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For the feminists, every single one of you









A wise woman wishes to be no one’s


enemy; a wise woman refuses to be


anyone’s victim.


Maya Angelou









I am one of the two women who, in 2010, told the police that Julian Assange had sexually assaulted us. WikiLeaks fans worldwide—certainly myself very much included—probably wish I’d had no reason to make my report, but I did. Of course, I didn’t know the legal terminology for what had happened, but to me, it was an assault, and I will continue to call it that.


For his work with WikiLeaks, however, Julian Assange was accused of something else entirely: espionage. These accusations are unjust and have more to do with truth, transparency, and freedom of speech. On the other hand, the sexual assault accusations are not related to espionage or free speech but rather to his personal behavior. That behavior and the debate following the police report ultimately concern women’s rights. Should popular and powerful men be allowed to behave however they want toward women or not?


These are two separate accusations that have nothing to do with each other. I am not accusing WikiLeaks of assault, and WikiLeaks’ work is hardly furthered by allowing its representatives to behave however they please.


I was convinced that WikiLeaks was doing important work for peace and openness. That was why I worked to have Julian Assange come to Stockholm and speak, and that was why I let him stay in my apartment. He assaulted me in that context. Only a few days later, he spent the night at the place of another woman who later testified he did something similar to her. It was a coincidence that we happened to get in touch with each other, but I didn’t want to leave her defenseless. So, I went with her to the police and gave a statement about how he had behaved toward me. It sounds dull, but that was the limited extent of my involvement in the case.


During these years, two tribunals have been held to settle the question of guilt and investigate the truth in our accusations of sexual offenses: one official legal tribunal via the police and the courts and another via discussion forums on the internet and in the press. This experience is precisely what this book is about— the official legal process Julian refused to participate in and the media frenzy Julian was active in, which I did everything I could to avoid for ten years.


I haven’t had the least involvement in what the various prosecutors, defense attorneys, governments, and PR agencies have done. I have waited and listened. I cooperated when the police and prosecutors asked questions. I testified on a few occasions about the harassment that followed the report, but to avoid influencing the legal process, I have not spoken publicly for all these years about the actual events.


We will never know if Julian is legally an offender, but I can describe the events as I experienced them. Instead of testifying in the trial that never took place, I would like to tell my version here, like this. Perhaps this case will illustrate the dialogue we must all keep open about gray areas and assault. I am just one of the millions of women who have not been respected. This is a book about what it was like to be behind the headlines during a decade-long media frenzy and how the hate online affected me after reporting my experiences of an assault. This is an account without angels or monsters, where heroes can be villains and where truths may be hidden somewhere in the nuances between black and white.


My goal is to be completely honest and transparent with this book. I have double-checked my memories with the help of journal entries and other previously unpublished texts, as well as interviews, conversations with other people who were there, newspaper articles, and by searching various online forums. I have done my best to reproduce the sequence of events and their order correctly. At the same time, of course, it is a fact that most of this happened many years ago. What day a specific thing occurred or the wording of an exchange may not be exact, but it is as close as I can ever get. All of the quotes from anonymous trolls are authentic and illustrate the hatred and threats directed at me during various periods. Still, these comments may have ended up under a different date in this book than on which they were initially written.


Thank you for reading.


Anna Ardin









2010



Tuesday, August 10, 2010


“The founder of WikiLeaks wants to come to Sweden. Do you want to invite him and arrange a seminar?”


This question comes from a journalist named Donald and is put to the Religious Social Democrats of Sweden, an organization that is both my job and fills my spare time. We have had several interactions with Donald thanks to our shared commitment to human rights in Palestine, but his connection to WikiLeaks is news to us.


WikiLeaks is an organization that contributed to two leaks that attracted a great deal of attention during the spring and summer. Collateral Murder was published in April. It is a shaky film from a military helicopter in which American soldiers film each other shooting at Iraqi civilians and kill 15 people, two of whom are Reuters reporters. At the end of July, WikiLeaks contributed to “Afghanistan Leaks,” a large number of classified military documents about U.S. warfare in Afghanistan, released simultaneously in The Guardian, The New York Times, and other media outlets worldwide.


