossible for me to even deal with that person 
again the triggers are so strong, deep and 
dramatic... 
 
Today I was finally ready to face what came 
after "except" almost 20 years ago. 
 
I was isolated, I saw nobody, except the local 
rescue industry, in the course of putting up an 
independent fight against the 1993 law that 
recriminalized independent sex workers in those 
pre cellphone days. 
 
After a young sex worker was murdered and was 
given a funeral worthy of Princess Di I knew I had 
achieved what I set out to do and raised the 
public perception of sex workers in Ireland from a 
form of human vermin to the priceless and 
worthwhile people they are. 
 
I never thought I would achieve that (I was up 
against the local rescue industry trying to present 
sex workers as infantile troglodytes in need of 
"shepherding" every step of the way), and I could 
do no more, so I withdrew, isolated, as I do, and 
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never even looked at another newspaper or 
report at all for at least ten years because the lies 
and strategies from the local rescue industry, and 
all that descended from them, would, without 
fail, trigger PTSD in me so badly. 
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Survival Sex Work - 2014 
 
People often ask why I had to sell sex to survive, 
and they get persistent about it, partly because 
they do not want to face the fact that the safety 
net they rely upon will never cover everyone. 
Because if it doesn’t always cover everyone, how 
can they be sure it will always cover them? 
 
(Sometimes I get a distinct sense that they ask, 
far too persistently, for a chance to get inside my 
head and see how much harm they can do.) 
 
I am Autistic and very messed up besides. 
 
My version of messed up just didn’t let me harm 
other people, pretty much the opposite. People 
often wonder why I walk away and never go 
back. Usually it is because I have reached my 
breaking point and I am afraid I will have no 
control over what happens next if I do not isolate, 
detach and get myself off the boil. 
 
I isolate to minimise the pain and rage to 
manageable proportions, and it doesn’t work the 
way you think it does. 
 
The attentions of an appealing person are as 
traumatic for me as rejection. I am paralyzed like 
a rabbit in the headlights, with no access to 
working out how I should read that or what I 
should do next, in any circumstance, on any 
terms, ever. All I can do is run…and if the person 
is in any way a part of my life I cannot jettison 
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without trace even running becomes as complex 
as any other decision. 
 
That must seem such a contradiction to my 
analytical insight into less personal people and 
situations, but, in truth it probably contributes to 
it. I have no subjective or knee jerk reactions or 
internal obligations to distract me. 
 
One of many misconceptions is that there is help 
available for autistics. In fact it is more that there 
are profits available for anyone who claims to 
help autistics, and all that is on offer are ways to 
build up an internal pressure to fake an 
appearance of normality. 
 
One of the problems with that is that the more 
“normal” the appearance you can fake, the 
closer you are drawn into people, and the closer 
you are drawn into people the more complex 
the deeper social skills required and the more 
dramatically you fail. 
 
Another problem is that, the better you learn to 
fake normal the less warning there is that you are 
about to run out of track and melt down. 
 
The final problem with this is that being 
conditioned to reject everything about yourself 
and live out your whole life as a poor facsimile of 
someone you can never be does not even meet 
the criteria for “existing” – but at least the pain 
doesn’t show and bother others, unless you pick 
up a gun and start shooting. 
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I have coped, even since I was a child, by 
isolating as much as possible, but isolation does 
not come free, it has to be paid for. The system 
does no acknowledge or provide for that need. 
All resources go into “active support” that would 
be harmful to me. There is no acknowledgement 
of the need for “negative support” at all. 
 
Thing are, of course, a little better now than 
when I became a sex worker. 
 
I can’t tell the whole true story of the first and 
second time I was left no choice but sell sex 
because I would be scared to death of the 
repercussions from those involved, some of whom 
are still in positions of authority where they could 
get away with doing me terrible damage, scot 
free, and without those parts the story doesn’t 
even make sense. But the last time I had no 
option but sell sex was the longest and most 
significant anyway, and the reasons were less 
transient too. 
 
I have no family support at all.  
 
I cannot be near people, and I cannot work with 
people. I have tried and it is always a disaster for 
all concerned, not just me. I never managed to 
make enough money to survive working for 
myself because my social skills deficit makes all 
forms of networking impossible, and, in the end, I 
broke my physical health working punitive hours 
so I could undercut people enough to get some 
kind of work coming in. 
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I could sell sex. Sex work let me limit and pick my 
own hours and still have enough money to 
survive and isolate as I need to. It is not necessary 
to deal with people on any level beyond the 
most detached and superficial. 
 
There was no other option. 
 
I did not get the resources I need to survive in 
some terms I can cope with until late 2000 and 
even then I was left for 9 months with almost 
nothing because of the spiteful and senseless 
attitude of one person. 
 
By then my physical health was deteriorating 
alarmingly with COPD  as well with no access to 
medical care an no way to get any (a woman in 
Australia I knew over the internet used personal 
contacts to find me a Doctor in the end). 
 
I have lived every day since in dread of losing 
those resources for some arbitrary reason and not 
being able to negotiate a survivable solution or 
even persuade anyone I needed one (which 
often happens because I appear, and am, in 
every other way, so competent and capable). I 
am too old to sell sex now. 
 
It costs the state €30,000 a year at absolute most 
to leave me in the isolation I need to function. In 
theory would cost at least three times that to 
keep me in an institution that would destroy me 
completely. I say, “in theory” because if it came 
to that suicide would be my only option. 
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There has been no negotiable route to the 
isolation I need to survive in the UK where I was 
born (though it is a foreign country to me now 
after 30 years here), for at least 20 years. 
 
Suicide would be my only option, destitution, with 
no home to isolate in, would be intolerable 
torture, way over the pain threshold for me, even 
for a few days, though suicide would remain 
terrifying it would become the softer option, and 
with no hope left, the only option. 
 
As an autistic, I have no way to change or 
overcome any of this, as a society you have no 
real effective help to offer me to overcome any 
of this (no blame, but it still doesn’t help me). 
 
I hate being dependent on the state and do not 
feel I have a right to survive that way, but all my 
pleas for help to find a way to support myself fell 
on deaf ears because I am too different and 
complicated and it was easier to leave me on 
welfare and tell me to be grateful for it (that 
happened, more than once). 
 
Objectively I probably agree with you that I have 
no right to be alive at all. I try to make up for it by 
using my intelligence, rage and pain to tweak 
the world for the better, for other, more normal 
people. 
 
I do not believe a killing spree solves anything or 
is ever justifiable. I am terrified of making the final 
decision to take my own life (though I did try very 
hard before I sold sex the last time). 
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For six years I sold sex to survive, so sue me. 
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The Rescue Industry 
 
The Cruelty of the Rescue Industry  - 2012 
 
I HATED sex work…I can’t tell you how 
much…and I definitely have PTSD from aspects 
of it…but I had no choice so I got my head down 
and got on with it…like the way a lot of people 
have to with a lot of different things. Just the way 
the cards are sometimes dealt. 
 
I even campaigned, in ’93, to make people 
recognise that sex workers are not “naughty 
Jezebels making a point who need putting in 
their place and bringing into line” but often, 
people who do not have a better choice in life. 
 
Honestly? I didn’t even realise there were people 
who did not mind sex work, let alone liked it until 
very recently. 
 
BUT…HUGE “BUT”…that is not even relevant. 
 
Hating sex work certainly did not make me, or 
anyone able to survive without the money (which 
is what the rescue industry want to take away to 
“solve” the problem of people hating sex work) 
 
I always ended the statement with: 
“…if they need the money badly enough to do it, 
they have a right to be left in peace to get on 
with it as best they can because persecuting 
them, and making their lives even harder is just 
cruel and wrong…” 
…and here is another big “BUT” to go along with 
that: 
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It wasn’t my clients’ fault that I hated it…none of 
them even knew, if I had been honest about that 
they would have stayed away and the income I 
needed would have vanished (so they mustn’t 
have been quite so keen on “rape” as these 
people try to claim!). I did not hate it because of 
anything my clients did that was wrong or 
abusive either, I hated it because of aspects of 
who I am that are still there, affecting other things 
about my life in various ways to this day. My 
clients had no effect on that one way or another. 
 
…and it certainly wasn’t the fault of any pimp 
that I had no better choice than sex work 
(frankly, you would pay for tickets to see one try! 
But nobody ever tried…pity, it might have been 
fun, despite the cleaning up after) 
 
The people who fecked with my head and my 
life and left me without a chance at any better 
options who were to blame…I wouldn’t mind 
suing them… 
 
It was also the fault of “rescue” organisations 
who raked in funds by claiming to “help” women 
out of sex work but just played “feck with the 
head”, including but not limited to trying to 
browbeat them into compliance with a fictional 
alternative reality of their own invention, doing 
untold mental and emotional damage along the 
way, and made their lives impossible instead. 
 
First they try to break down the defences the 
women need to work, then just leave them there, 
still dependent on selling sex, but now also 
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psychologically dependent on the organisation 
as well.  
 
Covertly, they actually blocked any attempt at 
creating opportunities to offer them real work 
that paid real money instead…because every 
time a woman really leaves sex work their 
potential power base gets smaller. 
 
I don’t think I have ever said this to anyone 
before, but you have no idea how deeply it hurt 
to want and need a way out of sex work as 
badly as I did while the rescue industry 
aggressively pretended to offer all I needed, but 
only really offered an empty, mentally and 
emotionally destructive sham instead. Even 5 
years after I found a way to leave by myself, not 
one, single sex worker, even those fully compliant 
with their programs, had even been given a real 
chance to get out. 
 
It is like an incredibly cruel joke…all day…every 
day…and there is nowhere else to go for help 
because “It is the “rescue” who help people like 
you” – a vicious circle with no end. 
 
THAT caused PTSD all right!  
 
So now they are campaigning to take the 
income of sex workers away…at least partly in 
the hope of forcing people who already see 
them for what they are to engage with them 
anyway, so they can go on getting more 
funding, in an economic climate where unless 
the do something drastic, their funding could be 
gone any minute… 
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The primary activity of the rescue industry 
appears to be lobbying for laws to decrease and 
remove the income of sex workers that many of 
them need to survive. Little, if any of their funding 
seems to be allocated to funding projects that 
assist sex workers in any tangible way. 
 
We already have stringent laws against 
trafficking that need enforcing, and all victims of 
trafficking (whether sexual or not) are equally 
abused and traumatised and deserving of the 
same treatment and resources as sexually 
trafficked women…but trafficking is a totally 
different issue to prostitution…and should be kept 
separate. 
 
The rescue industry are claiming to support and 
speak for “women in prostitution” but I cannot 
find any “women in prostitution” who want the 
legislation to take their incomes away and/or 
eradicate their livelihood that they have lately 
devoted themselves to campaigning for. I can’t 
even find any women in prostitution who want to 
engage with the rescue industry at all beyond 
being polite and/or appeasing them. 
 
I chose that last word “appeasing” with care 
because, right from the start (in 1989) until now, 
the most universal attitude to the rescue industry I 
have found among sex workers is a sense of 
needing to appease them, “or else”. 
 
That, in and of itself, is wrong. The government 
should not be funding any organisation that 
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makes the people it claims to support feel 
threatened! 
 
Sex workers are not children or pound 
dogs…they are more than capable of 
articulating their needs, limits and opinions for 
themselves, so there does come a time when 
you have to ask yourself why on earth the state is 
paying for any organisation that excludes them 
and claims to speak for them without mandate, 
or even real consultation? 
 
The recession has hit, the days of big, grant 
harvesting NGOs is over in a far more general 
sense, more of them are losing funding (largely 
due to value for money issues) every year and 
their places are being taken over by far more 
effective and representative self-funding 
stakeholder co-operatives in every area, why not 
also sex work? 
 
