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About The Book

Details of KING HIT:

Biography

500 Pages

978-0-6485058-0-8 (PBK)
978-0-6485058-1.5 (EBK)

2019

Dean King

From hard-core criminal and heroin addict at 
eighteen, to self-made millionaire at thirty, this is the 
incredible story of one man’s success against all  odds.

When it comes to mischief and mayhem, Dean can rip it  
up with the best of them – stealing cars,  robberies,  
smoking pot,  dropping acid, and running amok – Dean 
has a no-holds-barred, fearless approach to life.  Until  
his antics lead him to be charged for murder and put in 
a maximum-security prison at the tender age of 
fourteen.

Born in the suburb of Balmain, Sydney, to alcoholic 
parents,  Dean does not seem to have much of a chance 
at life.  In and out of boys homes and prisons for the 
next ten years,  Dean learns some tough lessons in life,  
and undergoes an experience in 1989 that changed him 
forever.

Dean’s incredible journey from hardened criminal and 
drug user to an entrepreneur and multi-millionaire is an 
o�en humorous, sometimes moving, and always 
inspiring story of one man’s rise from a past of poverty 
and crime, to a new awareness and understanding of 
how to use what life throws at him to move upwards and 
forwards, to create a new and better version of himself.

�is is Dean’s story, in his own words.



Reader Praise for KING HIT:

A truly amazing story, very engaging.
Highly motivational, funny, couldn’t
put it down.

- Karen West

I loved it.
- Tim Elliot;
Jouralist, Author

It’s a wonderful story and you’re lucky
enough and wise enough to see it
through to the end.

- Kerri-Anne Kennerley
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I climbed out of bed with Smiley standing over me. 

Another detective I didn’t know—he wasn’t from Balmain Police 
Station—raised his eyebrows as he stared at my back. ‘�at’s a big bruise 
you’ve got there.’ He moved in and probed the tender skin in the 
middle of my back. 

I made an effort not to flinch.

‘What’s that from?’ 

Silence from me. Admit nothing.

‘C’mon Dean, how did you get this?’ he repeated.

‘I fell off my bike.’ Flashing through my mind was the question how did 
they get me so quick? 

Smiley piped up. ‘Must’ve been a bad fall.’ 

By now Dad was standing in the doorway, puffing on a Craven A.

‘You remember the fall, Dad,’ I appealed to him. ‘Don’t you?’

He glared at me. I didn’t know whether it was because I was in trouble 
with the law again, or because I’d brought coppers into the home, or for 
putting him in the unenviable position of being asked to lie for his son. 
In all likelihood his anger encompassed all three reasons but he came to 
the party anyway. ‘Yeah, that’s right.’ 

‘Wooh!’ A wave of relief to have Dad supporting my lie but by the way 
he was clenching and unclenching his right hand I knew he was growing 
angrier by the second and the set of his face was furious. He spoke to the 
room in general. ‘What’s all this fucken shit about?’

‘Get him some clothes, Jack,’ the head detective said to my dad. I 
reckoned the copper had some kind of wog running through his blood. 
He was fiftyish, with a full head of black hair and about six foot tall. He 

Prologue
1970

     was half-asleep when a thumping at the front door made me stir. I           
      groaned, in pain and from tiredness, and rolled over. Dad would 
answer it. I closed my eyes again. Another thump, heavier this time. 

‘Orright, orright,’ Dad’s voice rumbled up the stairs. ‘I’mcoming.’

�e walls were that thin in our terrace house that every noise could be 
heard and now the sound of Dad’s footsteps as they made their way to 
the front door penetrated my dozing. 

A deep voice: ‘Where’s Dean, Jack?’

‘He’s upstairs, in his—’ but before Dad could finish, or before he could 
swear I’d been home all night, there was a tramping, like a herd of 
horses surging up the timber stairs. 

Shit. I sat bolt upright blinking away the effects of last night’s dope-
smoking. 

�e door burst open and five detectives surged in. 

‘Get up, Dean.’ It was Smiley, a local detective known to all us young 
tearaways. ‘Get out of bed.’ 

�e other detectives were already starting to examine the clothes and 
shoes I’d dropped on the floor the night before. 

I
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be interviewed without an adult present,so Dad had no real choice.

My guts were in knots. I knew now that whatever was going down was 
really bad. Next moment, I was escorted out into the street, still with the 
back of my jeans pulled into my butt crack. �e detectives fanned out 
towards the Ford Falcon 500s which many coppers drove in the 70s. I 
was placed in the back of one Falcon with two police flanking me. Dad 
was directed into the front seat then the cars took off like a presidential 
convoy. 

I was squashed like a fly between those two big detectives. I looked out 
the window as best I could; the police cars were attracting plenty of 
notice from passers-by. I tried to shrink into the brown vinyl seat. �is 
trouble was major. 

was the only one wearing a grey suit; the other coppers were in brown 
ones.  