It is not a coincidence that Donald calls us specifically, asking whether we want to hold a seminar with WikiLeaks. After 80 years of agitating for peace, the Religious Social Democrats of Sweden have demonstrated and protested against the wars in Afghanistan and Iraq. They have been called the Brotherhood Movement, named after Brotherhood, a newspaper first published in 1927, and have worked for human dignity and respect of God’s creation since then. Therefore, they are an obvious ally in work against war crimes.


The footage and documents that WikiLeaks leaked this year are even more unacceptable to us but have become substantial proof of the immorality of the U.S. during the war. Mercenary soldiers financed by the U.S. government have committed serious human rights abuses. The number of civilian casualties in Iraq is probably many times higher than reported, and espionage and kickbacks clearly play a crucial role in international diplomacy. These are problems that need to be brought to daylight to be solved and issues that are now being discussed broadly, thanks to WikiLeaks.


But these things are essential not only to the Religious Social Democrats but also to me personally. I am pro-liberty and a Social Democrat. I dislike the authorities and hate imperialism and wars of aggression. I condemn jailing people for their political views and not giving dissidents fair trials. I abhor that the West clothes its plundering wars regarding development, fighting terrorism, and promoting women’s rights—even though the effects sooner increase terrorism and set women’s rights back. And in all of this, equitable peace in the Middle East has felt particularly important since recently seeing, in person and with my own eyes, the misery and hopelessness inside the world’s largest outdoor prison, the utterly bombed-out Gaza. WikiLeaks seems to stand for the same things and wants to expose the abuses of power that underlie the wars in Afghanistan and Iraq, regardless of the terms they are couched in.


However, I’ve never heard of Julian Assange, and I don’t understand what it means to be the founder of WikiLeaks. For example, where’s the secretary-general, the director, or the chairperson? But regardless, it’s evidently something cool. The footage from the Apache helicopter is enough of an argument.


My boss says yes to Donald’s query, and we decide to call the seminar “The Truth Is the First Casualty of War,” as British women’s suffrage activist Ethel Annakin Snowden memorably put it in 1915 when she criticized the use of women’s rights to argue for war during World War I. 1 Waging war requires lies— mythmaking and propaganda about the enemy being different, an eviler sort of people who threaten us— and the censorship of information regarding the war’s actual consequences. The truth is rarely simple, obvious, or absolute, but striving for it is always a precondition for peace and justice.


I arrange Julian Assange’s trip from London to Stockholm with the help of Donald, our organization’s chairperson Peter, the president of our youth wing, Victor, and a Swedish-Israeli journalist, Johannes, WikiLeaks’ contact person in England. I also arrange for us to borrow the Swedish Trade Union Confederation Hall for the seminar, send out the press release, and invite people. Everything happens very quickly. Both time and financial resources are tight.


Assange’s plane ticket costs more than we can afford, but we decide it is worth prioritizing this. The visit will draw attention to issues of international solidarity, ending the war, and possibly placing all the troops in Afghanistan under UN command. Among the more knowledgeable people in our circles—peace activists and people who work for truth and transparency—many are familiar with WikiLeaks and view it as a symbol of righteous resistance.


We also find out that WikiLeaks is interested in starting the publication of an online newspaper in Swedish in order to benefit from Sweden’s strong protections for freedom of expression and freedom of the press. So, we begin discussing the options for supporting WikiLeaks as it establishes itself in Sweden as an organization and publication.


The seminar we are arranging is scheduled for the morning of August 14. Julian Assange will arrive on Thursday, August 12, and we are responsible for his accommodations for two nights in connection with the seminar, i.e., August 12 and 13. He would prefer not to stay at a hotel, he informs us, but rather live as secretly as possible. Since I will be away working at a festival those nights anyway, I offer to loan out my studio apartment in central Stockholm. The price is right for our financially strained organization, and it will be secret—the way Julian wants it—while also giving me some status. I will get to be in the thick of things and know the people being discussed. It will be a status marker more valuable in my circles than earning a large salary, owning an environmentally friendly car, or any of the other usual indicators.



Wednesday, August 11, 2010


There is an enormous amount of interest in the seminar. In the press release, we write that journalists have priority, but so many journalists sign up there’s almost no room for anyone else. I need to turn away hundreds of people.


