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‘Above all, be the heroine of your life, not the victim.’

Nora Ephron

Speaking at Wellesley College, Massachusetts, 1996

‘The country and the British public deserve to know the depths of what was happening. We will be better off for it.’

Prince Harry

Witness Statement, 2023






 

 

For

Mum, Deb, Jasp, Leo

and

Cwtch the cat

With profound love and thanks.

And

for anyone who is at the bottom of a well.

This is for you.
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Author’s Note

I wrote this book because I believe in the power of stories. Good storytelling invites deep thought and can provoke much needed conversations. It can challenge power structures. It aims a light into the dark.

I have long known that I wanted to expose the corruption I describe in these pages. That, after all, is the job of a journalist: and I have been a journalist for twenty years. Doing so means sharing parts of my personal life, which has at times been an uncomfortable process, to say the least, but one I decided, on balance, was necessary. 

If we cannot hold the people who harm us directly to account, we can at least tell the story of that harm. The voices of those who have been marginalised or dismissed – particularly women – are too often buried under layers of legal obstruction, societal shame, or deliberate erasure. By sharing my own story, I hope to honour the courage and resilience of my sources and of all survivors of bullying or violence.

La honte doit changer de camp. Shame must change sides.

For legal and ethical reasons, I have altered some details of the story. Certain individuals’ names and identifying characteristics have been disguised, either because they spoke to me in confidence or because what I know about them would be considered libellous and all but impossible to prove. Sources who spoke on condition of anonymity appear as composites, to protect their identities without losing the essence or impact of what they had to say. Quoted conversations between us are reproduced in order to illustrate the information I was receiving, and the investigative path I was following, rather than to hold out the contents of those quotations as absolute truth.

This book draws on a wide range of primary sources: personal notes and memories, email chains, news articles, official records, and the voices of those I encountered along the way. I have done my utmost to remain faithful to the accounts given by these people, and many of those who were directly involved have confirmed the accuracy of my recollections. I am grateful to them.

It has been a privilege to write this book. Thank you for reading it.

Jenny Evans, 2025






Prologue

‘I want to report an assault.’

The first thing that happens when you utter those no-going-back words at a police station front desk is that you are taken into a side room and asked to wait. A senior officer then comes to meet you, in my case with a notepad, and asks you to tell them everything you can. I had a woman officer, who was kind and patient and who, once I stopped talking, said, ‘I believe you; that is the first thing you have to know.’

She asked if I had any corroborative evidence at all – the dress I was wearing at the time of the assault, any witnesses, anything like that.

As it happens, I had kept the dress.

I agreed to do a filmed interview. To give more detail, with a view to pressing charges. At that point, five years after it happened, I was still so shocked I couldn’t remember everything I remember now. Or, I remembered, but I couldn’t pull focus. I couldn’t look. Trauma does weird things to your brain.

I had not spoken about what happened before.

The Famous Man had held my face during the assault. He had done that to silence me, and it had worked.

So, it was like being hit by a truck, when I opened the Sun newspaper, four days later, to see my story in print. Not my name, just my most deeply held secrets.


They held her down . . . a violent ordeal . . . penetration.



I snatched the newspaper away from my boyfriend and paced the room, my mind racing with phrases that would, over the years, become a roar of frustration.

How is this happening? What the fuck is going on here?

Eventually, I became determined to find out.






Part One:

The Breaking
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Before my parents split up, we lived in a big house in a small town in South Wales, all stairs and corners, silver birch and fir trees, raspberry bushes and spider webs. The house was on the same street as our infants’ school and within walking distance of an old-fashioned sweet shop, which sold penny chews and sherbet lemons in paper bags. At the other end of the road were the woods, where our cat ran away to and came back pregnant. The council soon chopped down the woods to house an estate, and we always wondered what had happened to her boyfriend.

Life on Park Street was not as idyllic for my parents, who were trying to protect me and my big brother, Will, from noticing their failing marriage, but they did a good job; we had no idea. We were told Dad slept in the spare room because he snored.

Will was only eighteen months older, but to me he was every­thing. The brightest star in any room. In part, this was because he was an encyclopedia of the not-very-useful knowledge that drives kids wild. He taught me, aged six, that there is a word for ‘to be turned into a worm’ (‘vermiculate’, if you are interested) and what ‘pathetic’ means; how to use it and how to spell it. He had heard Mum say it about Norman Tebbit.