Dad flung me a glare, turned and was gone. I suddenly felt very 
vulnerable alone in my bedroom with all the jacks.

One of the brown suits said: ‘You were at Evans Street last night, 
weren’t you Dean?’ It sounded more like a statement than a question.

‘No,’ I said, very fast. In the nick of time Dad came back, with a 
T-shirt and my old brown corduroy jeans from the unironed pile on 
the lounge downstairs.

A big detective, his gut bulging and straining against his shirt so much 
that his fish-white, hairy belly poked between his shirt buttons, had 
started gathering my shoes and clothes from the floor and putting 
them all in a bag. I was really scared but, having just turned fourteen, 
I was determined toact like a man and whatever was going on, I was 
also determined to lie. It was the only way I knew.

�e head detective smiled at me, except it wasn’t a friendly smile, 
more of a smirk, full of confidence. ‘Yep, Dean, you were in Evans 
Street. Let’s go, sonny boy.’

I began to dress in front of them feeling really embarrassed. I turned 
my back so I was facing my bedroom window. I guessed I wasn’t 
going to see those neighbouring backyards for a while. Once dressed I 
turned around. And inthey swooped. A hand latched onto the back of 
my jeans and hoisted them up hard, right into the crack of my arse. I 
was marched downstairs. Doompf, doompf, doompf on the wooden 
treads behind me as Dad and the rest of the coppers descended after 
us. 

At the bottom of the stairs the lead detective said: ‘Let’s go, Dean. 
We’re off to Balmain Police Station. You’ll have to come too, Jack.’ 

Dad shook his head. He still looked angry but there was something 
else there too—disappointment, maybe fear. As a juvenile, I couldn’t
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I’m six years old and sitting on the lino under the kitchen table 
playing with my Matchbox cars. A newspaper had fallen on the floor. 

I’m using a couple of its pages as a tunnel, zooming my racing cars in 
and out of it, making racing noises. My mother is standing at the sink 
peeling potatoes and I can see her bare legs, under a summer dress. 
She’s wearing carpet slippers.

Dad walks through the door after his day shift on the wharves. I 
stay where I am in case Dad is in a mood. He usually only stays long 
enough to change out of his work clothes before he goes down to the 
pub again while Mum cooks dinner. 

Dad has changed and is getting ready to go, bending and tying his 
shoes. Still under the table, I hear him say: ‘Here comes that cunt of a 
paperboy.’ 

I hear the paperboy before he comes within sight of our house as 
he is blowing his whistle trying to sell the afternoon papers. Something 
about him always gets up Dad’s nose. He starts ranting about the paper 
boy. ‘He should be bloody earlier than this!’ 

Mum says: ‘He’s only a kid, Jack.’
‘He never stops outside our house to sell papers.’ 
‘Can you blame him?’says Mum.
Dad really has no time for this kid. Something, I’m not sure 

what—to help or make my dad proud or happy with me—makes me 
stick out my head between the table legs and speak up: ‘I’ll get him 
Dad, I’ll fix him.’ I scramble up to stand next to Dad. I gaze up at 
him—he smiles, bends down and scrubs my hair with his knuckles. He 
looks happy. ‘Yeah son, go get him!’ 
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I need no further encouragement. I scoot out the door with Dad 
right behind me.  

I run into the street and chase after the paper boy who is already up 
the road past our place. He doesn’t see me until I’m up close. He’s older 
than me, maybe as old as my brother Corey who’s thirteen. Up close he 
looks huge. He stops. 

‘I wog paper.’ I can’t talk properly so mostly I keep quiet but now 
Dad is watching me.

�e boy doesn’t move to pick a paper out of his barrow. He just 
stares. 

I ask again and again he makes no move to hand me a paper. �ere 
is no way out—Dad is watching. I jump up and bite him on the ear, 
hard.

�e paper boy screams, swatting at me. 
I let go.
He clamps both hands over his ear—bright blood is already leaking 

through his fingers. He looks over my shoulder and suddenly takes off, 
leaving his barrow behind. I know he’s seen my father. He’s also left 
part of his earlobe on the ground. I grab Dad’s paper and march back 
to our front door and hand it to him. 

He grins. ‘Well done little mate, that’s my boy.’ He digs around 
in his pocket and takes out twenty cents which he hands to me. Dad 
chuckles. ‘Did you see how that little cunt ran off with half his ear 
gone, Dean? Ripper.’ And he marches proudly down the street on his 
way to the pub, still chuckling.

