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PROLOGUE





ROSIE


Hi, guys! We’re Rose and Rosie and we wrote this book you’re holding! We’re a married couple who share our lives with people on YouTube. Sometimes we like to overshare, but hey, at least you get more than you bargained for – which in reality can be both a blessing and a curse . . .


Over the course of our career online we’ve had several opportunities to write a book, but we were hesitant. We felt rushed. Most importantly, we felt fraudulent, as neither one of us believed we had enough life experience to begin writing about it. We wanted to make sure we had something to say, as no book is interesting if it doesn’t have substance. I mean, what’s more disappointing than a chocolate lava cake without the rich, molten mayhem? Who wants a gaping vacuum of emptiness where a book should be, am I right?


We want to take you on a journey, make you laugh at our failings and cry at our stupidity, all the while offering up a slice of our lives that we haven’t shared online! Not an easy task when we share so much of ourselves already, but despite the unreserved nature of our YouTube videos, there is so much we have never revealed – until now. Through our oversharing, we want to remind people that everybody can experience embarrassment, debilitating self-doubt and rejection in all of its forms,



as well as betrayal and heartbreak, and be stronger for it. In this online generation the increasing pressure to appear perfect is overwhelming. How are we expected to evolve without making mistakes? It’s unrealistic: everybody has flaws, fractures, inner demons and guilty pleasures, and no one and nothing is perfect – except for us and this book.


ROSE


On our YouTube channels we leave little to the imagination. We’re unequivocally candid, honest and outspoken. This has led to our reputation as oversharers. Don’t get us wrong, we’re far from attention seekers, despite Piers Morgan accusing me of being one because my Twitter bio said ‘YouTuber’. Traditional media also seems reluctant to consider that YouTubers might possess intelligence as well as popularity. Imagine that – a new generation of self-sufficient online stars who are not only popular for simply being themselves, but who also project messages of value which could contribute to positive social and political change. But of course, no YouTuber could possibly be in it for the people . . . right? Wrong. We’re in it for the people! Also the money. (Just kidding.)


It’s no secret that Rosie and I are visibly out as members of the LGBT community. We were both previously hesitant to write a book that included our own experiences of being bisexual and gay, firstly because these experiences are so personal, and secondly, because we didn’t want people to assume we were speaking on behalf of the community as a whole simply because we had a sizeable online platform. We’ve since realised that we needn’t have worried. We are speaking on behalf of ourselves, about the issues we’ve faced together and as individuals, and we have written about them in the hopes of giving strength to those who are facing similar difficulties. We also believe that sometimes just being visibly out can normalise same-sex relationships, without LGBT activism becoming the central focus. What you see online is a true reflection of the



relationship we have offline, but needless to say, there is far more to our marriage than the fifteen to twenty minutes we upload each week.


It was never our intention to be quite SO open, it was just the natural trademark of our characters. Give us a camera and we’ll give you honesty with a fractional risk of too much information. Give us a livestream and we’ll give you hot wind and a monkey bite. Give us a laptop and we’ll give you Overshare. So why did we write this book? Well, the same reason that Rosie keeps a diary. To be read, to offload, to confide, and to share. We are finally ready to chronicle the best and worst our lives have had to offer, the lessons that we’ve learned along the way, and the people who have shaped our development – not just to reap the rewards of a book deal and head to Aruba, but to collate stories and experiences that will positively resonate with our YouTube audience as well as people who have a life. (You know I’m only joking, guys.)


In this book we’ve shared things we’ve never revealed online. The highs and the unbelievable lows, not only in relation to our online rise to ‘stardom’ (I use quotation marks to emphasise how uncomfortable that word makes me – not because I’m trying to appear grounded, but because I genuinely fear sounding like a twat!), but also in relation to growing up, our family lives, our struggles with mental health, and the bittersweet feeling that comes with falling in love.


So here it is, all laid bare for you in the pages ahead! We hope you enjoy this book as much as we’ve laughed, cried and cringed writing it!


ROSIE


Now, if you’re not already a fan: firstly, how dare you?! Secondly, we realise Rose and Rosie are very similar names, so to help you tell us apart we’ve written this short fact file to get you up to speed. We’ve also drawn some helpful diagrams to create an extremely detailed image in your mind.






Factfile


[image: common]


ROSE


Dog lover


Perfectionist


Hater of mildew


Obnoxiously well mannered


Can never remember someone’s eye colour


Will always remember someone’s teeth


Loves Mexican food


Hates cyclists


Always hoovering


Hates to fly but loves to travel


Unintentionally sarcastic


Has a multitude of secret identities connected by a fictitious story arc


Life motto: ‘Stan hard or stay home’


Biggest weakness: the paso doble


Loves: Camila Cabello


Hates: wine snobbery


Worst habit: road rage


Biggest fear: dropping someone else’s child and laughing out of panic









Factfile
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ROSIE


Cat lover


Cries at adverts


Addicted to tea


Constantly itchy


Always dropping things


Has read every book ever


Loves everything in miniature


Messy but knows where things are


Obsessed with princess nets


Can pull off any hair colour


Says exactly what she’s thinking then instantly regrets it


Life motto: ‘What would Pocahontas do?’


Loves: the Spice Girls


Hates: antisocial dog walkers


Worst habit: all of them


Biggest fear: the dark


















CHAPTER 1


TEENAGE YEARS





‘When you know yourself, it’s only yourself you have to answer to . . . for . . . to . . .’


ROSE


We decided to begin Chapter 1 with our teenage years, since it makes sense to start a story at the beginning rather than at the end. We’ve all watched films that tease us with scenes out of sequence, leaving us to put together the narrative flow, and who can be bothered with that? Certainly not me, who objects to queueing for ANYTHING, and certainly not Rosie, who’s confused about the purpose of the moon. So let’s dive straight in! Throughout this book we’ll take it in turns to tell our stories. You’ll know who’s writing from the distinct difference in quality, but for more clarity, it’ll say our name just above the section. It’s going to be a bumpy ride, so strap yourselves in, put on your 3D glasses, and enjoy the road ahead! (Just so everyone’s clear, there’s no need for the glasses. They’re just an optional extra.)


My teenage years were by far the most pivotal and painful years of my life. But once I’d got to grips with the responsibilities that came with my spider bite, even tougher times raised their ugly heads. School was a mixed bag of emotions. Like a packet of misshapen liquorice allsorts with body-confidence issues. I say liquorice allsorts



because they’re the most undesirable of confectionary, and this bag of emotions possessed particularly undesirable contents. I have an extremely anxious disposition, and being so highly strung as an adult is how I was awarded the nickname ‘High Alert’. For as long as I can remember, sudden cold-sweated panic has been an intrinsic part of my life. But, perhaps ironically, the process of realising and accepting I was gay caused me little concern. It felt so familiar and normal to me growing up that I valued it as one of the best parts of myself. I had so much love to give and I couldn’t understand how that could ever be perceived as disgusting or amoral.