Maria, a young woman who reads about the seminar on Twitter, gets in touch. In her message, she writes she can volunteer and help with whatever might be needed if it means she can attend. Her help feels very welcome amid the stress of organizing everything. I reply that we don’t currently have any volunteer assignments, but something might suddenly come up. If she can be there well in advance and stand by just in case, then she is welcome to attend.



Thursday, August 12, 2010


A Christian youth festival called Free Zone (Swedish Frizon) is being held in Kumla, a couple of hours west of Stockholm, which I am attending as a representative of the Young Christian Left (Ung kristen vänster). I staff our information tent along with a few other people. We talk to young people interested in international solidarity, religious freedom, how all people are equally valuable, and caring for all creation. In a talk on stage about Christianity, politics, faith and solidarity, Christian anarchists rebuke me for not being radical enough. But out among the festival attendees, we’re also forced to debate teenage Creationists (who say things like “you may have monkeys in your family, but I don’t”), opponents of abortion, and people triggered by our very presence there—primarily because the Christian Social Democrats, in particular, were instrumental in convincing the Church of Sweden to allow same-sex marriages just over a year earlier. But worst of all, I meet young people who seem to have been trained to divide the world between them and us, using religion as an argument.


While we’re there, the WikiLeaks spokesperson picks up an envelope with the key to my apartment, which I had left at a local shop on the intersection between Götgatan and Blekingegatan in Stockholm.



Friday, August 13, 2010


I was supposed to stay in Kumla until Saturday morning and then go directly to the Swedish Trade Union Confederation’s LO Castle building, where the seminar was going to be held. But the pressure leading up to the seminar, both from people who want to attend and journalists who wish to write about it, is so great that everything that needs to be looked after can’t be done remotely. I am needed in Stockholm and feel like I’ve had my fill of homophobic Christian Rights people who lack solidarity.


I contact Donald and receive confirmation that Julian Assange thinks sharing my apartment is totally fine. So, I meet Julian for the first time at the door to my apartment.


“I’ve been looking through your underwear drawer,” he says, holding up a bra. “I saw the size of this and thought, she’s someone I’d like to meet.”


He seems partly serious, and I don’t know how to respond. It’s quiet for a second. It feels uncomfortable. Then I laugh it off.


We decide to go out to eat at a small, local restaurant near my apartment. “They’re watching me,” Julian says.


“Hmm,” I reply.


“They’re watching me,” he repeats with a lowered voice.


Four floors down on the other side of the building, cars are parked on both sides of the street. Julian walks around to look in the windows but doesn’t see anyone inside. None of the cars have tinted windows. None of the cars looks suspicious. He looks for a little longer. I stand there watching him. It’s hard to decide whether he’s serious or kidding, but at any rate, he feels ready to proceed after a while, and we continue walking.


It’s a pleasant evening on Blekingegatan, the street Greta Garbo lived on as a child. We get Thai food and mineral water, and Julian monitors the flow on Twitter so intently that he doesn’t even hear the waitress when she tries to ask him if he wants more rice. He reads aloud from a British tabloid article about his hair and mentions with joy and pride that the paparazzi chased him in England. But here in Stockholm, no one seems to have recognized him yet, and those parked cars sit there, perfidiously empty of observers. It strikes me several times that he seems like a person who needs someone to take care of him.


It is fun to chat with him. He seems bright and friendly. We have many similar values and a structural analysis based on the same goal of human liberation. I don’t need to explain why I think equality is important or have all the arguments about the inherent value of a peaceful world. We agree with and build on each other’s views, as I do with my best friends, even though we have only spent a couple of hours with each other. We look at human rights issues in the same way, but feminism and equal rights for women seem to be an exception to this for him.


“But that’s a very strange inconsistency, Julian,” I say.


He laughs apologetically and responds, “The feminists caused the war in Afghanistan.”


I laugh. There is no reasonable way that the man who, literally speaking, epitomizes the helicopter perspective on global politics right now can be so stupid that he seriously believes women’s rights caused the most recent in a series of the great powers’ abuses against Afghanistan, merely because it fits his purposes to get Western opinion on his side. But with a smile, he insists that feminism and demands for gender equality bear responsibility for the war. I continue laughing and decide to believe he is joking. I don’t know how else to deal with him.


