
Chapter 1: The Beginning 

 

It was in the summer of 1957, and because of many factors, I was a sexually experienced 
teenager, having had wonderful relationships. I achieved this with teenage girls and older 
women, both married and single. A new chapter of my life started while I was dating Linda, a 
girl who lived close to the school where I sought to earn a GED diploma. I hardly ever attended 
classes in my regular High School days because I was too busy playing hooky pursuing the 
exhilarating act of sex with my female partners. 

This night, Linda’s parents were out of town, and we raided their liquor cabinet. We drank 
excessively and became quite drunk, which thwarted my plan for an evening of sexual games. 
Since my red Triumph TR3 convertible was in the shop for maintenance, I needed to leave at 1:15 
AM to walk about ten blocks to catch the last bus home. When the time came I started out and 
reached the L (overhead railroad), which was just a couple of blocks from her home. Still quite 
drunk I witnessed at a distance a vision of feminine beauty I had never seen or been with before. 

For some unexplainable reason, as she approached I started a series of sexual taunts, which 
today would be called sexual abuse. As she neared, my words grew more vulgar, and she looked 
down at me with disdain. She continued to walk past me, and I resumed my insults, which I 
hoped would be pretty attractive to her. She stopped, turned, and walked toward me. As she 
approached, I became extremely nervous, and I shut up. 

When she reached me, she could see that I was drunk, and she said, “Being drunk is no excuse 
for the things you were saying to me. I am quite capable of kicking your ass, but since you are 
quite intoxicated, I will let you live so you may learn an important lesson; where are you headed?” 
I learned later that she was a highly rated Marshall artist in various disciplines, so she most likely 
could have carried out her threat. 

I responded, “Far Rockaway, and I need to catch the last bus departing two miles away, but I 
doubt I will make it.” 

“Follow me to my car, and I’ll drive you to the bus stop. It’ll be faster,” she said. Reaching the 
bus stop, we could see the bus’s taillights moving away in the distance. With frustration in her 
voice, she told me I could sleep on her couch if I had no other place to go. I’m not sure why I 
hesitated, but I finally said okay, I would appreciate it. For a long time, I could not figure out why 
she offered what she did. 

I fell into a deep sleep on her couch, fully clothed without shoes, and when I awoke, I saw her 
standing in her kitchen, apparently waiting for coffee to brew. At first, I didn’t recognize where I 
was, but when I saw her back, it didn’t matter. Her hair was black and draped down to the small 
of her back. From where I sat, she appeared very tall; she had on a halter top and shorts and was 
barefoot. I called out good morning, and she returned the greeting, saying, “I believe we hadn’t 
met formally; my name is Candie, and what do they call you?” 

“My name is Stan, but everyone calls me Sonny. Is Candie your real name?” 



She answered, “Most of the time, but it depends upon who is asking; you can call me Candie. 
Would you like a cup of coffee?” 

“Yes, please,” I answered. 
We chatted for a while, then we went to a local diner for breakfast. In the diner we laughed at 

the circumstances and became comfortable with each other. I couldn’t help but notice everybody 
in the place was staring at her, possibly because she was with a short, heavy-set guy, apparently 
much younger, but probably not. Initially, it made me uncomfortable, but after a while, my ego 
took over, exuding a sense of pride, believing that everyone in the diner, male and female, wished 
they were in my place. 

Over the next couple of months, there were a few times she would call me and ask me if I 
would like to come over, which, of course, I did. On those occasions, we went for walks in the 
park or to an art gallery and once to the Brooklyn Zoo. Once or twice at her apartment, I glimpsed 
her bedroom and noticed that she had filled her bed with stuffed animals. I got a kick at this, 
believing that Candie was between 22 and 25.  

Over time, our relationship grew to where she was pretty content with things as they were. In 
trying to understand the reason for this, she told herself that she found it partially amusing to 
have this young boy as a friend, almost like having a younger brother whom she could help guide 
through life’s difficulties. I later learned she had convinced herself that I wanted nothing more 
than friendship. This led her to believe that I was gay or asexual. But deep down, she had a 
lingering feeling created by my actions and energy that she was mistaken.  

It came to be that I broke up with Linda, my Jamaica girlfriend, and also dropped my night 
classes, for honestly, all I could think about was Candie, her beauty, and my overwhelming desire 
to be with her sexually. I made a few pitiful advances, which she smoothly rejected. I was 
becoming restless and distracted whenever I was in her presence. Luckily, I had two means of 
sexual release; one was a married woman in her early thirties, and the other was masturbation. I 
believe these two exercises kept me sane. 

After a while, I decided I had to do something, so I concocted a cockamamie story about how 
I was such a failure with girls; there were a few that accepted a date with me but rejected any 
further dates. Worst of all, the couple of times we tried kissing, I was told I was terrible at it, and 
any move I made beyond that would have been disastrous. They told me I had no clue what I 
was doing. I practiced and changed my story many times before seeing her again. However, this 
tale of woe couldn't be any further from the truth, as I was living in the summer resort area of Far 
Rockaway and spending a great deal of time in the Borscht Belt of the Catskill Mountains. 
Therefore, I had many sexual encounters with both teenage girls and married women during my 
teen years. Still, I didn’t know if I would endure the deceit, fearing losing her forever. 