Being a teenager was an uncertain and greasy stage of my development. These are the crucial years of self-discovery, and I discovered two very important things about myself. One, I was strongly attracted to women. And two, wearing your sister’s hand-me-down leather jacket on non-uniform day doesn’t automatically make you better than Miss Dork, the music teacher with aggressively protruding front teeth (who deserves respect despite her cartoon aesthetic). As a thirteen-year-old I thought there wasn’t anything more amusing than Miss Dork’s dorky appearance – until I was struck by the hilarity of my own name. I was Miss Dix with no interest in men. LOL.


Growing up, I could switch from extremely confident to painfully self-conscious in seconds. School was uncomfortable. I didn’t help myself by starting Year 7 with the most unforgivable haircut in the history of evolution: the hybrid of moose and Deirdre Barlow was perplexing and antagonistic for people. The world wasn’t ready for gender boundaries to be pushed quite that far, and it didn’t set me up well for seamless social integration. My design technology teacher mistook me for a boy, which led to a cacophony of giggles that were so in sync they harmonised into a choral shattering of my soul. It was worse than the time I publicly dumped Tom Bennett and then some brute threw a sandwich at him just to make sure he was really down. He cried. Cheese can be weighty. Especially in middle-class sandwiches, when a mature cheddar can be as thick



as half an inch. The school playing fields can be tough, so yummy mummies often pack their children’s lunch boxes with food that can also double up as a weapon. Never underestimate the tripping power of a chilled linguine or the ricochet of a dried apricot. I’ve learned many lessons of how to survive in a nineties and noughties secondary school, some of which are still applicable today. Let me elaborate . . .




Tips to Survive High School


[image: square] Never admit to having sandwiches made from a 50/50 loaf. It’s weak and weakness leads to isolation. Isolation leads to Boyz II Men and Boyz II Men leads to nowhere good.


[image: square] If you’re going to be a part of the scooter or diabolo crazes, you need to choose where your loyalties lie. In the early 2000s you couldn’t have more than one interest at a time – that would make you far too complex to understand, and multifaceted people weren’t to be trusted.


[image: square] If you want to go home and need to fake an illness, always go with ‘I’m hearing voices.’ Zero visible symptoms and a 100 per cent success rate.


[image: square] If you’re going to trade lunch box goods, know your margins. Never trade for ‘baked’ crisps or peaches. That’s an unfulfilling excuse for a carb, and fruit with fur is suspicious. Choose household names and nothing



too exotic. If someone offers you diced pineapple cubes presented in a freezer bag, tell them to get the fuck out your face.


[image: square] Modify your uniform enough to be cool, but be clever enough not to break the rules. If you untuck your shirt all the way, you’ve lost this challenge and now you’re the sewer rats of Livingstone house, the lowest and most challenged of creatures.


[image: square] Perfect the art of the ‘messy bun’ (a concept I could never execute – my personality traits hugely conflicted with the skills needed to accomplish this look).


[image: square] Social circles: be friendly to all but commit to none. Never be someone’s number two. Rosie hates it.


[image: square] Avoid extra-curricular chess.


[image: square] If you have excess saliva try to contain it. Never have I forgotten the names of people I’ve met with this issue.


[image: square] If you’re in love with your best friend you’re fucked: don’t do it.





As I entered secondary school I was placed in Cheshire house, which was notoriously shit but no shitter than Shaftesbury. Shaftesbury was Hufflepuff, Cheshire was Ravenclaw. My brother and sister were both in Ashley house, known for its bloodthirsty inter-house athletics, esteemed social circles, and Jenny Cooke, daughter of French teacher Mrs Cooke (who struck a striking resemblance to Katrina and the Waves). The reason I chose to be



placed in Ravenclaw followed a story that involves my high-school taster day, carrot sticks and public vomiting. I simply couldn’t have recovered and needed a fresh start.


My sister’s immaculate reputation amongst the teachers at Bishops made life very easy for me when I joined the school. Laura was an exemplary student. Her ambitions and ability to apply herself later landed her at Cambridge University – the biggest success story of our family until I absolutely smashed her accomplishments with my fame. John was more of a slow burner but was able, with a little guidance from my mother. ‘Guidance’ being the generous way of describing it . . . Mum spoon-fed John so vigorously throughout his GCSEs that I think he swallowed the spoon. One of my memories growing up as a young teenager involves disgruntled murmurs from the dining room, where Mum had backed him into a corner, both figuratively and literally, during a particularly hostile interrogation on electromagnetic force. In fact, most of my early memories revolve around John’s GCSE revision – but let me continue with Laura. Her angelic clean slate gave me the ultimate head start, and I was soon known as Laura Dix’s little sister, heir to the Snoot throne. It was my ticket in, so to speak – I needn’t have bothered trying to prove myself to members of staff as Laura’s reputation was my free pass to Special Treatment Town.


Laura and I were inseparable growing up. If she’d had enough playing Lego Paradisa, I’d had enough. If she wanted to come in from outside, I wanted to come in from outside. If she questioned why John’s Lego men had American accents, I questioned why John’s Lego men had American accents. Poor John, he needed a brother . . . and a gentle reminder of the country we were born in.


From a young age Laura was always concerned for our welfare. I was too young to recall her reaction when we lost John on the beach at St Ives, but I can imagine her meltdown when he was found. Laura liked to look after us both, and growing up she became my telephone voice inspiration. Never have I met someone with the ability to construct and deliver such perfectly executed sentences in the most regal intonation.



Her delivery shook me to my very core. I have learned many a lesson from Laura’s example. The first: work hard because it always pays off. And the second: don’t flirt with Spiros the Spanish holiday rep if you’re not prepared for his unanticipated arrival in England. I had a lot of time for Laura – but not while she was bedridden for weeks with glandular fever. Her cries of discomfort bothered me some. But I found that by closing her door her wails were silenced and the problem went away. That was merely payback for the time she adopted the personality of an abandoned cat called Maw-Maw and duped me into giving her the last of my Opal Fruits. Little did I know, Maw-Maw wasn’t to be sympathised with, never have I met such a calculating, emotionally manipulative feline.