Give sex workers a legal amnesty for the next 3 
years and full facilitation to set up their own peer 
representative group or union. 
 
Sex Work and Rescue – 2012 
 
On the one hand, the rescue industry portrays all 
sex workers as forced, coerced or having slipped 
into “this lifestyle as a result of an 
abusive/dysfunctional background or as a result 
of manipulation/grooming or 
addiction/desperation.  
 
The “Pretty Woman” scenario is at the other end 
of the spectrum and is probably a highly 
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fictionalised and glamorised version of the true 
reality and experiences of the vast majority of sex 
workers. 
 
The truth is that sex work probably encompasses 
a broad spectrum of methods of work and 
experiences ranging from complete slavery 
(Muslim women in the Bosnian war) and the type 
of underage sex work associated with places 
such as Thailand to high class trophy mistresses 
maintained at great expense in luxury. 
 
There is a middle ground, where women choose 
to undertake this work, albeit without any 
glamorised preconceptions and high 
expectations of job satisfaction. The distinction 
can be made, from the prostitute’s perspective, 
between “survival” prostitution where it is the last 
possible option to ensure financial survival/dig 
ones way out of debt,  and “elective” 
prostitution, made as a choice after a number of 
less than ideal options have been analysed and 
prostitution seems the most financially attractive. 
 
The rescue industry  are pushing their own 
agenda here, whether from a radical feminist 
perspective, from a moralistic/theological 
perspective or from a somewhat less altruistic 
perspective, the desire to exert influence and 
control over others and to gain backing/funding 
to allow them to continue to operate and draw 
good salaries. 
 
I have no objection to any organisation offering 
help to those who need and want to avail of that 
help or who set out to combat enforced sexual 
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slavery or involuntary exploitation, but it is a giant 
leap to move from this standpoint to tell people 
that “we know what is in your best interests” and 
“we will force the type of help on you that we 
decide, irrespective of whether you need it or 
want it”. 
 
I think this is all about making themselves relevant 
in society by championing a perceived just 
cause by portraying it as a simple two sided 
moral debate, and using this to extend their 
influence and justify increased funding. 
 
I have seen statistics being massaged and the 
range of services provided and the numbers 
being assisted greatly exaggerated in order to 
justify exchequer funding and to enhance public 
fundraising campaign and event. Many of these 
NGOs are nothing more than duplicative self-
serving white elephants and the easiest way to 
identify them is to compare the proportion of 
their income that goes on salaries and on 
publicity/campaigning/advocacy compared to 
the actual services that they are intended to 
deliver to their target market. That is the proof of 
the pudding. 
 
You have to question any organisation trying to 
force an agenda on society, offering help and 
solutions to people who have not been asked 
what type of help they really need or if they even 
want help, and justifying their existence as a 
provider of “help” to secure public funding. If an 
organisation want to know what would help 
prostitutes, they should go and ask prostitutes, 
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because they should know better than anyone 
else what they want or need. 
In the meantime, it is easier to peddle 
questionable statistics from unrepresentative 
sample populations and get the public to buy 
into black and white soundbites i.e. prostitution = 
trafficking and trafficking = prostitution. 
 
Of course not all trafficked people are prostitutes 
and not all prostitutes have been trafficked or 
coerced in some manner, and we already have 
quite strong laws against trafficking which just 
need to be rigorously enforced and of course 
policed. 
. 
The rescue industry are not trying to tackle 
human trafficking for the purposes of prostitution, 
rather they want to stop prostitution in all its 
manifestations. To stop prostitution effectively, 
they need to cut off both the supply and 
demand side. On the demand side, you have 
the differences between the male and female 
libido and the fact that it is much easier for a 
woman to have her needs met according to her 
choice. The needs of men are more driven and 
not so easily met, so a demand for sexual 
services exists. 
 
The sad fact of life is that there just isn’t 
somebody for everybody. Whether a person has 
a disability, is not physically attractive, is getting 
on in years, lacks social confidence or graces or 
self-esteem, is socially isolated or just isn’t having 
their needs met in the manner they would like 
them to be met for whatever reason; the factors 
which create demand are all around us. Apart 
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from targeting clients and turning some lonely, 
some elderly, some disabled or some sexually 
unfulfilled men into criminals, having them fined, 
named and shamed and put on a sex offenders’ 
register, does the rescue industry have any 
answer to dealing with these underlying factors 
of demand? 
 
Now to the supply side. If we exclude the forced 
aspects of prostitution such as trafficking, 
coercion, violence, blackmail, and those who 
are conned into it by false promises or who are 
manipulated and groomed for it via 
abusive/dysfunctional life situations/experiences, 
we are left with those who make a conscious 
voluntary choice through lack of other viable 
choices or because it might be better financially 
than the realistic alternatives on offer. 
 
If the rescue industry had their way and clients 
were criminalised, then this means of earning an 
income would be taken from these people or 
they would end up being driven into much more 
clandestine and dangerous situations in trying to 
earn a living. Therefore while claiming to work to 
help people affected by prostitution, the rescue 
industry’s help is to effectively make life more 
dangerous for prostitutes and try to deny them a 
living from sex work.  But other than counselling 
and training courses (though worthwhile and 
beneficial from a personal development 
perspective for those in need of this) they don’t 
provide access to any employment opportunities 
or to social benefits or some form of safety net, 
that isn’t already being provided for by some 
state agency or other. 
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What exactly do the rescue industry have to offer 
to the voluntary prostitute who hates the work 
and would love to exit prostitution above and 
beyond what other agencies etc. can offer, such 
as employment in a reasonably well paid and 
rewarding job, that gives her financial security, 
has advancement potential, gives her the 
flexibility she might need (as a sole parent for 
example) etc.? Can the rescue industry extricate 
him/her from the mire that causes the person to 
enter prostitution in the first place? 
 
If we are talking low self-esteem, dependence, 
coming to terms with a history of abuse, then 
maybe they can put something in place to help 
people come to terms with these issues and 
rescue the individual concerned and start them 
on a new life. But if they can’t provide them with 
a financial safety-net that meets their needs, 
then why are they insisting on destroying the one 
that currently exists for those that need it? 
If the rescue industry wants to shut down the 
supply of prostitution, they need to be able to do 
what no police force, what no government, what 
no NGO, or organisation, including the United 
Nations has ever managed to do. Because 
trafficking and prostitution are both international 
issues, and involve movments of people whether 
by force or by choice, they would need to: 

 End poverty and relative or comparative 
poverty on a world-wide scale. 

 Provide full employment everywhere 
 End exclusion or discrimination against 

women (education, social, employment) 
everywhere 
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 Combat trafficking, sex-tourism etc. 
everywhere. 

 Put in place decent social provisions for 
everyone at risk of falling through the 
cracks (unemployment assistance, single 
parent benefits, child benefits, rent 
allowances, deserted wives benefits, heath 
care, training/education) worldwide. 

 
The proposed law is a lunacy on many fronts.  
 
They don’t seem to have much of an answer to 
anything these days that makes sense. A legal 
response to prostitution will not work. The legal 
response to trafficking or involuntary prostitution is 
already there and needs to be properly 
resourced. The only response to voluntary 
prostitution that has a chance of success, is no 
different to what the entire country is in need of, 
and that’s an economic one. 
 
March 2014 
 
In 1993 they tried to create a fiction of women 
being driven to sell sex by a need to act out 
childhood sexual abuse. 
 
In 2014 they are trying to create a fiction about 
women being driven to sell sex by male demand 
for sexual services. 
 
The one thing they will not allow to surface is that 
women are driven to sell sex for the only reason 
anyone ever sells sex – the money. 
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The reasons why women can still be desperate 
enough for money to sell sex against their will are 
almost always failings and abuses from within the 
system itself, and if you try to avoid being forced 
to sell sex by challenging any of those failings 
and abuses, the system closes ranks and lies to 
cover itself, and your life becomes more of a 
death spiral than a vicious circle. 
 
Abolitionism is just the blanket version. The system 
closing ranks to “prove” that there are no abuses 
and failings within it by insisting against all 
common sense or logic that women are only 
forced to sell sex against their will by fictional 
traffickers and pimps, and the male demand for 
sex. 
Let me state it in small simple words. Here in 
Ireland almost 100% of the women forced to sell 
sex against their will are forced to do so by 
failings and abuses within civil society. 
 
You want proof? 
 
Here I am. 
 
The private me gets literally rabid to see that 
even the same people who cold bloodedly left 
me with no option but sell sex against my will (or 
under threat of it) are also the people 
campaigning through abolitionism to punish their 
own victims, like me, backhandedly by 
persecuting sex work clients we are dependent 
upon to survive what was their own malfeasance 
in the first place. 
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It’s another version of the powerful “Damned if 
you do, and damned if you don’t” syndrome. 
 
I was left in constant fear of having no survival 
option but sex work again for ten long years just 
because the only resources specific to sex 
workers were such an abusive, useless, hollow 
sham and blocked all hope of any real resources 
by existing. 
 
Listening to their blatant lies again now is wall to 
wall emotional torture for me, along with a lot of 
less vocal people. 
 
Everyone has a right to sell sex if they choose or 
need to, but by the same criteria, everyone has 
a right to a real alternative to selling sex if they 
need one. As long as abolitionism dominates the 
issue there will never, really, be any such thing. 
 
I am not good enough at the “poor me” stuff to 
convey what they put me through over the 
years. In the real world there is no chance of 
redress. There are not even any support resources 
once civil society caused your problem. I am 
always scared that because I stand up to them, 
people will find ways to make my day to day life 
impossible, and the real me, the private me, is 
stretched to breaking point and beyond already. 
I am too scared of that to tell my own truth, 
name names and specify facts, so I stick to the 
safer, general truth instead. 
When I say civil society is an out of control law 
unto itself it isn’t just rhetoric. I learned it the hard 
way over decades for myself. Right and wrong 
doesn’t count, truth and lies are irrelevant, either 
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you are willing to accept and find a way to live 
with whatever is on offer to exploit you for gain or 
you can die for all anyone cares. 
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Sex Workers – How I learned to Love Them 
- 2018 

 
I was recently reminded of someone I shouldn’t 
ever have forgotten at all. 
 
I have a very clear picture of her in my memory, 
but I am not sure of her name, I think it was 
“Susan” so I will call her that. 
 
Susan was a Geordie – like singer Cheryl Cole, 
with the same wonderful lilting accent that can 
be incomprehensible in its strongest form, but she 
was taller, blonde and bonnier in every sense. 
 
She was a 16 year old awaiting trial on charges 
of prostitution. I was 14 and had just run away 
from home and refused to go back, with cause. 
 
We were in a Dickensian remand home a long 
way south of the Tyne but still north of my origins, 
set in a remarkable (to me – apparently it was 
considered mediocre for the architect)  gothic 
villa on a hill overlooking the town. 
 
The food was excellent and a handful of 
members of staff were lovely…and the plus side 
ends there. 
 
We were dressed in unsightly rags and knee socks 
partly to prevent us absconding if we saw a 
chance (unlikely, we were securely locked up), 
and mostly to “teach us our place”. 
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We spent the morning in teams of two scrubbing 
and drying the ceramic tiled floors, red or ochre, 
which seemed endless. Then for an hour, either 
before, or after lunch we were sent to a 
remarkable room ringed with chairs that had 
high French doors to the gardens and an alcove 
to the left with a kind of wooden altar and two 
small pre-Raphaelite stained glass windows and 
set to darning.  
 
This was not an unpleasant if the right members 
of staff were supervising. We tended to have a 
gentle, rather old fashioned kind of group 
conversation to pass the time while we darned 
the rags and even the thick white cotton knickers 
we were expected to wear. 
 
It was in these circumstances that Susan gave 
me some of the most valuable advice I ever 
received in my life. 
 