In those days, both Will and I were blond, his hair thicker and glossier than mine (how unfair). His shy smile, the same shape as Grandpa’s, beamed when he caught you in a practical joke. Will’s eyes, a startling cobalt, put my pale blue to shame. We had attic bedrooms to play in, with a landing between them on which we first built an elaborate shop, then created a never-ending soft toy and Action Man Olympics, which could be returned to by either one of us, or both, to advance whichever race was being run at any one time. Hilary, a bear with no eyes, was a particularly good hurdler. I can’t remember what we used for hurdles.

Will’s room had the ‘sliding cupboard’ at the back: a creepy, pitch-black cubbyhole of horror filled with an enormous, inky water tank. His walls were navy, his bed frame red metal (hello 1980s), with a grey and red ‘graffiti’ bedspread he chose himself. His carpets were strewn with Star Wars figures and Transformers, as well as books. Hundreds of books. If you retrieved Will’s old bunk-bed ladder from the sliding cupboard (deep breath, crawl in forward, back out as fast as you can), you could balance it precariously against the edge of the deep windowsill and watch the kids in Park Street School playground at the back.

Too young to attend myself when we moved into the house, I was often to be found with my nose pressed to that window, waiting for Will to return. Then, we could sip Dad’s cocoa from mugs with our names on and get on with building Lego lands across the floor. Calm in peaceful companionship, at home with one another.

My bedroom was yellow. The bedspread (pastel polka dot), Edwardian chest of drawers and vanity desk had been chosen by Mum – she transformed the entire room one birthday, as a surprise when I got home from school. My room overlooked the street, so I could watch the neighbours come and go in a dance of different coloured front doors. A bonus was to catch Benjy the dog being taken for a walk from the newbuild right at the end. At night, I talked to Glow Worm under the duvet, his bug-eyed face smiling back at mine. Nothing got to Glow Worm; he was always happy with the world and so was I. My favourite thing was night rain, amplified by the attic. Even now I get a childlike thrill when I hear the sound of raindrops on a roof.

Mum delighted in her kids in a way I know now is very lucky. We always felt enjoyed by her; cherished. As soon as I was old enough for school, she took a job as manager of a Citizens Advice Bureau (CAB) and also became involved with the local Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament (CND) group. She took me to the Greenham Common Women’s Peace Camp in Berkshire for weekends of mud and singing, as hundreds of women protested a government decision to store nuclear weapons at the Royal Air Force base there. I remember dolls, paper hats and a woman called Marion playing the accordion with gusto. One Saturday, on a CND march through Abergavenny, our home town, we all had to lie down on the ground outside Woolworths as if a nuclear bomb had destroyed everything. Truthfully, I was a little freaked out as we were loaded into trucks next to people dressed as skeletons, but Mum’s mate Lyz gave me a wink and held my hand.

Summer in Park Street meant picnic breakfasts in the garden: peaches from the peach tree, warm baguettes, noses sticky with strawberry jam. On Saturday afternoons, Dad might take Will and me for a walk by the river, throwing sticks for Teggy, our little black and white dog, teaching us how to skim stones and spot kingfishers. Mum might take us to the park, laughing as we bounced out of the rocking rocket, shouting, ‘Higher! Higher!’

It is a certainty that the safety and security of those early years, which gave me a core belief that the world is essentially good, essentially happy, essentially safe, helped me navigate later aspects of my life that have felt like an absolute shit show. I can draw on Park Street to this day; all I have to do is think about the garden, or my bedroom, the Saturdays, or the Christmases, to feel my heartbeat begin to slow and be able to remind myself of the somewhat unbelievable truth that I live in the same world now as I lived in then.

Friends I have known since that time, whose home lives were perhaps more chaotic than my own, also remember the Park Street house with the same halcyon glow. It was the playing, I think. We were encouraged to play, and we had such good toys and games and dens. It was a sanctuary for us all. Though I, of course, didn’t know any different. Not yet. I was lucky then.
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I once asked a therapist, ‘Is your dad dying when you are thirteen particularly bad timing?’

She shook her head. ‘It’s a fucking disaster.’

Dad died.

He had a new wife by then – a younger woman he’d married just two weeks earlier, and who he’d known for six months. His death was sudden and unexpected, a heart attack while under general anaesthetic. It was a minor operation, and it was extra shocking because he hadn’t told us he was having it; he didn’t want to worry us.