Laura played a huge part in my development as a teenager. Mum never had to push her to revise or bribe her with pick ’n’ mix. After a particularly grafting weekend writing an essay on the Abyssinia Crisis, our first family computer crashed and Laura lost forty-eight hours of work. I’d never seen someone take their frustrations with technology out on their own head. She had nothing else to hit, and this time her screams couldn’t be silenced by closing the door. We left her to grieve but made sure frozen peas were available for the trauma. I was in awe of her commitment to academia. Like me, Laura is a perfectionist, an over-analyser, and a spiritualist. John, however, was an over-eater, a Power Rangers enthusiast, and was blissfully unaware of the impact of his constantly being the centre of negative attention. Am I resentful? Absolutely. Do I fashion it into comedy to mask the pain? Sure do! This is partly why I took such delight in winding him up, which could often lead to quite violent ends. The art of running to the bathroom and locking the door to avoid being swept into his tornado of teenage aggression was something I mastered. When he and Mum argued, it was best to migrate or leave the hemisphere. John’s I WANT mentality was what frustrated me the most, but the sulks that formed in the aftermath of a rejected request were the comedic silver lining to a draining situation.




I do feel sorry for John. Perhaps Laura and I inadvertently excluded him growing up. I remember on one of our annual Caravan Club holidays, I decided to use my bicycle to create my own taxi service. I called it ‘Rose’s Roads’. I’d let Laura jump on the back of my bike and around the campsite we’d go! I was inspired by ‘Laura Lines’, where I’d jump into the inflatable dinghy at Babbacombe Beach and Laura would paddle me down the shore. John wanted his own travel service, so he decided to patent ‘John’s Jumbo Jets’. Unfortunately, he soon realised he couldn’t provide anyone with what the service claimed to offer as he had none of the resources available. It was a short-lived luxury service, and one that needed slightly more funding.


Everyone remembers their first celebrity crush. Mine was Leonardo DiCaprio in Titanic. I kissed the poster I had on my wall so many times the paper went crusty. My second was Jennifer Aniston as Rachel from Friends. It seemed I was attracted to everyone – boys, girls, it didn’t matter. It was something I didn’t even question, let alone worry about. Throughout primary and secondary school I developed crushes on both girls and boys, but I do remember how different my feelings felt towards each sex. I’m going to do my best to describe it. When it came to boys, I liked the way I felt safe and protected – which is absolutely ridiculous and goes against everything I believe in as an adult! It didn’t really go beyond that. Boy attraction was more of a single-layered fondness rather than an exhilarating, all-absorbing existential crisis of a girl-on-girl love affair. For me, attraction to men was blancmange: the thought of it was neither pleasing nor displeasing – it was perfectly average – but it was no mango-and-cardamom syllabub. It lacked layers, the sweet, the sour, the mint garnish and the posh porcelain. Girls had attitude, they had flavour. They had a depth that I couldn’t reach with men. I’m not saying men aren’t deep, I’m saying I couldn’t be bothered to abseil.


But love is a serious topic. Some say it makes the world go round. (Scientists might argue that it has no bearing on the earth’s



twenty-four-hour spin cycle, but my cynicism of scientific fact has skyrocketed since I read that they have created a functioning guitar the size of a human blood cell. A necessary use of time and resources, sure, but I’ll only believe it when they’ve found someone small enough to win Best Breakthrough Artist.) It’s my opinion that love certainly makes the ride worthwhile, and if I were to write a harrowing Tumblr-style definition of it, it would read as follows:


‘Love is like type 2 diabetes: you could lose a part of yourself.’


ROSE ELLEN DIX


Mildly offensive, yes, but truer words have never been spoken. Arguable, but even so, you’ll find that love has many similarities to diabetes. Frequent urination, slow to heal, and, like type 2, love can blind you. I’m a strong believer that love is love regardless of your gender or sexuality. In the words of the late Meg Ryan, ‘Love is the bridge between all our differences.’ I’m aware Meg Ryan is yet to pass but the evolution of her face leads me to believe she’s at least tardy and I have no evidence of her saying this quote. But despite that succession of disjointed thoughts, the message remains the same: love cannot be hateful, it doesn’t discriminate, it looks beyond mere externals, and it’s the one commonality that binds our differences. Let’s transcend into my own fantastically tragic experiences, shall we? Now, I’m gay. I’m also Gemini, a Slytherin, a Monica Lewinsky stunt double, a parkour specialist, a former mall Santa, and a mistruster of horses. In my opinion, my preference for women has no bearing on how my experience of love can be related to, regardless of it being a steamy same-sex shenanigan. However, there are naturally aspects of it that will resonate most strongly with the LGBT community.


I first fell in love at eighteen years old. It turns out my feelings for Pugwall as a child were mere infatuation and fashion resentment.



When I was four the love I felt for Tim, a fleeting holiday fixation, was also temporary. I was tantalised by his nineties centre parting and refusal to ride a bike with mudguards, that sexy courageous bastard. At five the love I felt for Ben was shaken by a passionate disagreement about our future. It was break time, and Mrs Calderbank was busy preparing for an afternoon of painting paper plates for no educational purpose. Meanwhile Ben thought recess was the perfect opportunity to tell me he was leaving me for a life in the forces. I didn’t want him to risk his life for our queen and country, and I made that quite clear. I’ve always been a girl who speaks her mind, but my objection to his career ambition led to a cruel white paint/PVA glue stunt, which ruined my paintbrush and eradicated my ability to trust. He knew exactly how to hurt me . . . Fortunately the next day we were over it and were back in our kissing box, a cardboard box with no windows and no interruptions. But a graphic game of Doctor led to an uncomfortable conversation with our parents and I haven’t heard from him in sixteen years. Then there was William. He cut me deeply. Don’t be mistaken, this wasn’t the result of an emotional estrangement, merely an almighty gash through my thumb during a merciless game of scissor swords. The blood that gushed from my hand was enough to make Mrs Calderbank drop her stick insects in hysteria. She reacted practically by shouting in delirium until the blood was too frightened to continue to flow. William and I had our differences. Our relationship could never have blossomed into anything romantic after the night I told him to get out of my life when a play fight ended violently. William lost his hair and I lost my self-respect.


Stephen was wonderful. Charming, theatrical, hilariously quick-witted, and flamboyantly gay. I didn’t realise that at the time, just like I hadn’t realised it about myself, and perhaps that’s why Stephen was my longest primary-school relationship. We were committed to each other for two years. We made it official when we got married by the poplar tree, and then renewed our vows a year later after a rocky patch involving a third party (I’m not ready



to talk about Isaac or his reptiles). Stephen taught me what it really meant to care about another person, by allowing me to drive his electric child-sized car. Around the middle-class estate we zoomed at a reckless 5mph, with the wind in our hair and not a care in the world. His passion for Westside Story and a perfumed collar were some of the things I admired most about him. But none of these early relationships were love.


I had several crushes throughout secondary school but they were more difficult to disguise because they were predominantly focused on women. Boys didn’t interest me much – apart from Ben, who had grown into a stunning young entrepreneur. During Year 7 form room he would sell sweets he’d bought at the local shop to other students. But his inflated margins were totally unreasonable and far beyond the recommended retail price. His dubious and somewhat fraudulent trade practices discouraged me from our primary-school dreams of marriage. I couldn’t rely on such a loose cannon with criminal leanings, and even at eleven years old I understood that no woman should have to be provided for with immorally acquired money. No woman should have to be provided for full stop, but I was too young to grasp feminism (or at least pretend to understand it like I do now to stay relevant and appear cultured and hip).