She said to me: 
“Don’t take me wrong, because I love all these 
fancy words you use and I know you are really 
clever, and I want to talk with you, trouble is, 
nobody can understand a word you say. Don’t 
worry about it, I was the same, if I talked to you 
the way I grew up you wouldn’t have a clue 
what I was on about, which isn’t much use, so I 
had to learn to speak in a way other people 
could understand. It’s none of my business but I 
think you should probably try to do the same” 
 
I had been teased and tormented all through 
school, and not in a harmless way for my BBC 
accent and vocabulary. Even adults saw that, 
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and my height as a reason to take me “down a 
peg or two” without anything like the best of 
intent.  
 
Susan just made sense, and I hope that still shows 
in every word I have written here over a couple 
of decades. 
 
She was an exceptional human being with huge 
empathy, tact, intelligence and a strong enough 
sense of self to see me without feeling 
threatened or needing to be defensive.  
 
She was well on her way to being a remarkable 
woman, who already had a string of convictions 
as a “common prostitute” to weigh her down for 
life. 
 
I often wonder what happened to Susan, fear 
the worst, and hope for the best. 
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Words Every Hooker Needs to Hear – 
January 2001 

 
"There is no way somebody like you should ever 
have to do that, I'm sorry I just can't let it happen" 
 
Where did I hear those words? 
 

 From a social worker? 
 From a Doctor? 
 From a member of the clergy? 
 From a politician? 

 
Nope, none of the above, I tried them all, I know. 
They just shrug, avert their eyes and let it happen, 
if they say anything at all it's: 
 
"What do you expect me to do?" 
 
Or worse: 
 
"You must stop doing that AT ONCE" (Without 
suggesting alternatives). 
 
Where I heard those words was in an all-night fast 
food cafe on May 1st 1987. 
 
I had gone to Dublin, checked everyone I knew, 
asking for advice. I went to other places, social 
workers, organizations; even "The Samaritans" but 
nobody said those magic words. Nobody 
seemed to think along those lines at all. There 
was not one alternative offered to me. 
 
I went down to the Red Light District. I just could 
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not face it. I had worked as a hooker briefly 
before; I suffered from informed revulsion. 
 
I am one of those people who are not even very 
comfortable with touching or being touched. 
 
Whatever it took to go through with it, I did not 
have it. 
 
I needed the money in a life or death way. There 
were essential bills I had no chance of paying in 
any foreseeable future. I had also done a little 
work and bought a small car for £100. It was 
worth nothing, but 10 miles out into the country it 
was my only chance of getting any kind of work. 
I could not meet the insurance payments. I had 
already tried everything else. 
 
I went down to an all-night Cafe, I had maybe £7 
left in the world, but I was cold, I wanted to warm 
up. I knew what I was going to do, the only thing 
left I could, I was going to calm down and go 
over everything in my mind. I wanted to make 
sure I had not missed anything, make sure I was 
not applying an unreal negative perspective. I 
wanted to be very sure I was looking at reality. 
 
If, after that, I could not find some hope I was 
going to become very calm, dissociate as far as I 
could, mesmerize myself. Then I was going to get 
in my car, find the right wall and put my foot to 
the floor. 
 
I do not believe suicide is a valid choice until you 
have ensured the balance of your mind is in no 
way disturbed or distorted. If you cannot go 
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through with it in cold blood, aware of the primal 
terror of death within yourself, then you should 
not even consider it. Because that means there is 
still another option available even if you cannot 
see it. 
 
I was sitting there that night, with half a cup of 
cold coffee when I saw the most beautiful face I 
have ever seen in my life. Not attractive, 
beautiful as a work of art is. It was no illusion born 
of despair, I saw him again a couple of years ago 
suddenly, at a cash desk, in a shop. If anything, 
age had enhanced that face. 
 
He looked like a ravaged archangel, his jaw and 
teeth had been shattered and put back 
together badly, but the face still showed through, 
even more arresting because of the damage as 
though it left some part of the beauty to 
imagination. 
 
I found myself staring, spellbound, and wishing I 
could paint well enough to capture that face. 
 
I caught myself. Looking at the rest of the man it 
was obvious that extraordinary face belonged to 
a common bum, and a drunken one at that. 
 
That seemed to me a strange and exquisite irony. 
 
It also seemed a good idea to stop staring 
before he landed on me with his drunken, semi-
literate advances, as habitual drunks are wont to 
do if you give them the slightest encouragement. 
 
Too late. 
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He left his seat and imposed himself opposite me, 
speaking with a broad and slurred inner city 
accent. 
 
There are certain procedures you learn to ward 
off unwanted attentions without incident. 
 
My chosen defence was to talk pleasantly as far 
over his head as I could. Usually they get bored 
and move on. 
 
This man was different; he looked straight into my 
eyes and answered me in kind. 
 
That interrupted my process of dissociation! 
 
I fell into conversation with him; we were 
discussing a favourite book and author we had in 
common. It was Leon Uris in general and "Trinity" 
in particular, with a lot of focus on his remarkable 
ability to emotionalize sexuality. 
 
His life story came out; he was from the inner city, 
36 hours out of prison, a petty crook who made a 
fairly steady income from shoplifting. He used to 
do armed robberies (but then they all say that) 
and had stopped out of a personal 
determination to avoid the high risk of violence. 
He felt the risk of hurting someone was not 
necessary to making himself a reasonable living 
and thus not justified. When I came to know him 
better I can assure you that "not risking hurting 
people" had a very high and sincere priority with 
him. 
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What impressed me was the way he just 
explained his life, exactly as a salesman or a car 
mechanic would. No excuses, no justifications, no 
glamorization's, just "This is who I am. If you don't 
like it I'm sorry". 
 
As I recall once that was out of the way, and I 
had not run, he assumed we could leave 
together. I must have blurted out something 
bitterly, because that is when he said those 
magic words: 
 
"There is no way somebody like you should ever 
have to do that, I'm sorry I just can't let it happen" 
 
It wasn't a line either. 
 
When I look back, I realize he would have made 
a wonderful therapist in another life. 
 
He galvanized into all the right action, if anything 
so gentle could be called "galvanizing". First, he 
worked on my self-esteem. He must have 
recognized the kind of traumatic shock state I 
was in. He just took charge, as you would of a 
small lost child.  
 
He lead me by the hand reassuringly, one small 
step at a time. He tried to find a place to stay, 
when he could not he made it seem as if he had 
expected that, but had tried anyway. He gave 
me the feeling that he had everything under 
control on my behalf, just as you would to a small 
child. 
 
That night in the back of my car a man just out 
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from a 2-year prison sentence held me all night 
as innocently as if I were a child. 
 
The next day he sat in a bar, and casually, 
without even looking at me directly, explained 
everything he had learned about himself in 
prison. As though it were an objective thing, he 
explained to me what he had to offer 
emotionally, and what he was looking for in a 
relationship. 
 
He was so objective I honestly never suspected 
he was speaking in any other way than the 
abstract. 
 
In the immediate sense, he wanted to know 
exactly how much money I needed. He was 
going to get it for me, so I would never have to 
do "that". 
 
He was for real. 
 
To be honest, so genuine, so determined not to 
manipulate that when he turned to me 10 days 
later, after I asked him if something was 
bothering him, and snapped: 
 
"For fucks sake, I'm in love with you aren't I?" 
 
I got the shock of my life. I had never even 
suspected anything of the kind. He was 
wonderful company. If we were out anywhere 
he would sit with me making the kind of 
conversation that causes people to turn to their 
partners and say sharply: 
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"Why don't YOU ever talk to me like that?" 
 
He was a fantastic lover. Quiet, gentle, he 
washed up voluntarily. He made dinner for me. 
He purged my refrigerator of all the way past "sell 
by" items I tend to accumulate, with looks of 
absolute disgust and a very firm lecture topic: 
"Food poisoning". 
 
If he had a fault, it was that he seemed sullen 
and distracted a lot of the time, which was 
actually why I had asked what was wrong. 
 
I learned a very sad truth in the month we were 
together. There is a certain type of man and 
alcoholic who is at his very best in Prison, and just 
after he leaves it. That kind of man's "best" can 
be truly extraordinary, and very real. 
 
On the outside, drinking again, he deteriorates 
rapidly, all the usual features of alcoholism 
reassert themselves. The best of him is buried 
once again, in a place where you have no hope 
of reaching him. 
 
That is what happened. I also discovered that I 
could never square living off the proceeds of 
petty, harmless crime with my conscience. 
 
In the end, I wound up alone, with no way to 
survive but the streets after all. I was the one who 
asked him to leave. 
 
By then I was stronger, I could face it. He gave 
me that within myself at least. 
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There is no question that he saved my life that 
night with those magic words: 
 
"There is no way somebody like you should ever 
have to do that, I'm sorry, I just can't let it 
happen" 
 
Over the years sometimes those words were all I 
had to cling to as self-respect, a claim on a 
place in the human race. 
 
More people should say those words to more 
hookers more often. 
 
Not only that, they should mean them. 
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How Streetwalkers Are Made - 2001 
 
I would be a very wealthy lady if I had a dollar for 
every time someone has told me, with the best of 
intentions, that hookers would be much better off 
if they came in off the streets and worked in a: 
 
• Massage Parlor 
• Brothel 
• Other controlled environment 
 
 
The only kind of people I never heard that from 
at all are streetwalkers.  
 
Let me go through some of the common 
arguments in favor of this. 
 
a) It would be safer. 
 
I wonder? Certainly in Dublin and London 
massage parlors and similar are regularly 
targeted for armed robbery that is almost never 
even reported. Usually nobody gets hurt, unless 
you count the trauma of having to hand over 
your hard earned money at gunpoint, and on 
some occasions, jewelry or other items of 
personal value. Most TRY to ensure that there are 
at least two women covering every shift, but like 
anywhere else, it does not always work out that 
way. 
 
b) The working conditions are better. 
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Warmer in winter I will grant you, certainly better 
toilet facilities. Apart from that though, what does 
“better” mean? 
 
You are committed to certain hours whether you 
feel up to filling that commitment or not (and 
often you don't). You have to hand over a 
portion of your earnings to someone else. In my 
mind, anyone who knowingly takes money a 
woman has earned by having sex is a pimp. 
 
In effect, most parlors have a cover charge, that 
covers basic massage, and the woman often 
never sees a penny of it. Certainly, for me, there 
is not much difference in the way I feel about 
massaging someone, while half naked, and the 
way I feel about having sex with them. 
 
c) It would be more respectable, less 
degrading. 
 
I am inclined to ask, “on which planet”? 
 
I have seen state controlled prostitution in 
Germany.  
 
I have managed to perform brief sexual acts in 
near darkness with most of my clothes on. I have 
managed to dissociate enough to perform them 
naked in a private place, I have, in earlier years 
even sunbathed topless, but nothing on earth 
would make me able to face posing in 
provocative lingerie in a window.  
 
That is not a moral thing, I simply could not do it, 
and I am not the only one. Needing money 
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desperately enough to sell sex does not 
automatically adjust your identity to make these 
things possible. 
 
Taking it a step further, if you work on the street 
most of the sex you sell is fast and furtive, in a car, 
in darkness. It pays less but it is all that is required 
of you. If you can steel yourself to unblock a 
drain, then you can steel yourself to have fast sex 
in a car. 
 
However, when you work indoors the clients 
expect a great deal more, and are not always 
prepared to pay more. They expect you to "talk 
dirty" (something I can only do in the appropriate 
place, stuck in rush hour traffic), sit and watch 
pornography with them, pose as live 
pornography for them. They expect you to 
encourage them to touch you in any way they 
wish, and show convincing evidence of arousal. 
 
I am sorry, but that is far harder to endure and 
much more degrading than "fast sex". 
 