Dad was fifty when I was born, twenty years older than Mum, so uniquely among my friends, I had a War Dad. A make-do-and-mend, knows-how-to-patch-an-elbow, corned-beef-hash-for-tea-again kind of dad. He grew up in Cardiff, the son of a traumatised First World War veteran who worked for the council and a teetotal Baptist who worked at the Post Office. His mum, my nana, was born in 1898. Nana always kept the butter and the Bible next to the fire and made sure the Welsh cakes were warm when you walked through the front door.

Dad’s first job, when he was saving for university, was as a bus conductor. For the rest of his life, instead of saying ‘Excuse me’, when he needed to pass you, he always went for, ‘Mind your backs, please. Move right down the bus.’ I adored him. He had green eyes, crested with the same laughter lines now emerging in the soft skin around my own. His cheeks were round like mine too, but he had dark hair and a salt-and-pepper beard I liked to stroke. He was a storyteller, seeing poetry everywhere. He loved kids and he loved dogs.

Dad was in his late teens when the Second World War ended. He told me it was the changes he witnessed the Attlee government make – an extensive social housing building programme, the expansion of the welfare state, the establishment of the NHS – that saw him, like many of his generation, became ‘dyed in the wool’ red. When we moved to Abergavenny, he became a local Labour councillor. A few years later, he moved again – out of the Park Street house, to a littler one round the corner.

‘Is Councillor Evans at home? It’s my drainpipes.’

Will and I were instructed to let all the Mr Drainpipes in, offer them tea, then retreat so Councillor Evans could listen to their problems. Will, eleven, and I, nine, would stand behind the door listening to complaints of tree roots damaging foundations, a dog causing a nuisance, dance music ‘ruining everything for everyone on the whole bloody street, Mr Evans’. Rather than follow due process, Dad would typically grab a ladder and go out and fix things himself if he could, his fingers forever flecked with cuts from ‘doing a little job’ for someone. His house had two videos in it, Carmen and Educating Rita. When there was nothing on telly we would watch those films on rotation, while I sat on his lap and kissed his chapped hands.

In the lead-up to elections, I was promoted to campaign assistant and found myself trailing the streets behind Dad’s brown slacks, knocking on doors to hand out posters. I could identify voters easily. Labour were pleased to see us, even just to enjoy a good rant about the Tories, who had been in power for a long time, ‘cutting every public service we’ve got, Mr Evans’, ‘Oh, I know it. I know’, Dad would smile, warmly, ‘Please call me Keith’. Very occasionally someone in a tight, pastel-coloured jumper would come to the doorstep just to tell Dad how much they loved Mrs Thatcher. He would smile, make a few carefully placed political points about our mining communities, still decimated, then back away with a ‘Cheerio now’.

Any door that remained unanswered, I pushed a leaflet through, hating the spring-loaded letter boxes that trapped my fingers. Dad and I would listen for the soft swish of it landing. A moment of pause in a dark street. Then he would take my hand in his, and on we’d go. Sometimes he pretended to limp, and I pretended to mind, laughing as I tried to stop him.

Within a week of Dad’s death, his new wife had sold his car. He had told me, as we walked the river meadows at dusk, that he was marrying her because she needed to change her surname, ‘so that her ex-husband won’t abduct [their child] and take her back to Turkey’. I picked buttercups and thought about his reasoning. It felt like a noble thing to do, a kind thing, a Dad thing. But my insides had dragged with sadness. I didn’t sense from him any joy. ‘Do you love each other?’ I had asked, knowing only that marriages should involve love. ‘Oh yes,’ Dad had replied. ‘Oh yes, Jenny Wren.’ He had put his hand on the back of my neck, an act of reassurance. Perhaps neither of us believed it.

After the car went, the new wife locked us out of Dad’s house and started selling everything he owned, item by item. Mum and Deb, my big sister (twenty years older) from Dad’s first marriage, managed a couple of times to talk their way in, each time shoving ornaments into their pockets. Deb negotiated getting my ‘memory box’, a Victorian collar box that had belonged to Dad’s dad, which we had filled with little treasures: extra-flat stones for skimming, thimbles, old coins. Mum got me one of Dad’s jackets and a shoebox full of his poems. That was it. Within months, Dad’s house and everything in it, including my toys, my clothes, the poetry books he and I read aloud to each other over breakfast, disappeared.