In the first year of secondary school it was uncool for boys to acknowledge girls, but we soon had the upper hand when diablos were banned at lunch break. Suddenly we became extremely valuable commodities. For a boy, having a girlfriend or two showed dominance, removing the need to urinate on prize cafeteria or playground territory. But while other girls aspired to it, I didn’t want to be someone’s trophy wife, and I was secretly upset that diablos had become contraband. Like the boys, I thought balancing an object on a string was a breakthrough in recreational entertainment, and I much preferred that than being the object of their affections. But before long, girls became far more interesting to me too. I don’t know if it was the air of mystery or the cheap Impulse I could smell, but I liked it.




Love was never something I allocated much thought to until I saw how difficult it was for Buffy Summers. She was in love with a vampire, which was inconvenient at best, but she stayed true to herself in the face of adversity, and killed him when he became bothersome and a threat to world order. Fortunately, death was only a semi-permanent hurdle, and once Angel was back from Hell they continued to make it work. I learned many things from that television show; that murder wasn’t the only way to resolve an issue, and that interspecies relationships were often frowned upon. All of which were valuable lessons, but Buffy’s attraction to the forever-young homicidal undead proves that love occurs in the unlikeliest of places, and a sword through the heart and 100 years of hellfire doesn’t necessarily thwart it. Love is not something you can control, and without conscious thought you can become its house elf, aka ugly little bitch. For me, the feelings I had for girls were far more intense than any I had experienced before. More intense than my hatred for any Matt Damon franchise or for people who pronounce assumed ‘ashoomed’.


Boys were like a flavourless casserole, while girls were the red wine jus to the commonplace gravy granule, the Lumière to a non-French-speaking candle and the Fritz Bernaise to a low-end fictional fashion designer. They had a quality that was so intriguing to me that at first I thought it was jealousy I was feeling, or simply the compounds of friendship, but when I bought the same washing powder as one of my female fancies so that I could bask in her fragrance (which reminded me of meadows, a harpsichord and the emotional comfort of springtime) – I realised that was a little gay. A lot gay. Billie Jean King grand-slamming gay.


With women everything was both more exciting and more gentle. I didn’t feel intimidated by boys, I felt bored by them. Believe it or not, growing up I had few internal struggles with being gay. It didn’t really make much difference to me, and naively, I never thought it would affect any of my job ambitions, because why would it? If you’re an actress, being straight doesn’t mean you can’t



play gay, so why on earth would it be any different the other way around?


Having said I didn’t have much internal struggle, at fifteen years old – as I was beginning to develop my painfully analytical mind – my conscience kicked in, and I started feeling horribly guilty for having romantic feelings for my friends. I started to think that I was behaving badly by keeping it a secret, that I was luring them into a false sense of security, and that my silence only proved that I had reason to feel ashamed. If they found out, I feared they would treat me differently (which I can guarantee would have been the case). My confidence was shaken. Not because I was unsure of myself, but quite the opposite. I was sure I was heading down the rainbow road to Homosexual City, population unknown, and either I had to accept that or fight it. This period of questioning my moral code lasted for four months. During that time I wanted to feel better about myself in a way I could control, and I developed an eating disorder which had a dramatic effect on my body. Every day I would survive on one bacon sandwich for breakfast and a small evening meal. I had nothing to eat at school, which soon caused alarm to Head of House, Mrs Moody (who was ironically the kindest lady you’ll ever meet).


I weighed 7 stone, had no energy, no colour in my skin, and no time for people telling me I looked unwell. Were they mad?! I LOOKED GREAT. My ribs made music like steel drums and I was invisible when I turned sideways. The only downside was the beard I grew as my body hair tried to protect my dwindling extremities, but beard or no beard, I felt oddly confident every time someone pointed out how much weight I’d lost. During this fragile time I tried to convince myself that my attraction to men was stronger than anything I felt for women. I even made a pros list in their favour . . . it wasn’t extensive:


Men: Pros


Can’t spell ‘women’ without ‘men’




Fortunately, I soon returned to a healthy weight once I was more confident in my own skin. (It was also a result of my mother bribing me to revise for my GCSEs. I couldn’t help but be seduced by tempting E numbers and conspiring carbohydrates to get me through the workload, and I needed the glucose to secure my grades.) After a year of struggling as a stick insect, I somehow managed to prevent my behaviour from spiralling into anything more serious. But little did I know how my compulsive disposition and obsessional need for control would later manifest as something else . . .


My crush on Nicole Kidman as Satine in Moulin Rouge was causing me great concern. Firstly, because she had tuberculosis. Secondly, because she was a woman. I was obsessed with this film and wanted to believe it was down to my passion for musical theatre, but then I realised that that was probably pretty gay in itself, so I decided to give in, stop fighting the fight, and ‘Come What May’. One thing I will say against the film is that Nicole lied when she sang ‘Diamonds Are a Girl’s Best Friend’: in hindsight, a better friend would have been a cure for the illness that killed her. Nonetheless, I learned many valuable lessons from this musical extravaganza. I learned that love shouldn’t ever be quelled. That love is powerful and good, no matter who it’s between. That everyone deserves it, and that it cannot possibly be measured or deemed anything other than equal. I took that last revelation and ran with it. Well, I didn’t run with it because of my low blood sugar and borderline anorexia, but figuratively, I ran with it.


I vividly remember the day I walked into school feeling comfortable in my own skin and at peace with being different – although a little anxious that other people would be able to tell or would notice a change in me. No one did, probably because they were too focused on sensible Pokémon trades and canteen politics. It felt so freeing to allow myself to be happy. For me, coming out felt entirely unnecessary at that point in my life. I saw no immediate benefit of the emotional strain that would surely ensue. I also wasn’t ready to share this secret with anyone other than myself, and I began to



think of it more as a privilege to be earned rather than a confession I had to spit out. My decision not to go public wasn’t because I felt ashamed; it was because I wanted to enjoy being the only one who knew. A big part of self-discovery is getting to know the real you. So I wanted to take the time to get to know myself before I went and put a label on it.