Even today, it’s hard to believe I attempted it. Sitting in her apartment before we were to go 
out for a walk, I got up the nerve to tell her of my crushing dilemma. She sometimes stopped me 
and asked me for more details or to clarify what I had said. When I finished telling my lie, Candie 
said, “That was quite a sad story, unfortunately it took up a lot of our time, so we cannot go out 
for a walk for I have an early date that I have to get ready for. I will think about what you told me 
before I see you again. So please leave now; I will call you when we can get together again.” She 
walked me to the door and said goodbye. 



On the drive home, I was in a deep funk, for I truly believed she didn’t believe me and I would 
never see her again. How could I have been so stupid? I kept asking myself. On the other hand, I 
had to do something because even just the vision of her was driving me crazy. 

Weeks crawled by, and I hadn’t heard a word from her. I thought about calling her, but that 
would’ve been a mistake because I agreed never to do so. Also I didn’t want to hear the words 
ending our relationship. I thought of the many girls I broke up with over the years and could 
empathize with them. I hate to admit this, but even when I spent time with Marjorie (my 
neighborly married woman), I pictured Candie as my lover. Then again, I could go on forever 
about how she had taken over my life. 

Days turned into weeks, and then, thankfully, when she usually called, the phone rang. My 
mother answered and said nothing, probably because she was used to hearing a female voice 
asking for me; she handed me the phone without saying a word. It was her! I said hello in a 
quivering voice and just listened; she asked if I wanted to come over the next day, which was 
Saturday, at around ten in the morning. I just answered that I would be there. I arrived an hour 
earlier and sat in the parking lot waiting. Honestly, I did not know if this was going to be a last 
goodbye. My thoughts went on one way than the other, but whatever was to come, I would have 
my answer and, hopefully, some peace of mind. I saw her car pull into the underground parking 
garage at 9:47. I waited so that I would knock on her door at precisely ten. 

There was no warm greeting when I entered. She asked me to sit on the couch because she 
wanted to speak about everything I told her the last time we were together. She began by saying 
that it took her a while to figure out if I was full of crap or not. Concluding that she had no natural 
way of knowing, she trusted what I told her. Sheepishly, I said, “Thank you.” 

She continued, “I have decided to teach you all you will ever need to know, but before I go 
any further, I want you to know that I am an escort, and then she asked if I knew what that 
meant.” 

I replied, “I think so. I guess you are a prostitute, is that right?” 
She answered, “Yes, if used strictly as an exchange between money and the service I perform, 

just like any professional demands, but I dislike that word because it has various meanings to 
different people, mostly used as a way of orating a sin of one type or another. I work for myself 
and answer to no one. I charge a lot of money for someone to be with me. If you are wondering, 
I get $100.00 an hour with a minimum of three hours and $1,000.00 a day (today’s [2022] 
equivalent is about $1,000.00 an hour and $10,000.00 a day) plus all my expenses and on most 
occasions, they tip me, sometimes more than my fee. So, as you can imagine, just a few people 
can afford me; therefore, my clients are but a few, limited to a few wealthy people. Any new 
clients come from their referrals. They know that if they refer someone who does not respect me 
or what I do, they and their friend will never see me again. Do you have a problem with what I 
do for a living?”   

“No,” I said. However, I was unaware of what really takes place, therefore, I refused to say 
anything that could jeopardize my desired outcome. 

She continued, “You must agree and abide by a few rules. First, you must tell no one about 
our arrangement or what I do for a living. Second, you can never say no to what I ask you to do 
or when I ask you to be somewhere. Third, we are going to go to a few places that are 



underground because of the abnormal sexual activities and the people that attend. You can tell 
no one who was there or where they were located. Fourth, if we encounter someone who knows 
you, you will introduce me as a friend, just a friend, nothing more. Until I say you are ready, you 
cannot see or date anyone else. Do you understand all I am asking of you, and do you have 
questions?” 

“Yes, I understand, and I have no questions.” 
“Good, I know you work, so we will try to work around your schedule and mine. Sometimes, 

I leave the country or spend a large block of time with an individual, as I just did. Obviously, we 
cannot get together during those times. I usually know in advance, so I will let you know, and 
you will never try to contact me during those times.” 

Surprisingly, she said, “I am starved. Let us go to lunch, and when we return, we will get 
started.” I was understandably unhappy about ending the conversation at that point because my 
anxiousness about what I believed was about to happen crept in. Even the thought of one kiss 
was enough to waylay any desire for a bagel and cream cheese, which was a toss-up with most 
girls at that point in my life. 

While eating, there was a lot of small talk about national events such as Bobby Fisher winning 
the United States Chess Championship at age 14, the U.S. first Explorer Satellite being launched 
from Cape Canaveral, a gallon of gas rising to $.25, and Japan began exporting the Toyota and 
Dotson cars to America. There was also the inevitable entertainment field: Bobby Darin, Ricky 
Nelson, Twilight Time by the Platters, Vertigo, King Creole starring Evis Presley and the movie 
Cat on a Hot Tin Roof with the gorgeous Elizabeth Taylor whom I was lucky enough to sit 
alongside with her husband, Mike Todd, at a championship prize fight in Madison Square 
Garden sometime later. 

When it was time to leave, I offered to pay, but she said, “Let’s start this relationship as I want 
it to be.” She took the bill from my hand, and under the table, she handed me the money, 
including the tip, so that I appeared to be paying the bill. I protested, but a warning look stopped 
me. A girl or woman paying any bill for me had never happened before, and I wasn’t sure how I 
felt about it. 
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