We were bereft and, without Dad, skint. Mum had resigned from her day job, now a community education officer. It required her to work evenings, and she didn’t want Will and me to be alone after school in the kind of shock and grief you wish children never had to know. The first few mornings after he died, she crawled into my bed before the alarm went off; strong arm around my middle, warm hand on my forehead. We lay there in silence, staring at my wall, breathing as one. Then the bell began to sound, and we got up to face the day.

Without an income, Mum began making hats to pay the bills. She was determined not to lose the house and floppy velvet hats that could be pinned at the front were a) a big deal in the 1990s and b) easy to make. Every night after dinner she sat at the kitchen table, nimble-fingered and determined, rat-a-tatting at her sewing machine like her life depended on it. It did. I was the hat model. On market day, I’d swap colours every few hours, drinking tea, stomping my Doc Martens, painted with flowers by Will, to keep warm. Mostly we sold at the craft markets dotted around South Wales, but any stall would do, and the ends just about met. Though we regularly stuffed the car with other bits from the house and hawked it at car boots for extra cash.

Clothes came from charity shops. Pocket money came from child benefit. Sue, two doors down, worked the markets as well and there was a steady flow of tenners between our families. In that way, week by week, hand to mouth, we got by. There was a junk shop called Trash and Treasure at the end of our road and sometimes, on a Friday night, Mum would pawn the big brass fireguard to get food, then buy it back after the Saturday market. On those Fridays, we had a chippy tea.

As we reached our mid-teens, Mum gave up her evenings once more to study to be a therapist. For a short while, our belts became even tighter. Bone-tired, she once burst into tears because Will had eaten an entire pasta bake when he came home stoned and there was nothing else in the cupboards. ‘What am I meant to feed Jen?’

Outwardly, I blossomed, by which I mean, I grew up (grew tits?). I became tall and thin, my face changed, wavy hair hung to my shoulders. Within a year of Dad’s death, I was already a different person from the girl he had known. I trod a different path; people – men – responded differently to me. I wore this new power lightly, with a flick of the hair and a knowing grin (I knew nothing), but I was grieving and fragile; a paper lantern of a person, fuelled by fire, so easily crushed. My mates and I coated the brave and bawdy mask of all teenage girls – cheek, sentimentality, self-deprecation – with thick mascara and Body Shop bronzer. We wafted around town in Charlie perfume and lip gloss, in search of fun and more fun, and more and more. We gulped cider, smoked weed and carried on.

I seemed untouchable, but I was scared, of everything.

Most of all, I missed my dad.
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‘When the Holocaust visits your life,’ a pause as she surveyed the room, waiting for her words to bite, ‘try not to lay the blame at your own front door.’

Maya Angelou, actor, activist, author, poet, had been asked by an audience member how she walked so tall having survived such pain. All of us in that room had read Angelou’s memoir, I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings. We knew she had been sent away from her parents aged four to be raised by her grandmother. A Black girl in the Deep South, in the 1940s. We knew that when she was returned to her mother, aged eight, she was raped by a stepfather figure. We knew he was then beaten to death and, believing her voice had killed him, that little Maya did not speak for five years.

What we were not prepared for was the power of her presence. It is a cliché, but I could not take my eyes from her. Angelou was six foot but seemed taller. Straight-backed, stoic, her hair close cropped, gold hoops dangling from her ears. Her lips were blood red, her dress, silky black. She was a goddess. As she removed a white blazer and surveyed us once more, her quiet strength triggered within me the deep and bewildering grief I had learned to suppress. Dad. Fear of the world’s sharp edges crept across me like a shadow and I began to weep.

Since 1988, the Hay-on-Wye literary festival has drawn Pulitzer Prize winners, American presidents, authors, musicians, comedians and philosophers to our quiet corner of Wales. It is a summit of art and deep thinking, radical ideas, excellent ice-cream and average wine. There is a particular kind of magic to bagging a deckchair on a sunny weekend at Hay and having nothing to do but loll and people-watch and read, as music thrums across the ley lines into the night.

Maya Angelou had come to talk about her latest book, Wouldn’t Take Nothing for My Journey Now. The title is a line from a civil-rights-era song, ‘Keep Your Eye on the Prize’. It is about holding on despite pain. About living with hope.