Having said that, it was becoming more difficult to hide, especially from the ones who loved me the most. I knew Laura knew. And I think she knew I knew she knew. But it wasn’t until I was sixteen that I thought the time was right to tell her. Looking back, I wish I’d done it more dramatically, in the form of puppeteering, or a Broadway number, or with the help of a flash mob, but those weren’t viable options, and the circumstances were slightly more complex than simply wishing to get it off my chest. Sixteen was also the age I realised I suffered from obsessive compulsive disorder, later to be confirmed by a series of professionals. Telling Laura I was gay seemed far easier than trying to explain my intrusive thoughts and the way my brain was tragically malfunctioning. I felt I had to tell Laura, so she could help me figure out whether being gay was in any way linked to the hell I was going through. Two analytical minds were surely better than one! Her reaction was what I had always predicted. She knew and was totally supportive of it. Just as supportive as she’d been of my decision to throw her first ever boyfriend a paper aeroplane with a black spot drawn on it. We both knew he wasn’t the one, and he needed a pirate’s warning so he’d get the message.


Coming out to my mother wasn’t quite as easy. Being gay in theory was much more acceptable to her than being gay in practice. To the delight of my father, a lot of my mum’s former colleagues at the BBC were gay, and she’d often say, ‘I don’t hate gays, Rose – [blank] was gay.’ Well, unfortunately [blank] wasn’t around to back my corner. My mum wasn’t alone in her discomfort with having a gay daughter. I remember a close friend once telling me that it was fine for me to stay over at her house: her mum didn’t mind



that I was gay, just as long as she wasn’t. Believe it or not, that was said to comfort me! I think a lot of people want to appear as though they’re exceptionally open-minded and liberal, but as soon as there’s a hint of a feather boa in their immediate family, their attitudes change.


Mum didn’t find it easy. It wasn’t so much a discomfort with my attraction to women as it was concern about the way I might be treated by others. You have to consider that parents have a preconceived idea of how your life will turn out, and anything that meanders from that is unknown, and that can be scary. I don’t resent her for it – everyone is entitled to react honestly. Remember that you’ve had your entire life to get to a place of comfort and pride, and to expect that in a second from your parents could be asking too much. A hesitant or even negative reaction doesn’t mean they don’t love you unconditionally; just allow them the time you gave yourself during all those years of hardship and struggles. So my advice to anyone who doesn’t receive the positive reaction they wanted is to give it time. I never thought my mum would ever be comfortable enough to plan my wedding, invite Rosie and me on holidays abroad, or discuss baby daddy sperm donors! Never underestimate someone’s ability to alter their views when it comes to love.


My first experience of love left me with a bitter taste in my mouth. But I soon realised it wasn’t love itself that caused me pain (that part made every day as exciting as a Camila Cabello album release), it was the fact that I was led on – or, rather, that I entirely misjudged the situation, to my own spectacular failing.


I’m sure many of you will relate to seeing signs of requited love when actually they don’t exist at all. Love makes you crazy like that. You over-analyse every interaction and rose-tint it into an extract from a power-ballad music video. You spend every second ruminating over what you said, how they reacted, momentary physical contact, lingering stares, and their mysterious emotional damage that you find so hot. Just me? God, I love a broken woman. I think it’s a lesbian thing – because we love our drama – but there’s nothing I



find more attractive than a tortured babe with emotional baggage. Throw in some Cuban/Mexican heritage and you’re golden. Oh, you need fixing? ME, I CAN DO THAT. I’M THE ONLY ONE FOR THE JOB. NO ONE UNDERSTANDS YOU LIKE I DO. Why do I find girls in tragic disrepair so attractive? It’s actually a bit messed up. All I want to do is be the person who sorts out their shit and straightens out their life, just as long as it isn’t really arduous and time-consuming.


ROSIE


I can re-break myself, just so you know . . .


ROSE


Let’s talk about Bliv. I’m calling her Bliv because her real name is Liv and that small amendment means she can remain anonymous.


I met Bliv when I was eighteen when we were studying at art college together. Bliv’s knack for making every day a jovial and vivacious affair was exactly what I needed. She was fashionable, hilarious and independent. I was only one of those things. We really hit it off and became very close very fast. I pulled a classic move and told Bliv I was bisexual, to appear less predatory. I like to think of it as 50 per cent true, so before you judge me for contributing to bi-erasure, perhaps I should actually be admired for my perfectly even ratio of truth to lie. A lot of gay people use the same ‘partial admission’ as a way of alleviating the shock of coming out. This ‘stepping stone’ technique angers real bisexuals because it appears to invalidate their true identity, and although this might seem amusing to some, it’s not to me. You’ll never catch me trolling my wife or her transient sexual proclivity.


I’m not saying Bliv would have been perturbed by my gayness, but I didn’t want her to assume that our friendship meant more to me than it did to her. I thought identifying as bisexual would make me



seem provocative, dangerous and en vogue – like Katniss Everdeen but without the brutal killing and heterosexual love interest.


Either way, Bliv was unfazed, and so began months of painful analytical reasoning in favour of reciprocated feelings where there was certainly only evidence of probable cause. In this case the crime committed was disturbing the peace – of my HEART. Also indecent exposure, because I saw more than I should have.


Like me, I’m sure many of you have misjudged a situation from time to time. Like assuming the Gilmore Girls were dating and not related, or thinking that Pretty Little Liars would get better with time. During a maths test I once read each question as the multiplication of a decimal number, not realising that the question number came before a full stop, neither of which were part of the actual question.


1. 4 x 3 =


‘OMG, HOW DO I CALCULATE THIS?’


2. 7 x 8 =


‘WHAT IS TWO POINT SEVEN TIMES EIGHT? OH GOD!’


3. 9 x 6 =


‘I ONLY REVISED BASIC MULTIPLICATION! WTF, I’M NOT MATT DAMON!’


Sometimes it’s easy to see things that aren’t really there. I think for many of us there’s a morbid fascination in falling for people we know aren’t right for us or who aren’t even remotely attainable. I’m an absolute sucker for wanting something I can’t have, which is why my relationship with dairy is such a torment (dairy, you irresistible bitch). The more I starve my dog of attention the more she wants to French kiss my mouth. The more someone ignores me the more I want to appear unclothed in their pantry. It’s a bizarre cognitive conundrum which causes us the kind of pain we want more of, a similar pain to a wobbly tooth; it’s moreish and bittersweet. Like a lemon cheesecake with an ambiguous best-before date, and with potentially catastrophic consequences. We want to get hurt



because feeling pain, whether it’s physical or emotional, confirms that we’re living, so perhaps as a species we are seeking certification of our existence. How can we appreciate the highs without suffering the lows?


I was watching a wildlife programme last night, because I like to renarrate natural-history documentaries with relevant social commentary. As I was voicing ‘Brian’ the disorderly flamingo with a history of violence, I asked Rosie why things have to die in order for other creatures to live. Rosie responded with, ‘Don’t know. Refill my bottle for me, I need to drink more water in general.’ That got me thinking. The world is a cruel place. Nature, the food chain and survival of the fittest are actually incredibly brutal. I said to Rosie, ‘Here’s your water, but do you think without suffering we would still be able to recognise happiness?’ And she said, ‘No. Are you going to finish that ice cream?’