In practice, many massage parlors pressure you 
to perform domination. There is nothing wrong 
with that, if you are comfortable with it, but many 
people, like me, are not. Others expect you to 
participate in lesbian scenes. In some places, or 
on some days, making money at all is dependent 
on your willingness to do these things. 
 
Not everybody can. Would it surprise you if I told 
you that though I have sold sex I could not do a 
striptease? Not just me. I remember on one 
occasion, a regular safe client was begging for 



73 
 

 

two strippers for a stag party. No one would do it. 
In the end, a friend and I dared each other into 
it. We were not scared at all, no one is with that 
amount of whiskey in them (considering both of 
us made it a rule never to drink when working??). 
When it was cancelled at the last minute, it was 
like a reprieve from execution. 
 
Most of the arguments why hookers would be 
better off in a controlled environment would only 
apply if the desperation to earn money that 
drove you to prostitution automatically 
transformed you into a stereotype prostitute. 
 
It does not. Most of the people who can do that 
are not stereotypes either, they are simply great 
natural actresses. 
 
There are deeper more complex reasons why 
many women, like me, chose to be streetwalkers 
and could not tolerate a controlled environment. 
 
If I could have been a prostitute in a controlled 
environment, I would never have needed to be 
a prostitute at all. I only believed that was unique 
until I got close enough to some of the women I 
worked with to know their stories. 
 
Almost all hookers come from some kind of 
dysfunctional background. Remember only a tiny 
minority of people are hookers, we have about 
1,000 in Ireland, a country of 3.5 million people. It 
takes an unusual combination of problems, not a 
single problem, to drive anyone to prostitution. 
However, a dysfunctional family is the most 
common factor. 
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Many complex theories have been floated 
around this, but I think the obvious has been 
ignored. If you come from a dysfunctional 
background, you have no "last resort", no home 
to run to, for help or shelter. For the rest of your 
life, no matter how desperate you are. 
 
Often all that is left is the Street. 
 
Children of dysfunctional or abusive 
backgrounds have tremendous issues with 
control, socialization and the group dynamic. If 
they have also been through the state system 
that can be compounded many times over. 
 
The most basic aspect of that is that they have 
never experienced anything that could be 
trusted to have any control over their lives. The 
result is that in any situation that is under the 
control of another they are in a constant state of 
anxiety and stress. Add that to the other stresses 
in prostitution and it can easily become 
unendurable. 
 
So far, I have never personally been able to 
function in any group situation on a day-to-day 
basis in my life. I never learned the "normal" rules 
so I cannot play the game. This is disruptive to the 
group, and ultimately devastating to me. My 
reaction to giving anyone any effective control 
over my basic needs would amount to a phobia. 
It was not always quite that bad, but it got worse 
the hard way. 
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I am intellectually aware that is only one side of 
the world, but I have no significant experience of 
any other aspect to balance it with. When we 
are afraid we often unconsciously precipitate the 
very thing we are afraid of, more to "get it over 
with" than for any other reason. 
 
I am far from alone in being trapped in THAT 
particular loop tape, worse, not everyone 
trapped in it is a prostitute. I am afraid it 
represents a far larger "market sector". It also 
represents near insurmountable social alienation. 
 
In real terms there do not seem to be many 
remedies which are accessible to those who 
suffer from it. 
 
Many of us became prostitutes because we 
could not find a way to function or be accepted 
in any conventional working environment. We 
could work for ourselves of course, but that takes 
time, and often the bills will not wait that long. 
Many women get into prostitution to either "tide 
themselves over" or establish themselves as self-
employed, only a minority ever get out again. 
The stress of prostitution just about paralyses all 
but essential aspects of life, and the lingering 
stigma, and the damage to self-esteem that 
possibly was not very strong in the first place 
crushes motivation and opportunity. 
 
For people like us, the "controlled environment" of 
brothels, massage parlors and escort agencies is 
as intolerable as any other "controlled 
environment", in addition to inflicting the same 
ongoing damage as any form of prostitution. 
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To all intents and purposes, it is unthinkable to us. 
 
While well intentioned, any move to drive us into 
regulated and controlled environments is just 
about our worst possible nightmare, and for 
some, truly the end of the line. 
 
I think that aspect of prostitution is one of the 
most denied and misunderstood. Until that 
changes it is a permanent barrier to effective 
solutions. 
 
As a society, we NEED to find a way to prevent 
our abused children from becoming so crippled 
by alienation. When that fails, as a society we 
need to take responsibility for finding a way to 
heal it. 
 
Why? 
 
If not for the sake of Justice and Humanity, then 
because our inner cities become more like war 
zones every day, surely the rest of society cannot 
benefit from that? 
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Just Another Whore - 2001 
 
Lisa was human sunshine. 
 
Lisa was also very plain, and very fat. 
Nevertheless, she had a dazzling smile and 
sapphire eyes that could light up the night. 
 
She never drank, smoked or touched drugs, she 
was just too sensible, too healthy, too 
wholesome. 
 
Some people naturally exude goodness, like a 
scent, Lisa was one of them. 
 
Her favorite flowers were freesias, which seemed 
a strange choice to me. 
 
Lisa was also a common prostitute. 
 
She did not really have any other options. Her 
mother, big and brassy, with a halo of heavily 
bleached and lacquered hair framing her 
wrinkled panda eyes, was a prostitute too, far 
away, in another place. 
 
Lisa was raised between children's homes and 
friends...she had plenty of friends. There was 
never a stable home for her, or a regular 
education. She was bright though, far brighter 
than she thought. 
 
She deserved everything in life, truly. No one ever 
heard her say a mean spiteful word about 
anyone. 
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The last time I saw Lisa was initially from a 
distance, I mistook her for someone else, another 
prostitute.  
 
A beauty who looked exactly like Julia Roberts. 
 
She was also a lovely person. The heroin she was 
fed by a middle-aged pimp since she was 
seventeen had to fight for five years before it 
warped her mind or changed her nature. That 
day, it still had a year or two more to go.   
  
 
I had not seen her for some time and rushed 
over. I was floored when she turned around and I 
realized it was Lisa instead. 
 
Barely recognizable, in a few months all the fat 
had gone, her hair was restyled, and was it 
possible she was actually wearing subtle, 
understated make up? 
 
Lisa, the sunny ugly duckling had finally become 
a swan. 
 
Still the same person to talk too 
 
I left her that night bubbling over with joy. Lisa 
was not long for those streets, she would find a 
real life, she had always had plans, sensible, 
determined, reasoned plans. 
 
Two days later I opened a paper and found out 
that apart from the cab driver who took her 
home I was the last person to see her alive. 
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Hard-bitten women collapsed crying in the street 
over that girl. Most of them had never even seen 
her transformation. They just the loved person she 
was, her kindness, gentleness and sheer 
goodness. 
 
I went to the Police to make a statement, for the 
sake of her mother more than anything. Of how 
wonderful she looked that night when I last saw 
her, and her positive frame of mind. Her death 
was rather ambiguous, at least to anyone who 
had not seen her that last night. 
 
I had a very good address at the time, so I said 
she had done some work for me (not that Lisa 
had anything in the world to be ashamed of, nor 
that anyone in their right minds should be 
ashamed of Lisa). 
 
A sad faced police officer showed me what 
killed her, two black plastic bags of empty 
butane canisters they had found under her bed, 
some, inexplicably, smeared with blood or 
something like it. 
 
Inhaled butane is, among other things, an 
appetite suppressant. Lisa loathed drugs, or 
getting "high", god knows what personal despair 
she must have been concealing under the 
sunshine she gave to others without stint. To have 
resorted to such desperate measures, so far 
against her nature, just to be thin. 
 
If you knew Lisa, you would know that WAS the 
only possible explanation. 
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I went to her funeral with the largest bouquet of 
freesias I could find. 
 
My heart ached to realize that it was only the 
previous time I had seen her, a few months 
before, when we had talked about flowers. No 
one could have dreamed I would have such 
tragic use for the information so soon. 
 
I signed the card with the name of every 
prostitute I could think of who had known and 
loved her. They would all be too ashamed to 
attend the funeral, but I was not so sure what her 
mother did, or did not, know. If she knew, then a 
dozen names showed that she was well loved. If 
she did not, then what are a dozen names? 
Workmates perhaps? 
 
People who loved her. 
 
The funeral was huge, friends, neighbors, 
everyone who ever knew her (and was not a 
prostitute) must have been there. A trickle of 
children filed past the coffin, each leaving a 
single red rose. 
 
Not just another whore, but a wonderful human 
being the world is a little worse without. 
 
 
 
There is No Poetry in Sex Work - 2014 

 
I just found this, I had believed it was lost. I got 
home from work in 1989 and had to set it down. It 
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was an extraordinary image of that, genuinely, 
rarest of creatures at the time, a young, drug 
addicted sex worker with a pimp, but there is a 
twist or two. 

 
I never saw anyone, however old or wise, able to 
hang on to their sense of self and ethics as long 
as she did in the grip of an addiction.  
 
As we talked that night she began pacing along 
the low wall at the corner of Burlington Road and 
unbeknownst to her it became a kind of 
flamenco. All the while I felt the hand of death 
more strongly than ever in my life…but I 
misunderstood it.  
 
There were three of us in the company, it was the 
woman who never even drank or smoked and 
was working towards getting herself through 
college, the one least likely to come to any kind 
of bad end, I would only see alive one more 
time. 
 
That night we discussed our favourite flowers, hers 
were Freesias, so I took an armful to her funeral… 

 
The strangest part is that the next and last time I 
saw her I mistook her for the flamenco dancing 
butterfly, until I was really quite close. 

 
As for the butterfly…I hope she is still dancing well 
ahead of her own doom…if she has not 
vanquished it altogether. 
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Beautiful proud butterfly – 1989 
 

Dancing and Dying 
On tattered wings 
Undaunted, cleaving to your 
children 
Born, unborn 
Poignant parody 
Of all that should have been 
Only magnificent, 
Or glorious, 
Or something 
Almost anything 
Aside of what will become 
Whirling to lost hope 
Laughing forlorn dreams 
Head high 
Eyes Flashing 
Convincing shadows of former fire 
Haughty flamenco 
Tongue in hollow cheek 
Heels tapping 
Indian summer 
In midwinter 
Most precious 
Close to the end 
Dear God 
I’ll miss you. 

 
 

I was not a “happy hooker”, the people I 
knew did not think of themselves as “high 
class escorts”. They were just women 
making money and discharging their 
obligations against, sometimes, impossible 
odds, and they were proud, not of selling 
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sex, but of who they were to choose to 
deal with their own problems that way. 
 
Even the weakest of them was far too 
strong, intelligent and grounded to be 
traumatised by just selling sex, though 
some were damaged for life by the 
circumstances that drove them to it and 
kept them there. 
 
The rescue industry do not see, 
acknowledge and respect these women 
for who they really are, let alone have 
anything to offer them, so it is a good thing 
they are strong enough to find their own 
solutions and manage for themselves. 
 
The devastation of their incomes through 
the criminalization of clients along with all 
the other backhanded persecution in the 
“Nordic Model” is just one more grief they 
do not need or deserve. 
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Sex Work Dublin 4 1987-1993  – 2015 
 
My experience as a sex worker between 1987 
and 1993 was a huge chunk of my life, and 
particularly my interactive life. 
 
It was also incredibly traumatic, because it 
amounted to being driven to live my worst fear. 
 
I overcame that fear, I adapted. In the first days I 
used come from Galway for half the week and 
sleep in my car. It became highly organised and 
pretty sophisticated camping particularly when I 
bought a fawn Mirafiori (1778 EI) with seats that 
DID go back. I had a flask I would fill with coffee 
on Baggot St then I would drive to find a place to 
sleep. Sometimes the south wall (yes, it was safe 
then, how the world has changed), sometimes 
Howth, Portmarnock or Rush…there was also a 
campsite near Bray. I would sleep in my car and 
get a hot shower in the morning there. 
 