The week that Dad died, we decided as a family to view his body in the hospital morgue. It is recommended you do that after an unexpected death, to help you process the shock. On a Saturday afternoon, when my friends were out on their bikes, I stood in a small room, dark with drapes, contemplating the spongy yellow skin of Dad’s face. It reminded me of the bottom of a crumpet. I wanted to hold his hand, but he had been swaddled in red velvet and I couldn’t reach him. I was staring at the crush of his mouth, silently begging him to look at me, and smile, ‘Don’t worry, Jenny Wren.’ But Dead Dad couldn’t smile. Dead Dad couldn’t enjoy the buttercups and kingfishers. Dead Dad couldn’t do any more ‘little jobs’ for people. Dead Dad was there, but he was not there. Where was he? What was he?

I felt a deep pang of longing for the freedom of friends and bikes. For fresh air and distraction, a world away from here. When I sought them out, I did my best to be like those friends, but I soon became aware that I was not. I had one foot in thirteen – bikes and boys – and another in contemplating life and death. Dead Dad. The capricious nature of an indifferent world. I imagined it was a relief for my friends not to have me and my intense experience around all the time, and to withdraw. I began to become the alone that I felt.

Two years later, in the marquee at Hay, I leaned forward, wide eyed, straining to absorb every inch of Angelou’s presence. I wanted to soak up her wisdom, her sadness, her calm. I wanted to never stop listening. But then, applause. She was standing. She was being led away, across the stage, through the tent towards the exit. Right past me. When she saw me, sniffing into my cuffs – a willowy fifteen-year-old in denim shorts, those painted Doc Marten’s, a ripped jumper two sizes too big, she beckoned me to her. ‘Don’t let it get you down. Don’t let it get to you,’ she said, then wrapped me into a deep embrace, pouring warm words into my ear. ‘Don’t let it break you, honey. Don’t let it break you.’ She held my face, looked into my eyes and smiled.

That day in Hay, quite by accident, Maya Angelou became my guardian angel.
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Twice a week, from around the age of ten, I could be found in our town’s drama centre, a community building in a former school, dedicated to theatre and education. It was free, or I wouldn’t have been able to go, and I don’t know what I would have become without it. A Victorian greystone, it had a garden with a stream, an old gymnasium with wooden bars and ceiling ropes, a green room, painted green, with photos on the walls of performances past. The drama centre was run by Julia, a stressed-out-by-funding-issues, deeply kind woman with dangly earrings and a three-legged dog called Sid. There, in a well-loved studio space, my friends and I read poetry and plays, improvised, performed. We practised emotion at the safe distance of pretending to be someone else.

I was eighteen when, one Saturday morning, the drama group was told that Nina Gold, a casting director from London (London), was coming to Wales looking for a ‘young person’ for Twin Town, a feature film about crooks set in Swansea. Nina, who would go on to cast Star Wars, Games of Thrones, Slow Horses – you name it – was our golden ticket: perhaps a route to paid acting work. At the very least, a trip to London.

The first audition was held at a youth theatre in Cardiff. I opted to wear a floor-length skirt – a charity-shop find in dirty cream, formerly a Victorian maid’s petticoat or something. It was covered with thin blue vertical stripes. I looked like a circus tent. I topped it with a black minidress and a man’s brown corduroy jacket. I’m surprised Nina didn’t call security.

Despite this, I somehow managed to get a second audition. This time, the address led to an old redbrick building in the centre of Swansea, a few miles west of Cardiff. Will came along, chain-rolling joints with his long, thin fingers in the passenger seat of his girlfriend Emma’s car. Emma was cool: silver tights, tiny miniskirt, blue hair.

Nina was an altogether different kind of cool. She was London cool. It was the first time I noticed it. It is worn lightly but it is evident in a sophisticated kind of ‘knowing’, a sharper cut of hair, real jewellery, clothes not made of nylon. She smiled a warm welcome, rubbed her pregnant tummy and showed me into a side room to meet the director.

The room was small, tiled, with one of those chunky old radiators stuck to the wall that have been painted so many times they give out no heat. It had high windows. There was a large camera on top of a desk. Once I could take him in, I saw that co-writer and director, Kevin, in red T-shirt and jeans, was very Welsh looking: small, olive skinned, dark eyes and hair. His nose wrinkled when he grinned and I liked him. He reminded me I was reading for the part of Bonny, the unfortunate daughter of a lead character and, together, we read every scene she was in. It meant imitating having sex, which I masked acute embarrassment about and limped through. When Kev laughed as I read the lines, I grew an inch or two. I was doing this. With London people. They liked me.