The waitress is still waiting to hear if he wants more rice. I take him by the shoulder and give him a little shake as if to try to wake him up, and he responds that yes, he would like more rice.


After dinner, we walk back to my place and continue our discussion of global politics and the next day’s seminar. I have a mattress under my bed, which I get out for him to sleep on.


I have made my own bed and set out sheets for Julian’s mattress, but it’s as if he does not understand that he should make it himself. He just looks neutrally from me to the sheets.


When I hand him a teacup, he suddenly caresses my hand with his thumb. I am a little surprised and think, oh, where did that come from? It was like a bolt out of the blue since we hadn’t flirted at all during the evening. I pretend not to notice it and go out into the kitchen, where I stand for a moment. The realization sinks in that Julian Assange wants to make out.


I think about Andreas’ acidic comment when he discovered that the WikiLeaks founder would stay in my apartment.


“Oh, so you’re going to score with Assange?”


“No,” I replied. “I’m not going be staying there.”


Andreas and I became a couple many years ago when I moved to Uppsala to study, and only six months later, we took a trip to Cuba together. At a market in Madrid, during a layover, we bought rings that cost seven euros and got engaged.


He had just started studying for his Ph.D. in data communications, and we called ourselves each other’s “orange halves” from the Spanish for soul mates. We fought all our political battles together, arranged big parties, had the same friends, and loved each other very intensely. We were convinced that the constant stress, which made him irritable and preoccupied, would disappear once he had finished his dreadful dissertation. And with that, all our problems as a couple would go away.


But nothing improved after he defended his dissertation. He began a management job for an organization and became even more stressed and distracted. We postponed our plans to have kids from as soon as we finished our studies to some unspecified time in the future. When I hugged him, he stood with his arms straight down until I asked him to hug me back. He accepted my love but gave me almost nothing in return. Despite this, we remained a couple; I couldn’t imagine anything else.


He needed an assistant, he said. He couldn’t keep up with all his administrative tasks, and his receipts were in utter chaos. I asked around among my friends for tips and found a woman who seemed great. She started working, and they got along well.


Six months later, we were sitting in his little studio apartment on Kungsholmen, and he handed me a letter. He sat across from me while I read it. He wrote that he couldn’t say what he wanted to express. My heart was pounding so loudly it was interfering with my thoughts, my pulse racing and throbbing in my temples because I had a feeling about what I was going to read. He had started a new relationship with the woman we had recruited together.


We continued to hold onto the tatters of our relationship for over a year. He wanted to cultivate his other relationship and hold onto me at the same time. And there I was, humiliated, off in one corner of the boxing ring of his life. He broke up with me several times, but he came back crying after each and said that this time, it would all be different. Despite all this, he continually settled on wanting me to accept his wishes for an “open relationship”.


It hurt so much, like being stabbed in the heart. Sometimes I haven’t been able to get out of bed. Whole nights have been spent in sleepless tears. But the most serious consequence of my relationship with Andreas may have been the destructive relationship I developed with myself.


After talking to a couple’s counselor, I finally ended the relationship, and I have officially been single since the spring, although we still see each other. Before and after I broke up with him, I dated many very fine men. Some I dumped brutally and immediately, and others I clung to or pushed away. Some I was downright mean to. And my heart has remained with Andreas the whole time.


One of the many ways I used to numb the pain and cope with the breakup was translating “7 Steps to Legal Revenge,”2 which I had found on a message board earlier in the year, into Swedish. I placed a link to it on my blog, and Andreas was hurt. He resented my even thinking about revenge at all.


After living in various sublet and sub-sublet apartments with short contracts and big water leaks, I finally bought my first little apartment all of my own on Tjurbergsgatan in Stockholm’s Södermalm neighborhood, and that’s where I’m living now. It is here I stand on the balcony, looking out over the inner courtyard and the windows of my 200 neighbors. I’m still not feeling great, but I’m on the mend. It might be a pretty fun thing—and no big deal—to “score with Julian Assange.”


A semi-famous Australian. A jealous ex-fiancé vaguely impressed by celebrities.


So why not? I think.