I stuck to the coast because it was easier to take 
a dip in the sea and wash out my hair in the 
beach public toilets as long as the weather was 
ok. I preferred the Northside because nobody 
cared if you sunbathed topless.  The winter got 
more complicated, but there were swimming 
pools…and where there is a will there is a way. 
 
I was pretty much alone until I was taken under 
the thumb of a tiny slip of a woman. I taught her 
to drive, it’s something I am very proud of. 
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I always mention the few pimps I have known as 
being extensions of abusive relationships, and I 
always forget her guy. It wasn’t a situation 
anyone could take seriously. 
 
He was a pleasant, well-spoken foreign national 
with quite a good, white collar job, and two sex 
workers were at each other’s throats to keep him 
as a pimp. 
 
You couldn’t make it up…one was the tiny slip of 
a woman who came from a lovely family yet was 
viciously manipulative and used everyone in 
range, often setting people against each other 
the other was a lady I did not really get to meet 
until years later who struck me as the type of 
person who should have more sense…and she 
agreed with me. 
 
As for the man in the middle…well if ever a pimp 
needed to be rescued it was him. I don’t think 
“not pimping” was among his permitted options. 
It was completely insane. One of them bought 
herself a lavish diamond ring on his behalf, 
thanked him for it effusively and claimed they 
were engaged…the other managed to 
misappropriate it and claimed to be his REAL 
betrothed. 
 
This was not because they had been “groomed”, 
it was because they were both, temporarily, off 
their heads. The only explanation I can offer is 
that, in their different ways, perhaps neither of 
them could stand to lose a contest and 
temporarily disregarded the value of the prize? 
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After that I got to know more of the women. 
 
I preferred working the street because the clients 
did not expect you to make a meal of it or even 
pretend to be aroused. It really isn’t hard to sell 
sex…just think of it as a dental exam where the 
Dentist pays YOU in advance, and there is not risk 
of being told you need to spend 500 euros on a 
crown. 
 
But I also preferred the other women who worked 
on the street. They were more down to earth 
than the massage parlour women who could be 
a bit pretentious. Some of the street women were 
very well bred and spoken indeed, a few were 
stunningly beautiful and on a warm summer 
evening it could look like a fashion parade. 
 
Whether they came from Rathfarnham or 
Ballymun, the street workers in Dublin 4 had a lot 
of class and self-respect, and most of them 
would never see 30 again. 
 
I am not idealising them. They could be as nasty 
and self-serving as anyone else when it came to 
the wire, but they were no WORSE than anyone 
else either. 
 
From September 1988 (possibly because I 
couldn’t face another winter in the car) I had a 
tiny little flat on Grosvenor Road to stay in…I 
wouldn’t work there, I cannot be comfortable in 
a space that has been invaded by too many 
people and my landlady was lovely…I would not 
have been able to bear her to find out I had 
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been using her flat for “business” but it was a 
super little pied a terre. 
 
Sex in a car is a very simple, coy affair. Best not to 
remove too many clothes, let the passenger seat 
back and get the deed done. The most 
unpleasant part is that there are some men who 
do not see any harm in resting their whole weight 
on your chest…this can feel as though you 
cannot breathe and you learn to dread it. But 
most of my clients would not have had a clue 
what I look like naked…or vice versa. 
 
The only element of “rape” is in the rescue 
organisations who claim to offer you rescue and 
leave you selling sex for years while you do 
enough pointless “personal development 
courses” to suit them. For the women who do not 
want to get out of sex work this is condescending 
and invasive, for those who do it is simply cruel. 
 
The best kept secret of the abolition lobby is that 
there are not really enough clients to go round 
the women who choose to sell sex. That is why 
they are so territorial, warning off new people 
and defending their “patches”. That has always 
horrified me and stood as a permanent wall 
between myself and the other women. But I do 
see their point, they have bills to pay and kids to 
feed, and every new sex worker makes that 
harder. As a result, depending on the area, the 
greatest danger in sex work can be the other 
women. 
 
Dublin 4 did not devolve to actual violence until 
1993 in the wake of criminalisation, then it was 
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just fear on overdrive. It would have been 
dangerous for any outsider to ever try to work in 
Dublin 2 – even me – though I had an unusually 
good social relationship with some of the Dublin 2 
women. 
 
This is not an issue peculiar to street work. Indoor 
workers adopt strikingly similar behaviour patterns 
towards newcomers, though the violence is 
almost exclusively mental and emotional it can 
be even more devastating in the long run. 
 
I doubt if this behaviour will seem strange to 
anyone who has ever worked in any exclusively 
female business. 
 
There are male sex workers, but they have a 
totally separate culture and are substantially 
integrated into the mainstream gay community, 
unlike female sex workers who are under 
constant attack from it. The only exceptions are 
the male survival workers in the Phoenix Park 
who, like their female equivalents on Benburb 
Street and in Stoneybatter, operate in a world 
that is too alien to me for me to comment upon, 
but I do understand that many of them are not 
even gay and my heart goes out to the for the 
desperation that must drive them. 
 
Sometimes it was hard to get any money at all. 
One of the more locally controversial episodes 
was a night just before Christmas (1990 or 91 I 
think?) when it was freezing cold with snow and 
ice on the ground and no clients about at all. 
There weren’t a whole lot of taxis either. We 
gathered at the low wall in front of the library on 
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the corner of Burlington Road, and somebody 
started singing carols…it wasn’t terribly late, only 
about midnight, and we weren’t anywhere near 
the houses, but the residents went ballistic…it 
seems the one thing they couldn’t handle was 
evidence that we were just normal, decent 
human beings. 
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What About the Wives? – 2001 
 
Often I was asked. "What about the wives? What 
would you say if you came face to face with one 
of them?” 
 
I suppose the stock defensive answer is to say, 
"They aren't my concern." 
 
As a prostitute that is true, when survival takes 
everything you have, you cannot expend any 
emotion on people who would show you no 
mercy. 
 
As a general rule, nobody seems prepared to 
show any whether their husbands are clients or 
not. 
 
However, prostitutes are human beings, at least 
in their own time. 
 
A friend of mine and I actually found out how we 
would feel if we came face to face with one of 
the wives. 
 
I will call my friend "Rose" because that is the alias 
she chose for herself, for a newspaper article at 
one time because "a rose by any other name 
would smell as sweet...” 
 
Rose is an amazing character. She must be sixty 
now...but if she asks, I said "forty", unless you want 
my slow lingering death on your conscience! 
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She is tiny, and extremely well spoken, like a 
dame of the British Empire. She could wither a 
regiment over an intercom. She wears far too 
much make up (trying to chase her fourth 
decade rather than men!) and actually does 
look better and younger without it. 
 
Rose is very intelligent indeed, but thinks of herself 
as a dumb blonde who has a weird aversion to 
stupid people. 
 
She also has a transvestite cat. 
 
He is a tom the size of a small Puma, who is 
always referred to as "she" or "my little girl" and 
has a girl's name. 
 
One day Rose called in a complete panic: a 
strange woman had phoned her having found 
her number in her husband's wallet. The woman 
believed Rose was his mistress. She was really 
nice and gentle, she just wanted to know the 
truth. Rose felt she had a right to the truth and I 
was inclined to agree. We both felt a lot of 
empathy. We know what it is like to be lied to, 
cheated on. We are both absolute truth freaks 
and go crazy until we know where we stand. We 
thought she should know the truth too, but what 
was the truth? 
 
There are some moral issues around this. 
 
People would say, "Well it is the same thing". 
 
I can relate to that...except that Rose did not 
have a clue who this woman's husband was. 
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He had her phone number though. 
 
Proof? 
 
Wrong. 
 
Rose is usually pretty agoraphobic and shy, 
except in two situations: 
 

 When she needs a little liter of gin to settle 
her nerves. 

 When her love for animals overcomes her 
to the extent that she feels compelled to 
spend the day donating money to three 
legged horses. 

 
At those times, she would give her number to 
ANYONE whether they asked for it or not. 
 
The phone number was no proof he was a client. 
 
Even if he was a client, according to his wife he 
had been acting really strangely for a month or 
two. It was possible that he was under some kind 
of stress. Sometimes guys like that would turn up, 
maybe drunk, maybe sober. Really looking for 
someone to talk to, or not even to talk, just to 
make contact, often they would pay you, and 
do absolutely nothing. 
 
So, it was not as simple as saying "Yes I am a 
prostitute and he is a client". 
 
He could have just been some guy she was 
talking to in a bookies. 
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She could not take responsibility for that. 
 
After a few conversations, it was obvious this guy 
had a serious problem of some kind and his wife 
was desperate to find an answer. 
 
The impression we got was that if Rose had been 
his mistress it would have been a lot better for 
everyone. 
 
I talked to the wife myself once. Mainly I was 
trying to subtly identify this man. If Rose could 
have been sure she would have told her the 
truth, and anything else she knew besides. But, 
between us we still couldn't figure it out. 
 
It was not possible to say "I'm a prostitute, if you 
describe your husband exactly I will be able to 
tell you more" because the minute the "P" word 
was mentioned the wife was going to assume 
the worst, whatever you said after it was not 
going to make any difference. 
 
"I am a prostitute but I gave your husband my 
phone number because he was interested in 
buying my old refrigerator" was not going to fly, 
even if it was true!! 
 
It IS different when a man is with a prostitute, he is 
not having an affair, there is no emotional 
involvement and no threat to his marriage. It is 
not personal. 
 
Yet perhaps for those very reasons a man might 
confide problems to a strange prostitute he was 
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scared to tell his wife, problems his wife really 
needed to know. 
 
When a man uses the services of a prostitute he is 
usually trying to sustain his marriage, not lose it or 
abandon it. 
 
Several times, I have had men come to me just 
once, who had been totally sexually rejected 
because of postnatal depression. Just to release 
the tension actually seemed to help them see 
things objectively. Usually they would want your 
perspective and any information you could offer 
on postnatal depression. 
 
On one historic occasion, a very nice man I 
never saw before or since wanted to give his 
newly circumcised (for medical reasons) member 
a trial run so that he could feel confident enough 
to approach his girlfriend with it. It is not 
something you would ever think of, but once you 
are confronted with it that was probably very 
wise. If the renovated body part needed a little 
"running in" then the disruption to the notoriously 
delicate balance of male sexual confidence 
would be far less than if it happened with his 
girlfriend. 
 
Bluntly, if it failed he had an option on telling 
himself that "Hookers don't turn me on". 
 
I do not think any responsible person would tell 
the wife or girlfriend under those circumstances. 
 
We never did find out whose wife was calling 
Rose, we counseled her as we would each other, 
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said a lot about confronting him firmly, but 
gently, supported her need to know the truth 
whatever it was. 
 
It was the best we could do. 
 
How did we feel? 
 
We felt empathy, the same as we would for 
anyone else who was confused and desperate 
just to know the truth. 
 
Whatever it was I hope she found out and that 
they resolved it. 
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Last Exit to Nowhere -2016 
 
I have always believed that any person selling 
sex has a right to DEMAND whatever resources it 
would take for them to leave sex work into a 
situation that they can realistically thrive and 
grow in. 
 
I believe this because sex work is about sex, and 
unless you are comfortable with that (as many 
are) it is way too invasive to be left trapped in. 
 
I do *NOT* believe that: 
 

 Organisations that exploit sex workers 
 Organisations that lie to sex workers 
 Organisations that lie about sex workers 
 Organisations that conspire to silence sex 

workers 
 Organisations that disparage sex workers 
 Organisations that try to indoctrinate sex 

workers 
 Organisations that usurp the autonomy of 

sex workers 
 Organisations that insist they know more 

about sex workers than sex workers do 
 

…will ever be fit to provide a healthy situation 
that a former sex worker can realistically thrive 
and grow in. 
 