I can’t remember how many more auditions there were but a short while later, I answered the phone in my bedroom at home to Nina’s voice: ‘It was really lovely to see you again the other day, Jenny. We wanted to thank you so much for coming to the audition. Can you hold the line? I have Kevin for you.’

Kev told me I had got the part. I didn’t know what to say beyond ‘Oh, thank you’. Were there questions I was supposed to ask? He seemed amused and said he was looking forward to working with me.

Working with me.

I hung up and the boys I had been smoking weed with said things like, ‘Fair play to you, Jen,’ and patted me on the shoulder as they headed home for their tea.

In disbelief, I opened the window and stared at the purple and green mountain that overlooks Abergavenny. She had been the backdrop to my entire life. She had seen everything. What lay beyond her? I had struggled with school since Dad died; dropped out of doing my A levels, twice. I loved reading and writing and drama, but in the shadow of grief, nothing felt important. Now, the excitement of possibility, of promise, began to bubble up in my chest, as a pathway formed in my mind.
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I caught the train to Swansea alone. Rehearsals were held in the same redbrick building I had auditioned in. Creeping towards the rehearsal room, I could hear the cast laughing at someone reading her lines. I slid in at the back, hoping not to disturb anything, and was soon laughing myself. Rachel was not just funny, she oozed warmth and charisma. Her dark, bobbed hair framed the biggest smile and longest eyelashes I had ever seen. Welsh Snow White, I thought. Spotting me standing shyly near the door, she beamed and gave me a wink. Then, when Kev called a break, she came straight over, swept me into a fierce hug and declared, ‘Who’s this? I’m adopting this one.’

Another wink. I was hers.

Kev is Kevin Allen (uncle of Lily). He had a bit-part in Trainspotting and used it to pitch Danny Boyle and Andrew Macdonald Twin Town, which he had written with his friend, Paul Durden. Boyle and Macdonald agreed to executive produce the film and as a result the press dubbed it ‘The Welsh Trainspotting’. In reality, the two films are very different: Twin Town is far sillier and, if you can believe it, swearier. It is neon colours, caricatures and high comedy, and that’s why people love it. Even today, its most ardent fans can spot me – Oi, it’s Bonny – and start spouting lines. Mostly, in a thick Welsh accent, they go for the immortal, ‘You fucking twat’, something my character’s dad says. If I’m lucky, they shout, ‘Dad! Fatty’s boys are at the door!’ – one of my lines. Then they ask me if it was real piss I was soaked in, in the scene with the karaoke. I can’t explain. You’ll have to watch it, I’m afraid.

The cast of Twin Town had a lot of fun that summer. The late, wonderful Brian Hibbard, formerly of pop band The Flying Pickets had a role. I have a lasting memory of the cast singing his a cappella hit ‘Only You’ one morning as the sun came up, conducted by him, in the hotel bar. Most of us were wearing tights on our heads. Again, I’m afraid I can’t explain.

The film catapulted Rhys Ifans and Dougray Scott towards Hollywood and, though I have some thoughts now on how welcome an intimacy co-ordinator would have been for my more challenging scenes, it must surely be remembered very fondly by all involved.

Friendship with Kev, Rhys and Rachel led to invites to parties in London. I’d only been to London a couple of times before; once on a primary school trip and a second time as a kid with Dad. I had a lot to learn. Invited to meet up with some of the cast in Soho after a photo shoot (Soho), I changed out of the denim mini and T-shirt I had travelled in and zipped myself into a hastily purchased vintage ball gown (Camden Lock), because I thought Soho was posh. On arrival, shoving my London A–Z into my tiny, purple, furry backpack, I realised everyone else was wearing jeans. Before anyone saw me I snuck into the pub kitchen (closed for food, thank goodness), found a pair of scissors and hacked off the bottom of the dress. I was the sort of grown-up who blithely wears a grungy minidress with lace sleeves to Tuesday drinks, I decided. I was becoming an expert at thinking on my feet. Of masking how out of my depth I was.