That also got me thinking: are we capable of falling completely and defencelessly in love without ever having had our hearts thoroughly stamped on? Or, on the flip side, does having our hearts broken impede our ability to emphatically love someone, because we’re always on the defensive? More importantly, are these questions anyone cares about or should I just tell an unrelated joke at Italy’s expense? The latter? Cool. What’s a specimen? An Italian astronaut. There’s just never an opportunity to tell that joke because specimen isn’t a common topic of conversation and I have no Italian friends. Although this is probably why.


I was in love with Bliv for about a year without her knowing, and I was fairly positive she had similar feelings to me. Not love, but perhaps a diluted fondness, like weak Ribena. I could tell by the way we’d snuggle and talk about our feelings. When she broke up with her indie beansprout boyfriend I was certain something would happen. Of course I never had the confidence to tell her the truth about how I felt: I’ve never been confident or assertive when it comes to women. I’d never want to appear predacious or assuming. I don’t even know how to flirt. If I’d not made the biggest



blunder in text message history, she’d never have known the truth. She reacted exceptionally well when I sent her the wrong message, which stated how hard it was seeing her flirt with Toby Pony (a boy named Toby who strongly resembled a pony). The cat was out of the bag.


So, to summarise: teen years were difficult, emotionally gruelling, and nothing ever happened with Bliv. I deleted her off Facebook and regretted it. But as the saying goes, ‘We always hurt the ones we love.’ Just look at Patrick Swayze in Ghost. He had no regard for Demi’s pot. He purposefully ruined it from the safety of the afterlife in a quest to quash the only hobby she’d had since his tragic passing. Cruel. And look at Kate Winslet. There was plenty of room on that piece of wood and everyone knows it. She could have taken a coffee flask and some crustless cucumber sandwiches and there still would have been room. Not only do I feel for Jack in this situation, but also for the husband Rose went on to marry, who didn’t appear in her idyllic portrayal of the afterlife. I can only assume he was in steerage and not allowed to celebrate the quelling of his mortal coils by the clock.


I hadn’t intended this chapter to be all about my experiences, until I realised how interesting I am. That would be true if ‘interesting’ and ‘nothing special’ meant the same thing. Regardless of that debate, only the most esteemed authors reflect on their experiences to substantiate and expand their discussion. Is that true? It sounds plausible, but what do I know? I’m a YouTuber, not an academic, despite my first-class honours degree, extensive vocabulary, Secret Service potential and unmistakable modesty. What I like most about writing a book is that you can present anything as fact, because someone’s trusted you enough as a writer to bind your words together and make them available to purchase, which automatically inflates their prestige and validates their content. For example, if I were to tell you that Chloë Grace Moretz stole my sitar, or that Chelsea Handler told me I pronounced ‘taco’ weirdly, you’d believe



it – and you should because one of those is true.


My teenage years were certainly the most difficult ones I’ve had to endure, but strangely they’re ones I look back on with fondness. There’s nothing like cracking a smile at your own bumpy evolution while toasting your accomplishments with friends like Hindsight (a nice guy, but only tends to show up after you need him).


ROSIE




I’m writing this chapter while on a flight to Los Angeles, because there’s nothing like lack of sleep, brooding music and hours and hours to contemplate your life choices to get you in the mood. Am I paranoid that the people sitting behind me are reading this over my shoulder? Yes I am.


I knew that I was bisexual when I was ten. I can remember having a mad crush on not one but TWO girls in primary school, who happened to be best friends. Then when I went to high school I met a girl outside the mobile history block who told me she was a lesbian and we struck up a friendship. I was lucky to meet somebody who was so young and yet so sure of her sexuality, and so vocal about it. Growing up with a very liberal mum, I didn’t actually realise what homophobia was, and the extent to which it could affect people. Although I do remember noting that nobody else claimed to be gay – I didn’t know any gay adults – and, at the time, the word ‘gay’ itself was used as an insult by everybody, including me.


Because I didn’t have any awareness of how being bisexual, or gay, or LGBT could affect my life, I was fairly confident with it, and would often say how fit women were, or when a girl at school looked good I would be first to comment. I didn’t ever hide because I didn’t feel like I had to – or even realise that there might be a reason to do so.


I can remember telling a fellow waitress I worked with that I was bi and her telling me that she already knew, and that was



the reaction I got from everyone. The worst reactions I ever had were people being dismissive, which is what my mum was guilty of when I tentatively told her that I thought I could be bisexual at about fourteen. I never worried that she would react badly, but I felt awkward bringing it up because it’s just generally awkward discussing sexual things with a parent! She brushed it off, perhaps because she felt equally awkward, and said something about me being ‘too young to know what I was yet’. I can remember thinking, ‘Actually, I’m very confident that I know what I am,’ and we didn’t discuss it again until much later.


When another girl in my class came out as bi I remember feeling like I had an ally, but then hearing other people scoff that she was ‘only doing it for attention’ made me wonder if that was what my classmates thought about me too.


When I was fifteen I went to an under-sixteens night at a club called the Void. My friends and I had a competition about who could kiss the most people, and I won with a landslide record of thirteen: twelve boys and one girl called Dani, who I became OBSESSED with. It turned out Dani was super rich and had a massive house with horses, and I considered her to be a princess and would sit and stare at her MySpace all day.


But then I started spending more and more time hanging out with the girl I had met outside the history block, and would often go to her house and watch Desperate Housewives. I felt we were getting closer. I wanted to go out with her, but I was nervous. Even though I felt confident in my own sexuality, I had never really put it into practice. I didn’t know what to do with a girl, and there was nowhere I could really learn (although I had watched Tipping the Velvet, so I was at somewhat of an advantage despite my lack of Victorian apparatus). She asked me out, and I said yes! I felt really happy about it. But walking home from school that day, I told a friend who was extremely religious. She told me that I shouldn’t do it, that it wasn’t right and would go horribly wrong. She told



me to end it. I walked away feeling dirty and embarrassed, and the next day I met up with my new girlfriend before school. She said, ‘You’re going to end it, aren’t you?’ I just nodded. Looking back, I wish I’d been stronger, but with my own nervousness muddled with the guilt and shame my friend had made me feel, I just couldn’t do it. However, despite not having an ‘official’ relationship, we spent our school years flirting outrageously and low-key experimenting with one another. It was officially unofficial.


In school I had a reputation. Malvern is a small town where everyone knows everyone. But people in the years below me knew my name even when I didn’t know theirs. (Apart from Richard Richardson, who just happened to be the son of Richard Richardson. So Richard Richardson’s SON. Everybody knew his name.) I was definitely talked about. I was extremely self-assured, headstrong and didn’t give a shit about what other people thought. I literally didn’t even contemplate other people’s opinions of me, it never even crossed my mind to do so. I was far too busy chasing boys to worry about that. I can remember my German teacher announcing in front of the class that he had caught me kissing not one, not two, but THREE different boys in the space of a school week. I was so proud, despite not receiving any form of certificate.