I do not believe that current or former sex workers 
will be able to provide that either, because each 
of them has their own bias, and besides, as soon 
as a sex worker leaves, everything to do with sex 
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work is a redundant part of her past, and what 
she needs are resources for her future. What she 
needs is help from neutral, uninvolved experts in 
the world OUTSIDE sex work, because that is 
where her future lies. 
 
Because of the current status of sex work as a 
contentious political issue I believe this help MUST 
come from within mainstream state run resources 
and services through the advocacy and support 
of a few sex work specific facilitators. A former 
sex worker who needs counselling does not need 
sex work specific counselling, any more than a 
former sex worker who needs Spanish lessons 
needs Spanish lessons for sex workers. 
 
When you start a new phase of your life you 
don’t need some weird distortion of the old life 
clamped round your neck like an albatross to 
justify funding a few pointless NGOs who were 
last spotted opposing your human rights. 
 
I do not believe the Nordic Model, or any form of 
criminalisation will make it any easier for people 
who feel trapped in sex work to leave and find a 
real, full adult life than full legalisation in Germany 
or Nevada, because criminalisation does not 
help people get out of sex work and legalisation 
does not trap them in it, and until we admit and 
recognise that kind of reality it will remain just as 
hard under any form of legislation, and I bet 
there are statistics to prove that all over the 
place. 
 
Offering sex workers a real way out in the 
mainstream is an investment, it isn’t a handout. 
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It’s a good investment too. Just by being sex 
workers people prove: 
 

 Self-Reliance 
 Initiative 
 Intelligence 
 Tolerance 
 Adaptability 
 Problem Solving 

 
…and that is another reason why sex workers 
should be a special case. They are simply a 
better investment than the average. It is a crime 
to waste them on padding the numbers for 
predatory NGOs that shatter their best qualities 
as an excuse to go on drawing funding to pay 
themselves big salaries and junket with. 
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The Dreams That Died - 2001 
 
Perhaps the problem is that to get out of 
prostitution, in many cases you have nowhere to 
turn for help but the system that put you there in 
the first place. 
 
Because of that, the system cannot afford to 
acknowledge your real needs or limits. Because 
of that, it cannot offer you any real or valid help. 
 
When I left prostitution in late March 1993, there 
was nowhere to go for any help. A friend gave 
me every last penny he had. A handful of old 
and treasured clients suddenly developed sex 
drives they had not had since they were 18, and 
a deep need to pay extra money. They 
maintained my self-respect along with my 
survival.  
 
A well-known credit card company marketed its 
services for the first time in this country by 
implying that accepting their services was vital to 
retaining a department store account I, and 
many others, had. They gave me a £1,000 limit I 
had not even asked for. It was six years before I 
finally had no choice but to renege on the 
payments. 
 
Apart from that, I had no income. I could not 
apply for unemployment benefit because I had 
not claimed it while I was a hooker. Even 
Policemen on the beat told me I should. I believe 
that money is for people who need it, not for 
people who have an adequate income, even if 
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they only have that adequate income out of 
sheer desperation because welfare payments 
were inadequate in the first place. After all, is 
that not the principle behind ensuring welfare 
payments are set at inadequate levels? 
 
I would support that, if there were sufficient 
structures to enable people to enter into the 
workplace at a realistic level of payment. 
Structures that would make it possible to work 
round the problems that kept them out of it in the 
first place. As it stands using inadequate welfare 
payments as pressure is just another way to force 
the most vulnerable members of society into a 
wall. 
 
When I left prostitution, I also had some serious 
outstanding debts. Maybe £2-3,000, which was 
£200 a month that had to be found, and I had 
day-to-day living expenses as well. 
 
There was absolutely nowhere to turn, not for 
advice, not for support, not for the help I badly 
needed, and still need, with the emotional and 
psychological problems that have crippled me 
all my life. 
 
Those problems make working in a normal 
situation impossible to me. I have tried, I 
disintegrate very fast, and when I do, there is no 
help available to help me rebuild myself from the 
ruins. Apart from that, how much chance did I 
have with no resume? An ex hooker in a country 
of 3.5 million people where everybody knows 
everybody? 
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I tried many other things. I tried to buy items in 
flea markets I could repair or restore and sell. I 
got absolutely nothing out of that. I advertised to 
run up soft furnishings and curtains. I taught 
myself to do that years before, absolutely hate it. 
I have no talent for it, grim determination, and 
taking as much time as I have to, yields the right 
results. 
 
Within three years, I was working an 18-hour day, 
and usually a seven-day week (when there was 
work at all). Running around an entire county 
picking up what little work I could get, 
undercutting everyone so that I could get some 
work (one of the disadvantages of being unable 
to participate in Social Networks). I was making 
nowhere near enough to live on, with no hope in 
sight. The most I ever made, when there was 
work, was £150 in a week, and there was not 
always work. 
 
In the down time, I campaigned at my own 
expense, against decriminalization and for the 
rights of women in prostitution. 
 
Which ran me headlong into a couple of 
organizations that had sprung up and began to 
ride to prominence on the issues around 
prostitution? 
 
At first, I felt grateful for any support at all, but 
over time, I changed my mind. 
 
These organizations seemed geared to distorting 
the issues to suit their own agenda. The first signs 
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were the lengths they went to persuading the 
women not to even try and speak for themselves. 
 
They played on their fears, their low self-esteem, 
and the reservoir of learned helplessness in many 
of them. They did this at a time when some of the 
women were ready (and well able) to stand up 
for themselves and make their case, as they had 
done in the past. The overall message was "You 
cannot speak for yourselves, you need us to 
speak for you". 
 
The same women, who had gone to court ten 
years earlier to obtain a degree of 
decriminalization in the first place, became silent. 
 
These organizations also promoted the notion 
that if there was a chance of a forum of any 
kind, the women must be paid to take part in it.  
 
To pay someone for standing up for their rights 
and truth is to disembowel them in a very final 
way. No hope of putting their case, as equals, to 
equals, but on display, as hired help. No one 
could take them seriously, least of all themselves.  
 
The only time I took money from these people 
was when it was handed to me in a stiff white 
envelope, and I assumed it was some kind of 
card. When I opened it the £20 inside felt like a 
slap in the face, even though, that week my 
ability to buy food was in question.  
 
After that, despite numerous firm but polite 
statements, that as an independent activist I 
would pay my way like other conference 
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delegates they used attempting to pay me as a 
way to try and keep me "in my place".  
On one occasion quite publicly, I walked away 
from it quite publicly too. It was not offered as 
recognition, more in a way that looked like a 
payoff. 
 
It was quite horrible. 
 
I investigated the main organization and 
discovered it appeared to be connected an EU 
initiative to collate data on prostitutes all over 
Europe, including the migratory prostitutes who 
were flooding in from the East. The objective 
would appear to be legalization and state 
control throughout Europe. On the surface, this 
sounds like a good thing. However, underneath 
the implications are terrifying. 
 

 One declared agenda is the legalization of 
pimping. 

 Another agenda is taxation. 
 Another is that all prostitution be confined 

to brothels. 
 
The women were not told this. None of them 
were likely to see the places where it was 
declared, and few would understand the 
language used to state it.  
 
If they knew this, none of them would support it.  
 
Few of them do as it is. 
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December 2018   
What is even more shocking is that in a 
changed climate of politics and funding 
the same organization is ruthlessly devoted 
to imposing the “Nordic Model”  
 

Part of a Sworn Declaration – 2014 
I hated sex work and desperately 
wanted a way out but sex work was, 
literally, the only way I had to survive 
at the time and that would still be 
the case in a similar position now. I 
have spent decades learning this 
truth from experience. 

 
Sex work is never the problem, it is 
always part of the solution. 
 
The Nordic Model serves as the 
indirect persecution of sex workers 
by striving to destroy the market their 
livelihoods depend upon made 
worse by openly acknowledging the 
fact that many have no realistic 
alternative means available. The 
Nordic Model is promoted, proposed 
and reinforced by a strategy of 
misrepresenting sex workers lives, 
motivation and needs while 
restricting all support and resources 
to those who comply with this 
misrepresentation and striving to 
penalise those who do not. 
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The Nordic Model is deemed 
politically desirable because it 
indirectly denies the true impact of 
austerity and pays lip service to 
counterbalancing the elements of 
forced labour that are creeping into 
welfare provision. 
 
The Nordic Model is popular with 
NGOs because it has the potential 
to maintain and increase their 
funding. 
 
Once I truly believed that if anyone 
told people the truth about sex 
worker’s lives they would understand 
and feel remorse and, at least, leave 
us in peace, now I have seen, with 
my own eyes, that if anyone tries to 
tell the truth they are silenced, 
gagged, intimidated and shouted 
down while everything they have 
tried to say is pasted over with other 
people’s self-serving and destructive 
lies. 

 
 
 
 
Nowhere in the agenda is there any provision for 
trying to find ways to enable women to leave 
prostitution, nor of exploring ways they could be 
prevented from getting into it. 
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The eventual outcome could be a situation of 
total acceptance for State controlled 
prostitution, including blanket acceptance that 
people should have to survive by that means. 
 
If that does not sound so bad, then let me tell 
you about some former neighbors of mine in 
another country, where prostitution is legal. There 
was a brothel within half a mile of me. They are 
currently offering anal sex (among other things) 
for £50.  
 
If that is so comfortable and acceptable to 
women in prostitution, (including the wide variety 
of health risks, and the pain of such an act when 
not in a state of arousal) then how can it be that 
no woman in Ireland was prepared to offer this 
facility at any price, before decriminalization? 
 
In an atmosphere of total acceptance of 
prostitution, (and denial of your right and needs 
as a human being) you sometimes cannot make 
money unless you are prepared to submit to such 
acts.  
 
The brothels, cushioned in pseudo-respectability 
become selective. It requires the mentality of a 
pimp to run a brothel.  
 
In a brothel it is harder to get work unless you are 
very young, very attractive, and prepared to 
submit to any act required of you. 
 
Desperation is not confined to the very young, 
very attractive, and very submissive. In real terms, 
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men are quite happy, and sometimes prefer to 
pay for older, less attractive women.  
 
However, the brothels only want the guaranteed 
big money spinners, the younger, and more 
compliant, the better. 
 
My neighbors from the brothel were recognizable 
on sight. They had the same dead eyes as any 
prostitute. 
 
In the spring of 1997, a few months trying to work 
with others, on a government scheme I was over 
skilled for, to the point of insanity, resulted in a 
nervous breakdown. 
 
My background and upbringing was too alien. 
I literally do not know how to interact with people 
in a normal setting. 
 
Being a former hooker makes that worse again. 
 
 Certainly in this country to admit to that would 
be a disaster. You would be surprised how few 
things you can speak openly about if you have 
to edit the main focus of six years of your life out 
of them first. Just "being yourself" is not an option. 
I have found that in many settings. Lying does not 
come easily to me, even if it did, what lies should 
I tell? I know nothing of what I should substitute 
for the truth of my life. 
 
The stress of the hyper vigilance, essential for me 
in any ongoing interaction, would crush anyone. I 
doubt if my presence is beneficial to a group 
situation either. Every sword cuts both ways. It 
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had happened before, in exactly the same way, 
years earlier. I tried to find a way to work through 
it. I failed. I knew there was no point in 
attempting to face it again. 
 
So, I asked to be fired, as simple as that. 
 
I sat at home for many weeks, often unable to 
open the curtains, with the phone unplugged 
because I could not even handle picking up a 
call. 
 
When I bounced back, I did it very suddenly. I 
decided to use every last resource I could lay my 
hands on to go into business selling 
reconditioned computers to families for their kids. 
 
I love computers, I did not know that until I 
discovered them in 1996, but as soon as I did I 
had "found my calling' ".  
 