Or so I thought.
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On the day of the assault, I was at a barbeque at a crew member’s house in west London. It was perfect; the floorboards were stripped, the walls white, there was a vintage mirror in the living room and funky framed art. Portishead played on the CD player. I ran my hand along the furniture, marvelling at The Crew Member’s taste, wishing I was her. French doors in the dining room led to a wisteria-covered pergola, which in turn shaded a shabby-chic garden table. I looked out at a garden full of proper grown-ups I didn’t know, some of whom I recognised from TV. How was I going to get through this small-talk bit? Readjusting the tailored minidress I had bought specially from Miss Selfridge, I selected a spot on the lawn, folded my legs beneath me and shyly but determinedly smoked my way through a packet of Marlboro Lights, lighting each new one from the end of the last.

I had become close to The Crew Member during filming. We had spent long hours chatting on set, sharing our life stories, our philosophies. We had deliberately remained in touch, but she was maybe fifteen years older than me. I wanted to be her, but I couldn’t fully relax with her. She wasn’t Rhys or Rachel; we wouldn’t be dancing on the tables by the end of the night. We might be sitting under the wisteria setting the world to rights, though, which I would have loved. I just needed everyone else to go.

Rachel hadn’t come to this party. How I wished she had. I made multiple trips to the bathroom to whisper affirmations in the mirror – ‘If you just relax, you can be yourself’, ‘If you just relax, they will like you’ – and considered slipping away to catch the next train home to Wales.

Returning to the garden after one of these trips, I felt the gaze of a man I recognised from magazines and music videos follow my path. He was a musician. Famous. I quite liked his band. Smirking, he watched me sit down on the grass alone and sip my beer, but he didn’t come over. I shrank under the scrutiny of this man; I felt he knew I didn’t come up to scratch. It was as if he could see the smalltown girl I was trying to hide.

When I stood once more, my napkin fell from my lap, revealing my legs, ‘Oh look, she has got some personality after all,’ he said to his friends.

They laughed.

I smiled and rolled my eyes. Like I was in on the joke. Like it was funny. Never has a girl who cared so much pretended so hard not to care. In that moment I became determined to show this man and his friends just how likeable I am. They would see just how much fun I could be. I would have them dancing on the tables. I would stay until I had turned this evening around.

It was a decision I would deeply come to regret.
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I first thought I might be in danger when The Famous Man grabbed my throat. No, that’s when I first thought I might die. I first thought I might be in danger when he pushed me backwards over his coffee table; I lost my footing and fell. I had been driven to his house by a new ‘friend’ I had made at the barbeque. The last few stragglers decided to head to a pub, and she had linked her arm through mine and encouraged me to come. The Crew Member I was staying with approved – she couldn’t join us, but her friend was an excellent chaperone. She would see me back at hers later.

When it was decided by someone that we should finish the evening at The Famous Man’s house, I smiled and tagged along. It was all the same to me. More drinks. More music. More expensive sofas. Then I realised my chaperone had gone: I was in a house, by myself, without any way of getting back to my room at The Crew Member’s house. I asked The Famous Man and his friend, just the two of them left now, to call me a taxi. I didn’t yet have a phone of my own. The Famous Man offered me his mobile. I extended my arm to take it, but he hid it behind his back. His friend laughed.

The Famous Man took a step towards me. I took a step back. My throat tightened with tears. I asked for a taxi again. The Famous Man again offered his phone. I again tried to take it. He again pulled it away. This time no one laughed. Tension flooded the room. The Famous Man took a step closer. I took a step back. He knew I would soon hit his coffee table and have nowhere else to go. I was only just realising how far into the deep, dark wood I had accidentally skipped.

It is a myth that all sexual assaults result in visible injury. Visible injury does not denote a more serious crime or a worse experience. It is important to say that. I did sustain visible injury from this assault, though it took me many years to allow myself to remember and be able to accept this.

The Famous Man raised a large hand, put it to my chest and pushed me backwards, which happened both in slow motion and in a flash. Then the other pounced, like a wolf.

I saw what happened next from above. Looking down. As if I had died of fright. In the intervening years, it is what I understand to be residual trauma; remnants of images, certain sounds, a sense of fear, that anchor me in the reality that I suffered this at all. Because straight after it happened, a steel trap of denial slammed shut in my mind, telling me it did not. Or that maybe something happened, but really, it wasn’t that
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