Maybe it was growing up with two older brothers, but I felt totally in control and unfazed when it came to boys. In fact, I felt that I could wrap them around my little finger. This sexual confidence didn’t go unnoticed by my peers, and unfortunately I was often slut-shamed. What’s crazy is that I was actually put into the category of ‘slut’ before I’d even lost my virginity. Throughout my entire school life I only slept with one guy: my boyfriend Barney, who I had a relationship with on and off for about four years. Not that I need to justify myself in any way. Whether I’d been sexually intimate with zero guys or a thousand, people had no right to try and shame me to lower my self-confidence. Ironically, on the final day of school, almost every guy who’d ever teased me tried



to hook up with me in a shameless last-ditch attempt. Sorry, boys, you don’t deserve me.


I was happy in myself at school, despite the fact that my home life was far from perfect. I felt that I looked good, but back then there certainly wasn’t the same pressure on young people to look perfect as there is today. There was no Instagram, or Snapchat. No Kardashians. I never weighed myself or even considered my own weight and what that could mean. I’m not saying that there wasn’t ANY pressure, I’m just saying that it was definitely a different time. I would just walk into school and rock it. I rolled my skirt up as high as I physically could. In sixth form I would often wear a see-through skirt to school. During the winter it was fine because I wore black tights underneath, but then one summer’s day I wore it with no tights and got sent home – but I still wore it again the next day. Perhaps it was all those years of listening to the Spice Girls talk about girl power, but I just didn’t give a shit.


I skipped the queue in the canteen, I always fought back even if I was wrong, and if someone pissed me off I would cut them out. Burning bridges was actually my speciality: I didn’t even pause to see if I missed someone, I just kept going. I had a line and few people dared cross it.


My mum and dad had my two elder brothers, Tom and William, then me, and divorced when I was three. My dad would come and visit us at weekends, but that started to happen less and less. He lived and worked in Milton Keynes and we lived in Malvern. To a child, that’s very, very far away. He ended up remarrying a woman who already had three children, and they all took his last name. He stopped sending us birthday cards, Christmas cards, and he left a massive Dad-shaped hole in my heart. One Christmas I rang him and his wife answered and told me he couldn’t come to the phone because he was playing with his new family.


I was broken and conflicted and too young to really understand that sometimes things just don’t work out. I grew up an absolute



romantic, always on the lookout for real, true love but fearful of commitment. My dad’s leaving turned me into the person I am today: a Hufflepuff with abandonment issues. I would start relationships then push people away, and after a while, away they went.


As I got older, I learned everything I needed to know about love through Aerosmith lyrics. Love was explosive, passionate and often dark. I lapped it up. I loved the drama.


My mum later remarried and soon along came my little brother Joe, followed by my younger sister Isobel. Growing up with two older brothers, I had longed for a sister to talk to and swap clothes with. My brothers used to run off and play Army, leaving me to play with my Barbie dolls on my own. They also used to bully me: a notable incident was when I opened up my Barbie suitcase to find a gigantic dog poo inside it. My mum made them clean it out but the smell never really went away. Neither did the trauma of being tied to a tree and left there all day. Mum only started to wonder where I was when it got dark, but at least it gave me time to grieve my poo-stained Cinderella Barbie.


Being a single mum with three kids was hard and money was tight. We lived in rented accommodation and I remember always being late for school, as our car never seemed to work. But we did have a massive garden and we were always outside. My brothers asked if they could dig a swimming pool, and to everyone’s astonishment Mum said yes! So we had a huge hole in our garden for ever after that. Sometimes it would fill with rainwater and the boys would pretend it was a war bunker. I got nothing out of it, but it represented the hole of my despair. On reflection, maybe I should have fallen down it . . . I might have found more friends down there.


When my grandma was diagnosed with breast cancer she asked my mum if we would move in and look after her, and that’s what we did. I was extremely close to my grandma and I adored



everything about her grandma style. I loved that she went to bed early, drank Horlicks and watched soaps. I loved how she always believed in me and my dream to become an actress. She paid for me to go to Stagecoach and always encouraged me to perform. Before she died, she took us all to Florida to go to Disney World, which was a million miles from our usual holiday camping in muddy Cornwall. Another thing I loved about Grandma was her huge support of the Disney princesses, especially Pocahontas, who was my childhood favourite. Even as a child I had a genuine passion and concern for the environment . . . probably because my grandma was the human embodiment of Grandmother Willow.


We spent every Christmas and New Year – even the Millennium – at Grandma’s house. She knew how to make Christmas so magical. When you walked in there was a huge talking Christmas tree called Douglas Fir. My cousins and I figured out that he worked on motion sensors, which provided hours of fun. One year I can remember Grandma pointing out the window, saying, ‘Look! There’s Santa looking for his reindeer!’ And sure enough, there was Santa treading through the snow. (It certainly wasn’t my father, LOL.) While we had our eyes glued to the window, someone rang the doorbell, and we ran to the door to find several large sacks of presents. Grandma’s house was always so full of magic, and when Mum got remarried she held the reception there.


I have a huge family, and there were never enough chairs, but it was always so much fun. I would describe my ginormous, chaotic household as ‘TA-DAH!’ My family loves to drink, swear and show off. I believe that I’m a naturally loud talker because I constantly had to fight for the spotlight. Don’t even get me started on Auntie Kate.


We lived with Grandma for a few years, then moved into the house my mum still calls home. It was still rented, it was a council house, but it was our house. There were seven of us



under one roof, and we only had one bathroom, which didn’t help the forever-late-to-school issue. Joe was born when I was nine, and I promptly dropped him on his head, but he turned out fine – although he was afraid of grass for the first few years. Isobel was born when I was thirteen, and although I was ecstatic to finally have a sister to share clothes with, her outfits ran a little small.


Home life was crazy with my two younger siblings, and when my eldest brother Tom went to serve in the Iraq War, I can’t deny that I was mildly relieved to be upping my chances of getting early-access bathroom entry.


When I was fifteen I lied to Mum and told her I was sleeping at a friend’s house, but instead went camping with a boy I’d met on a night out. It was incredibly dangerous and irresponsible. We were walking up a steep hill in pitch darkness in the middle of winter, and I was certain someone was shadowing us. I kept begging the boy I was with to turn on a light, insisting that we were being watched. He told me how silly I was, but turned on his phone torch and we both stopped dead. There was a man following us. (It wasn’t my father.) I freaked out, remembering that absolutely no one in my family knew where I was. I was blonde and bisexual: I was going to die first. But after an awkward pause we just kept walking, leaving the scary man standing creepily in the dark. If you think I slept a wink that night, you are wrong. The boy ended up cheating on me, so overall it was a wasted night which fiercely contributed to my fear of the dark.