To me, the boring little circuit boards that add 
speed, color, music are real life magic spells to 
be woven together. 
 
Incredibly, it all started to work out, beyond any 
dream I ever had. Between September '97 and 
March ‘98, my income steadily climbed. 
 
Disaster struck. 
 
In early March, I went to bed with a cough and 
slight flu, and woke up with pneumonia. I have 
never been so ill in my life. It took about three 
weeks to begin to be able to work. 
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Disaster struck again. 
 
The world markets in components shifted 
dramatically and suddenly.  
 
I feel no shame, that shift came close to 
demolishing the giant "Intel". Prices dropped 
alarmingly. In the end, the Big Companies were 
offering whole systems that cost less than the 
components to build them would cost people 
like me.  
 
Many of us were crushed under that market shift. 
I was a newcomer, but a man I know, who had 
worked with computers for 15 years, wound up as 
an employee and an electrician again. 
 
The dream was over. 
 
I tried everything to recover it, digging myself 
deeper and deeper into personal debt, my 
health never fully recovering from the first serious, 
physical illness of my life. 
 
It was useless. Again, there was no help, no 
advice, nowhere to turn. 
 
I still find that incredible, but I spent whole days 
calling everywhere I could think of, without 
finding a ray of hope. 
 
I suppose it was inevitable that my mental and 
emotional state would deteriorate further. I could 
have collected unemployment, but that would 
never have covered the loan payments that had 
resulted from my attempts to build, and then 
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save, the business. So, I stayed with the, smaller 
and depreciating, "startup" allowance that still 
left me free to earn, if I could. The truth is that I 
could not. Whatever I tried failed, and I tried 
everything I could find. Advertising became a 
literal waste of money 4 months before I could 
face that reality enough to cancel it. 
 
I felt as though the world around me had no 
more connection to me than the pictures on a TV 
screen. 
 
The last remaining resources were about to run 
out. There was nothing I could replace them with. 
When the next phone bill could not be paid, my 
last link with the world, and finding any kind of 
hope would be gone.  
 
I have never even been able to socialize as 
"normal" people can. I would not know how. I live 
in a remote place: without the phone or the 
Internet there would be nothing left to try. 
 
There is something called "Battered Wife 
Syndrome" "a pervading sense of hopelessness 
and no escape".  
 
I seemed to be suffering from something like it, 
"Battered Outcast Syndrome". 
 
I was looking at two remaining options: 
 

 Back to Prostitution, which was 
unthinkable, I have a phobia of it, aside of 
all personal loathing. 
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 Suicide as a last mercy to myself, otherwise 
the end would be inevitable and 
agonizingly slow. If there was no hope 
while I still had contact with the world, 
when I lost that contact there would be 
even less. I would just be left here to rot 
slowly. 

 
If there was no help while I could still ask for it, 
there would certainly be none when I could not. 
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Letter to Government Consultation – 2012 
 
The total exclusion of real sex workers from the 
Justice Committee hearings on legislation that 
will directly affect them is totally unacceptable, 
and even unjustifiable under any circumstances, 
but under circumstances where you will be 
inviting several NGOs with an adversarial position 
towards them to make false claim to speak on 
their behalf this amounts to running a 
government committee like a kangaroo court, 
and each one of you who supports this decision 
should be ashamed. 

There is no NGO currently speaking for sex 
workers in any real sense. All NGOs ruthlessly 
exclude them from decision making as if they 
were stray animals, or some kind of substandard, 
feral people in need of guidance and control 
from their “betters”. They even go so far as to 
abuse invalid statistics and distort facts to 
cultivate this as an image of sex workers in the 
public eye. The truth is, most sex workers are of 
above average intelligence, many of them are 
remarkably well read and/or well educated. 
They are intelligent people who can do their own 
thinking and speak for themselves far better than 
the NGOs who try to insist on being funded to do 
it for them against their will and sex workers are 
likely to base that thinking and self-representation 
on reality rather than the usual NGO basis of 
pursuit of agenda and funding that is mostly 
deployed on huge and superfluous salaries and 
expenses. 
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Sex workers did not ask for NGO or State 
assistance in the first place. Many sex workers 
have already been failed multiple times by civil 
society and social services. They are often fully 
aware of the shortcoming of those resources and 
have made a positive choice to reject further 
malign interference due to the limitations of 
unwanted poverty and use the high wages from 
sex work to take care of their own lives, families, 
and problems, in a fully autonomous way that no 
longer leaves them at the mercy of anyone. They 
are proud people who do not want to discuss, let 
alone whine on and on about their personal 
problems, they just want to get on with using the 
high wages from sex work to solve them. 

Sex workers never asked for, or wanted, NGO 
assistance, they certainly do not want to be 
defined and misrepresented in their absence by 
NGOs and affiliated HSE services. In the early 80s, 
a sex worker called Dolores Lynch demanded to 
bring a group of sex workers to speak to the 
Minister for Justice. He refused to see her. Shortly 
afterwards she was murdered, literally by fire, as 
a direct result of her advocacy. Very few people 
have her kind of courage, yet she is forgotten, to 
the extent that the Justice Committee STILL 
refuses to see sex workers unless a self-appointed, 
anti-sex work NGO has them on a tight leash that 
assures they will bear false witness to the current 
fad in propaganda. 

I realise the Justice Committee have already 
made up their minds without ever seeking the 
facts at all. Apparently the simple fact that any 
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attempt to “end the demand” will take away the 
income of women who are already desperate 
without offering any alternative is inadmissible. 
What is the point in being decriminalised if you 
cannot eat or keep a roof over your head? 

The Committee took off to Sweden, at the 
expense of the State, to hear the same hard sell 
“sales pitch” you have already heard several 
times before, and did not even attempt to hear 
the other, more realistic, side. You wouldn’t even 
buy a car that way, but apparently that is good 
enough for sex workers as you do your best to 
destroy the only livelihood they have in a 
recession. (What ON EARTH do you THINK 
happens to people when they run out of ways to 
survive?), but the women who are willing to bite 
down all their fears to present the truth to you 
DESERVE that you give them the respect of a 
hearing instead of the ongoing mockery of 
encouraging their worst adversaries to lie against 
their best interests instead. 

You are all comfortably off, and get enough, 
even in expenses, to provide for any of those 
women without her having to sell sex. 

What could you possibly know about the 
terrifying and dire consequences of taking that 
last option income away? Yet you are not even 
willing to try and learn about it from the people 
who do. 
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Because of the recession and cutbacks in 
essential resources that cannot be avoided, 
there are ALREADY too many sex workers 
competing for demand that is dwindling 
because of the recession. The women have to 
offer more invasive services, more cheaply, to 
compete, because they still need the money just 
as badly to survive and keep their homes and 
families together because their lives have fallen 
through the ever widening gaps in the welfare 
net. 

(The impression of the majority of sex workers as 
addicts or similar who are prevented from 
rehabilitation by deriving an income from sex 
work is yet another outright lie used as 
propaganda by the NGOs. The majority of sex 
workers are mothers, paying the same kind of 
essential bills as anyone else. We never had a 
welfare net that took care of everybody, there 
were always some people left out, and now we 
can’t even to sustain the welfare net we have.) 

If you “reduce the demand” you will not reduce 
sex workers real need for the money, you will just 
make their lives impossible. 

Abolitionist organisations are fully aware of this, 
but do not want to tell the truth about it, 
because they would rather abuse that situation 
to force enough of the women to engage with 
them *against their will* out of sheer desperation 
so that they can justify continued and even 
increased funding, the women who do not 
engage with them are designated collateral 
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damage in their race to the bottom for funding 
allocation. 

To claim that supports are, or will be, available 
goes beyond mockery. The abolitionist 
organisations have never had any real help to 
offer apart from ongoing indoctrination in the 
alternate reality they have cultivated in support 
of their agenda that has become a cult like 
ideology that is as far removed from the reality of 
sex workers lives, and as unhealthy as handing 
over their lives to a dysfunctional religious cult. 

In addition I have always been lead to believe 
that telling another person what they think and 
feel is abusive, harmful and destructive, but 
apparently if it is an abolitionist org, treating a sex 
worker that way it suddenly becomes helpful and 
supportive…to everyone but the sex worker on 
the receiving end, who is likely to suffer severe 
PTSD from the cognitive dissonance alone. 

Would you place your life, and family, at the 
mercy of a weird cult who treat you as a child, 
regularly lie to you and about you and demand 
you pretend that black is white. Because that is 
what abolitionist organisations want laws to force 
and state funding to pursue. 

I could not live with watching the terrible harm 
the legislation proposed by “Turn of the Red 
Light” will do, unless I knew I had done my utmost 
to stop it. 
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That effort will never make me fit to wash Dolores 
Lynch’s feet, but I suspect it makes me far better 
than every one of you deciding to refuse to even 
listen to real sex workers, before deciding to 
destroy their lives and pretend it is for their own 
good. 

I have no illusions left for anyone to play on now, 
but I honestly do not see why you must deny all 
the people you are determined to make life 
impossible for even a fair hearing. For some sex 
workers you will literally be writing their death 
warrants (that would have been the case for me 
at several times in my life) yet you will not let 
them plead their own case, preferring to listen 
instead to their adversaries lying about them. 

In a decade or so abolitionism, “The Swedish 
Model” and the REAL consequences will be as 
big a scandal as the Magdalene Laundries – the 
only real advantage is the vote catching 
potential through appeasing a bloc of corrupt, 
self-serving, NGOs. 

That is truth. 

As the “Information Age” has quietly become the 
“Propaganda Age”, truth is the one thing 
nobody wants to care about any more. 

It wouldn’t kill any of you to treat a few free sex 
workers who are independent of the NGOs like 
fully paid up members of the human race and 
listen to them for a couple of hours before you 
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do your best to destroy their world without a 
court of appeal. 

Think on it. 
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You Can Check Out Any Time You Like - 
2013 

 
(NB Not all sex workers self-report as forced into 
selling sex, this is only about the ones that do. 
Though in the current economic climate it is 
realistic to acknowledge that few could find 
alternative work easily, if at all). 
  
They tell you women are abducted by shadowy 
“traffickers” and coerced into selling sex. 
 
They tell you that women are forced into selling 
sex by organised crime, though they never seem 
to explain quite how that happens. 
 
They tell you that women are forced to sell sex 
because they are ignorant and in need of 
training and education. (completely ignoring the 
fact that there are no realistically available 
alternative jobs regardless of a sex worker’s 
existing level of capability, training and 
education, which is, in truth, usually at least 
average and often well above that). 
 
The one thing they never mention is the real 
reason women are forced to sell sex. 
 
Every single time a woman is forced to sell sex it is 
because we have wasted some more of the 
money we still pour into the voluntary and 
community sector, because almost every 
conceivable circumstance that would leave a 
woman desperate enough to sell sex to try and 
save herself, and usually her family has already 
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been state funded somewhere, yet never 
delivered in real terms. 
 
This is at least part of the reason why the civil 
society is more than happy to brush reality under 
the carpet and deliberately substitute blatant 
lies, defamation and “bogeyman” mythology. 
 
If anyone did any real research into the reasons 
why women are forced to sell sex, than answers 
would bring the entire rotten edifice of the 
rescue industry down like dominos, by shining a 
light on the reality of how they operate. 
 
Voluntary and community work is now BIG 
LUCRATIVE BUSINESS. Many NGOs benefit from 
“not for profit” status but only after any potential 
profit is syphoned off in huge salaries and 
expenses.  
 
It isn’t small money we are talking about either, a 
person can get seriously rich in the “Charity 
Business”…as long as they do not worry too much 
about who they are going to harm along the 
way. 
 
Fundraising, as such, often barely breaks even. Is 
it just an excuse to party, lavishly? 
 