I raise my head to the sky and then both my hands clenched into 
fists like Muhammed Ali does on TV. I laugh out loud at the blue 
summer sky. 
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Balmain was a working-class suburb of inner west Sydney, snuggling 
up against Sydney Harbour. It was populated mostly by wharfie 

families and crooks and us. It also bred the likes of Dawn Fraser and 
Neville Wran, the former premier of NSW—his famous quote was 
“Balmain boys don’t cry!”  

And he was right, we didn’t, we were brought up not to. �e area 
was mostly known for its trade union politics, and for men who worked 
hard, drank hard and fought hard. �ere was a pub on every corner 
and from the time they opened until closing they did a roaring trade, 
often six deep at the bar. Women weren’t allowed in pubs back then 
so they would stay at home and cook dinner or sit outside the pub in 
the family car with the kids. �e men would bring their womenfolk 
beers, and chips and soft drinks for the kids, if they remembered. But 
not us—Mum stayed at home and Dad would arrive home about 7 or 
8pm carrying a couple of large bottles of beer called DA— Dinner Ale 
Beer— wrapped in brown paper. 

I was the youngest of five—first came Corey—seven years older 
than me, next Winona, then Ellen who was adopted out as a baby 
because Mum and Dad couldn’t afford to keep her, then Lisa who they 

  .tneK semaJ naeD—em ,tsal ykcul ,retal sraey owt dna peek ot dediced
By the time I arrived, Mum was worn out by constant housework and 
cooking, raising kids, and waitressing. �row Dad into the mix and 
her hands were full so by the time I arrived, I was largely left to my 
own devices. Us kids shared one room—we had two sets of double 
bunks and I was naturally last in the pecking order—for clothes, shoes, 
toys, attention. 

4

Like all my friends’ parents, Mum and Dad enjoyed a drink or 
ten. Dad at his local, �e Welcome Hotel, and Mum in the evening 
by herself or with her sisters when they paid a visit. �is was a regular 
occurrence, at least three evenings out of seven. �e more they drank, 
the more vocal they became—sometimes when Dad joined in after 
being at the pub he would turn happy-drunk but other times…well, 
let’s just say we knew to stay out of his way because he’d get belligerent. 
�is was how I grew up— my normal, my life.

* * * 

According to my mum, I never spoke properly as a kid. Couldn’t 
pronounce ‘th’ so ‘this’ became ‘gis’ and ‘that’ became ‘gat’. Mum took 
me to a doctor, though I don’t remember it. Apparently he told Mum 
I’d grow out of it and not to worry. But the thing was, I didn’t grow out 
of it as a toddler nor as a young preschooler and nor as a young boy 
and, if my parents weren’t worrying about it, I was, after all I was the 
one who copped all the teasing. 

I remember one day like it was yesterday. I’d accompanied my mum 
to the shops in Darling Street, Rozelle. Outside the milk bar Mum told 
me to go inside and buy a pie.

‘No Mum, please gon make me,’ but as usual she hadn’t listened to 
my pleas. I’d begged her to come in and help me. ‘Please, Mum, please.’

But Mum had been defiant. ‘You’ll be okay, you have to learn.’ 
I’d just about been in tears. ‘Please gon go gis. I hate people looking 

at me strange.’
But there’d been no budging her. ‘In you go,’ she’d said. My 

mother’s theory was that we, especially me, had to learn the hard way. 
So when I’d still refused she said: ‘You’ll do as you’re told,’ and shoved 
me headlong into the shop. It was packed. I’d stood there, surrounded 
by people, nearly hyperventilating. �at day I’d been the smallest in the 
queue and I just knew everyone was looking at me. Finally, I’d reached 
the front. �e moment I’d been dreading. �e Greek glowered over the 
counter at me. Either he didn’t like people or it was just small boys he 
disliked. He had the biggest nose and the blackest hair— it looked like 
he dipped it in car sump oil. ‘What would you like?’ 

I jumped in the shoes Dad had made for me and tried to ask for a 
pie but his glare was making me even more nervous than usual.
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‘P…pl…pl…pl…ease…c…c…coog…I…have…a…a…p…p…pa.’
‘We don’t sell Pal here.’
‘Nog gog foog,’ I’d said, my tongue in a real twist by then.
‘What?’ he’d shouted. 
‘G…g...geg…f…f…f….f…f…fuck!’ I’d spun around, pushed past 

the line of customers waiting for service. Some of them had chortled 
and snickered and that had made me even more embarrassed and 
furious. I flung myself out of the shop. 

Mum was in the street with her old bag dangling from her wrist 
and a smoke hanging out of her mouth.

‘I hag you, Mum.’
‘You’ll get better at it, Dean.’
‘How?’ I’d shouted just like the Greek had shouted at me.
‘Practice makes perfect. One day it will happen, Dean.’ 
I kicked the old rubbish bin the council had put out on the 

street. Fuck, it hurt, but at least the pain in my foot superseded my 
embarrassment, at least for a little while. 