I regularly babysat my younger siblings, which caused my friends to joke that I sounded like a single mum when I’d say, ‘Sorry, I can’t come out, I have to look after the kids.’


As a teenager I was obsessed with Aerosmith. Steven Tyler was the drug-dependent father I never had, and I had posters of him, Britney Spears and Pamela Anderson all over my bedroom walls. I used to dye my hair all sorts of colours, which once backfired and turned my hair green. I had to wash it in ketchup every day until



it returned to a shade on the right side of social acceptability. My teenage years were incredibly carefree. I loved cushions with tassels, intense sticks, sequins and people’s attention. One time I ran around school in nothing but a towel.









What I Would Tell My Teenage Self


[image: square] It’s OK to like what you like.


[image: square] Be yourself, unapologetically . . . unless yourself needs to apologise for something.


[image: square] Think before you pluck.


[image: square] Words hurt, so be kind, always.


[image: square] People’s opinions change. So don’t stress too much if you can’t educate someone. They will educate themselves if and when they are ready to grow.


[image: square] Always try your best, no matter how exhausting it is. You can never regret what was once your best.


[image: square] Don’t let anyone tell you your dreams are silly. There’s nothing silly about having goals and a strong focus.










I had some pretty wild nights when I was younger. My best friend and I used to joke that crazy things always seemed to happen to me, no matter how hard I tried to stay out of trouble. Like when I



went to Download festival and my boyfriend set his legs on fire. Todd was absolutely crazy and I loved that about him. He was older than me, had long blonde hair and loved glam rock. He had a van, which was actually his dad’s (my dad left and gave me nothing) and he drove it around fast and dangerously, blasting out music like Journey’s ‘Don’t Stop Believing’. When he told me he was going to decorate the back of the van in leopard print I nearly fell in love. Tacky animal print is the way to my heart.


When we arrived at the festival Todd started unloading the van: wood, a generator and heaps of alcohol. We all set up our tents in a circle so we had our own little area in the middle to hang out in.


Most of my memories of the festival are blurry, but I remember I’d been away from our tents, and when I returned, Todd grabbed my hand and led me over to a patch of grass, and pointed at it proudly. I was like, ‘What?’ He had poured some flammable liquid on the ground to spell out ‘I Love Rosie’ and had set it on fire. Apparently this flammable liquid was supposed to keep burning but it had gone out, so the dramatic effect was visibly dimmed. Left behind were some frazzled patches of grass where an ostentatious and impulsive statement should have been. Much later that night I remember stumbling back to the tents after the final show, where I found Todd smoking. I watched as he threw his cigarette down at his feet. Todd was now on fire.


I kept my cool in this crisis. I grabbed a water bottle and started pouring liquid on him. A crowd started to gather, and I yelled at people to get help or to call the fire brigade. I reached for another bottle and poured it over the fire, which somehow seemed to aggravate the flames further. Our friend Mike yelled, ‘THAT’S ALCOHOL!’ A stranger from the crowd asked if he should piss on the fire. ‘Yes, do it!’ I screamed. ‘Really?!’ he replied, laughing, then proceeded to urinate. Todd had severe burns on his legs, but I wasn’t that fussed, because, honestly, I didn’t like him that much.




I was a person who made spontaneous decisions. During a particularly crazy, alcohol-induced game of hide-and-seek at my friend Gareth’s flat, I climbed out of his window and into the window of another flat. Basically I broke in. I had no idea who lived there and didn’t even stop to consider if they were home or not, I just adamantly wanted to win. As you can probably tell, I didn’t think too much about the consequences of my actions, which is probably why I now over-analyse everything to an obsessive degree!


One person who shaped my teenage years was my first long-term boyfriend, Barney. Barney had bright carrot-orange hair, loved animals, and dressed like a painter-decorator. I loved him more than anyone I’d loved before. I spent every bit of spare time I had with him. We would go to his house after school, lie on his bed and talk. We talked so much we wouldn’t eat dinner. His mum would offer us cups of tea or drinks and we’d just say no: we’d rather stay cocooned upstairs in his room. We were totally and utterly besotted with one another.


While my relationship with Barney developed, my relationship with my mum was breaking down. Another reason I spent so much time with him was to get away from home. Mum and I argued constantly. Most of the nights I did spend at home I would cry myself to sleep. Every moment spent together was tense and uncomfortable. Eventually, after a huge fight, I was forced to pack my bags, and I moved in with Barney.


After sixth form, Barney decided he wanted to travel to India. I was working at Lidl and had also just started a beauty therapy course, so I didn’t have enough time or money to join him, so off he went, and I was left behind with his family. Now, don’t get me wrong, his family were amazing, and I had an extra-special bond with his mum and sister. But living in their family home while Barney was away was something I found uncomfortable. More uncomfortable than the time I gave my first bikini wax to a real client and unwittingly glued her labia together (I was too liberal with the wax).




One afternoon I bumped into an old school friend, Sarah, and we got chatting. I told her about my current situation and she was sympathetic. We had a great catch-up before parting ways. A few hours later, she called me, totally ecstatic, and told me I could move in with her! Sarah’s grandma had recently died, and she and one of her sisters had moved into her grandma’s house, which had three bedrooms. The house now belonged to Sarah’s auntie, and she’d said I could rent the third room. Call this coincidence or angelic assistance, but I moved in right away.


Sarah and I had been best friends since she’d joined my school in 2004. Her parents were also divorced, so after school we’d usually hang out at her dad’s. (My dad wasn’t around to hang out with.)


Sarah and her sisters were Mormons, which meant they didn’t drink tea, coffee or alcohol, and didn’t believe in sex before marriage, amongst a whole host of other doctrines. I would usually hang out with Sarah on a Saturday, sleep over and go with her to the Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter-Day Saints on a Sunday. Mormon church is different: first you have classes, like being at school, and then you have the service. It was about three hours long. Sometimes I found it really boring, sometimes I really enjoyed myself, and most of the time I was just plain hungry.


One thing I did enjoy about it was that I was always meeting new people, as the church would host Mormon missionaries, young men and women who were travelling abroad to teach people about the faith. One day, I met Elder Willhite, a handsome American missionary. Missionaries aren’t even supposed to think about relationships of any kind, as their job is to embark on a spiritual mission to become closer to God and to bring others closer to God in turn. They even walk around in pairs, and aren’t allowed to go anywhere unaccompanied by the other missionary. They have to be in bed by a certain time and



can only listen to a certain type of music, all to keep them on the path of devotion to God. This was exactly what Elder Willhite was doing. Until I came along.
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