A whole subculture that might better be 
described as a “caste” has developed around 
civil society. It is not that they all know each 
other, not quite, but more that they exist as a 
very exclusive elite. 
 
Exclusion, is a key concept. 
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It has created a whole new “us and them” 
between civil society and the various people it 
purports to serve. I have watched organisations 
specifically funded to promote inclusion revolve 
around the rigid exclusion of service users from all 
meaningful levels. 
 
Independence is anathema. 
 
An independent former service user is of no 
further use and attracts no more funding. It is no 
coincidence that the ethos throughout the 
whole sector is to provide endless training and 
support programs that lead to nowhere but 
further dependency, and “centres for 
independent living” that determinedly foster 
lifelong dependence. 
 
A similar ethos extends to employees of the 
sector, fostering mutual interdependence and 
total dependence on maintaining and 
protecting the status quo of the sector. 
 
To rebel, challenge or blow the whistle is to 
become a pariah with no way back, often 
wiping out years and even decades of training 
and experience. It is to be exiled from the elite of 
civil society into the drone class of service users. 
In the current economic climate it could easily 
mean long term unemployment. It could easily 
mean losing everything and becoming 
dependent on the same system as a target for 
hostility in a position of vulnerability and extreme 
disadvantage. 
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You can check out of the system any time you 
like, but you can never, ever really leave. 
 
Much of civil society, even, shockingly, some 
front line workers, is unqualified in any meaningful 
way and self-appointed to any expertise to 
which it lays claim. 
 
Eyes wide open it is a frightening reality that is 
beginning to have far more power than our 
elected representatives over all our everyday 
lives. 
 
When you understand all this it becomes obvious 
how an abolitionist cartel could form with no 
basis in fact and set out to deliberately, and 
destructively, misrepresent everything about sex 
work and the sex industry with a view to 
disempowering and disenabling as many sex 
workers as possible. 
 
The core organisations need a supply of 
dependent sex workers to sustain and increase 
the funding on which their salaries and power 
depend. All the other organisations drawn in 
depend upon maintaining and protecting the 
largely useless, self-perpetuating ethos of civil 
society for the funding on which their salaries and 
power depend. 
 
Abolitionism is drawn exclusively from a sector 
that cannot afford to allow real, neutral research 
into the factors that leave some women with no 
better option than sex work. A sector that has 
already proved it will never have a better option 
to offer them anyway. 
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Most of their lives will never recover if the 
abolitionists get their way. 
 
Sex work will become far more difficult. The great 
advantage of sex work, apart from the high rates 
of pay, is that it may be some of the hardest work 
to do, but it has always been the easiest work to 
find even when the whole infrastructure of a 
society has broken down (and ours is currently 
teetering on the edge). The Swedish Model” sets 
out to determinedly destroy that without the 
slightest concern for the needs of those 
dependent upon it, not just sex workers, but their 
children, some with special needs, dependent 
elderly and disabled relatives, extended families 
at very real risk of destitution in other parts of the 
world. 
 
Sex work will become far more dangerous. Only 
the good clients who do not want to expose 
innocents, like their parents, wives and children 
to the stigma of arrest will stay away. The 
remaining client base will be far more dangerous 
and abusive. Increased competition will mean 
sex workers have no choice but offer far more 
invasive services at lower rates and take higher 
risks. 
 
All this will go much further underground. The 
“Swedish Statement” to the effect that sex work, 
of its nature cannot go underground “because if 
clients can find them we can find them” shows 
incredible arrogance and ignorance. Put very 
simply, sex workers will be going underground 
specifically with the aim of hiding from police, 
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not hiding from clients, and are quite intelligent 
enough to work out how to achieve that. One of 
the first, most obvious, steps they will take is to 
cease to report crimes whether as victim or 
witness. Immunity from prosecution is meaningless 
if you will be losing your livelihood through Police 
harassment of clients, inviting unwanted 
attention, and even harassment from Social 
Services and NGOs perhaps losing your home 
(under the legislation “Turn Off the Red Light” 
want, once your occupation is known to him your 
landlord becomes vulnerable to criminal 
prosecution). 
 
Sex workers will begin to default on their 
mortgages and lose the homes they own, 
because of the laws concerning landlords 
renting a home will be much harder, and 
precarious, in the unlikely even they can make 
enough money to rent a home. 
 
The fitness to parent of sex workers will come 
under scrutiny. As they become impoverished 
and homeless children will be taken into a care 
system that has never yet managed to be fit for 
purpose. Recent constitutional changes mean 
that those children could be placed for adoption 
without either parent’s consent. 
 
Does this look like rescue and protection to you? 
 
You could argue that, if they were that 
desperate they should turn to the NGO sector 
regardless of the animosity they feel, but that 
completely ignores the fact that for all their 
claims, rescue organisations have no real 
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alternatives to offer that will meet their needs, just 
token training, grooming for lifelong welfare and 
NGO dependency that is, in itself dependent on 
playing along with constant mental and 
emotional abuse on both a personal and an 
ideological level, and knowingly upholding the 
blatant deception and propaganda that you 
know will destroy other women as you have been 
destroyed. 
 
Most sex workers are complete people with fully 
functioning consciences that would make that 
problematic, to say the least, even if you were 
not also expected to comply with the carefully 
nurtured stereotype of educational, intellectual 
and developmental sub normality upon which 
the organisational mission pivots. 
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Trust Issues - 2016 
 
I didn’t have a clue how, or where to start this, 
until I saw those two words “trust issues”. 
 
It doesn’t matter whether you believe me or not, 
I am still telling the truth, if anything, the 
restrained version, about the lies and corruption 
being piled upon sex workers from within “civil 
society” itself. I can only surmise whether those 
lies are deliberate and conscious, and likewise I 
can only surmise the motivation for them. But that 
they are lies is not in question, and the outright 
refusal to listen to the constant challenges of real 
sex workers decisively rules out any altruistic 
motivation. 
 
It really is that blatant. During a recent abolitionist 
conference in Melbourne various significant 
members of the pack were approaching the 
most vocal protesters online. They addressed us 
with more condescension than you would 
expect a 5 year old to accept, informed us that 
we were rejecting the opportunity to input into 
abolitionism and raise any problems we had, but 
as soon as we replied truthfully, with the real 
problems, each, in almost the same words said “I 
am not interested in discussing this with you any 
more”. All they wanted was blind surrender on 
demand. 
 
We know perfectly well that we do not work for 
pimps. We know that we don’t have any more 
connection with “organised crime” than the staff 
of our local library do. We know that we were not 
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selling sex at 14 or even 20. In most cases we 
know we were not selling sex at 25. 
 
If we are only 2% of sex workers then heaven 
knows where the other 98% are hiding because 
we have never seen them! Only a few of us can 
speak out, most of us are too afraid of stigma, 
too busy running families, or even, very simply just 
too shy. (We know we aren’t all “brazen hussies” 
too) But the few of us that can speak out, know, 
and are known to, dozens of us each. 
 
Most of us are intelligent, many more intelligent 
than the abolitionists, some of us are even better 
qualified. We know what valid evidence and 
research are and we know that the assertions the 
abolitionist present do not qualify as either by 
any standard, let alone represent our reality. We 
can recognise that the abolitionist lobby are 
almost uniformly dysfunctional and disordered. 
We know their approach to us is condescending, 
manipulative and abusive. We know that their 
ideological stance mirrors and reinforces all of 
that. We know that their ideology is delusional 
and abusive hogwash. We know how unhealthy 
it would be to engage with them on any level. 
 
All the while they lie about us and our world and 
lives, all the time they misrepresent who we are 
and what we need, whatever you believe *we* 
are constantly aware that all they are doing is 
lying…and yet, it is assumed, that if they plough 
our lives into the ground we can be expected to 
submit to coercion and place, not only our lives, 
but perhaps the lives of our children into their 
hands. 
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Knowing what we are dealing with, we have a 
responsibility not to do that, and the fact that 
nobody seems to believe us does not change 
that. Responsibility is more than a levy we pay for 
approval and validation, it is a debt we owe to 
those we are responsible for. 
 
Would you place your children at the mercy of 
ruthless liars who are determined to live in a little 
world of their own? 
 
…and in our free time we are human. We have 
feelings. We are enraged that a ruthless and 
dysfunctional little clique goes on falsifying 
“evidence” and reinventing reality for the sole 
purpose of making our lives impossible and 
imposing their control on us, pointlessly and 
senselessly. We are devastated and heartbroken 
to have learned that, even when we come out 
of hiding and risk everything to explain, there are 
people quite happy to do so much harm to us, 
and our children. We are terrified of what will 
become of the most vulnerable of us. We are 
insulted and offended to be talked at, and over 
as if we were animals. 
 
We never want to have to spend a minute in the 
same room with the people who have chosen to 
do this to us. 
 
However we feel about sex work some of us are 
quite happy with it, some of us hate it but have 
no better option, most of us are making the best 
of it, we all know that sex work is many times less 
harmful and degrading than having to engage 
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with the abolitionists who fully intend to make a 
living out using the laws they demand to impose 
their warped idea of help and support on our 
lives. 
 
You could say we have “trust issues”. 
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What can I tell you my sister, my killer… 
 
…to paraphrase Leonard Cohen rather neatly. 
 
You buy a think-tank, you buy the evidence that 
suits you and the political and media 
manipulation to suppress everything else. 
 
People who care and want to make a better 
world don’t work that way. 
…they want to be sure they have all the facts 
clear – so they can avoid doing any harm… 
…they want to hear anyone who protests them – 
so they can avoid doing any harm… 
…they want to seek out people who are too 
scared to protest them – so they can avoid doing 
any harm… 
 
Recent legislation in the USA (SESTA and FOSTA) 
that shut down most online advertising for sex 
workers had a death toll and a suicide rate within 
days – just ordinary decent women who couldn’t 
get the money to survive any more, dying of 
desperation while you were still partying on your 
“result”.  
 
What did you think happened to people when 
they run out of the means to survive? 
 
Can you imagine the helplessness, the 
hopelessness, the hunger, the cold, the 
loneliness, the lack of privacy, the fear of falling 
asleep and the fear of waking up, and all 
because someone with too much money to ever 
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run out wanted a counter to score their power 
games with? 
 
Whether you have enough money to survive is 
many times more important than whether you 
have to sell sexual services to get it, just because 
you have never had to learn that doesn’t make it 
any less frightening, painful and dangerous for 
those caught in the jaws of that truth. You are just 
harming people who can’t fight back and every 
single one of those people has just as many 
thoughts and feelings as you, and is worth as 
much as you. 
 
 

Last time I was in the Four Courts was more 
than 20 years ago…a very dear friend of 
mine, now departed, had sold sex and 
saved up £9000 for years to sue the Dentist 
who had ruined her teeth, she expected, 
and deserved, the kind of pay off she 
could retire on. Her barrister, an absolute 
darling, probably also departed, made me 
promise to keep her sober, so there I was. 
 
It never got into a courtroom, I won’t go 
into the details but, financed by wealthy 
medical insurers, it was the dirtiest thing I 
had seen in my life up to that point, the 
barrister, who really was a darling, begged 
her with tears in his eyes to withdraw the 
case while she still had £3000 left in the 
kitty, because otherwise they were going 
to demand an order for costs, costs she 
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would have to pay by selling sex into her 
60s. 
 
She was too shattered to get drunk and 
what she said to me was: 
“Gaye, I never realised how clean my work 
was until today. I am proud I am a whore 
and not like them” 
 

 
 
I am so terrified by everything I find myself up 
against now that I can hardly breathe…but I feel 
clean…and I am reminded of how many people 
sell sex, even though they hate it because their 
alternatives are just too low down and dirty to 
contemplate. 
 
Or to put it another way, they shoot horses, don’t 
they? 
 
Sincerely 
Gaye Dalton 
December 2018 
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