Everyone I have talked to about the seminar over the last few days seems to agree about how exciting it is that the WikiLeaks founder is staying at my place. A few days ago, a crowd of fans stood screaming as if at a rock concert when Julian spoke. Their screaming reinforced Julian’s image of a person considered so cool in certain circles that you yourself become cool simply by having a mask with his face on it in front of your own. If that’s what they think, then he must really be cool.


During my long on-again-off-again period with Andreas, my selection criteria for whom I’ll make out with has grown lax. It’s been fun, too, and has worked out well many times.


So, you’re going to score with Julian Assange, Andreas says again in my head.


Yeah, maybe, I think.


Then I walk back into the room and over to Julian, where we make out a little and chat. He falls asleep in his clothes on my short, uncomfortable sofa. He’s completely exhausted, and I think it’s cute that he can sleep just like that. I take a picture with my phone. The great Assange sleeping like a kid on my little sofa, I think, and upload that restful prelude to tomorrow’s seminar onto Facebook. I instantly receive many likes and impressed comments in my feed from relatives and childhood friends as well as coworkers and even a gender studies researcher.


“You should be president or something,” the researcher writes.


It’s kind of nice that he fell asleep, and that we decided not to make out anymore. I change into my nightgown, brush my teeth, and am just about to go to bed. But when I turn off the overhead light, Julian wakes up. He strokes the outside of my thigh, stands up, kisses me, and pulls up my nightgown. I’m not willing and don’t like it, so I try to pull the nightgown down instead. He tugs several times, harder and harder. The seams start creaking as though they’ll tear. He starts pulling my panties off, too. Then, to keep the clothes from ripping, I let him take everything off. I don’t want to spoil the mood.


It feels bad. It’s going too fast. It feels like I started something I shouldn’t and can’t stop it. The most unpleasant thing of all is that I notice the change in the way he’s treating me. He stops chatting with me. He stops listening to my body language and what I’m saying. I no longer feel like the political and intellectual equal I was just moments ago. It’s as if he’s swapped out my whole raison d’être. I get a very strong sense that he thinks I owe him something he has already paid for. It’s as though since I agreed to A, I have therefore renounced my right to stop B.


If I were permitted complete freedom to choose, I would cut this short and go to bed now. But I don’t feel free. I feel I’m facing a clear demand to continue. It feels bad, but not bad enough to make a fuss, not bad enough to risk anything worse.


We lie on the bed, him on top and me underneath. It’s pleasant for a while.


We roll around, and when he takes off his pants, I notice a distinct smell—sperm. Evidently, he hasn’t showered off some old bodily fluids. From there, my discomfort escalates. He holds my arms over my head and presses his shoulder hard against my throat. I’m forced to gather all my strength to press my chin toward my chest to get air and make sure my voice box isn’t injured. I try to move and twist around, but he pushes his shoulder so hard into my throat that my silver necklace bites into my skin.


He's holding my arms at the wrists, his chest lies heavily over mine, and he’s using one knee to try and push mine apart. I can’t concentrate on anything other than getting air against the pressure on my throat, making me passive. I think that is his intention.


With my arms pinned over my head and my nightgown having been torn off, I understand very well what’s expected of me and what I’ve agreed to by not speaking up, not articulating the words, and not using the feminist self-defense I had learned. Because while I want to stop, I don’t want to be weird or difficult. I don’t want to dramatize the situation or exaggerate the fact that I no longer feel like it.


Men usually pick up on these kinds of things, anyway. They understand if I don’t want to and will lie down; I’ll get a hug, and we’ll go to sleep. Maybe we’ll pick up where we left off another day when it feels like more fun. That’s what my experiences with these types of situations have looked like. Julian doesn’t react that way at all. It’s more like he’s demanding his right and demanding I should continue. Oddly enough, inside, I feel the same thing he is signaling, that I’ve promised him something and have set out on a path leading in this direction. I’ve bought the tickets, and now it’s time to ride.


Even though I’d rather stop, I accept continuing but on one condition, which is absolute—protection. For a long time, Julian tries wordlessly to negotiate his way out of this.


He tries to hold onto me by force so he can proceed without a condom, and I resist, trying to shift my lower body away. Julian doesn’t make the least effort to let go or ask what I want. He keeps pressing.


When I move, he moves after me; when I repeatedly pinch my legs together, and he stops me as I reach for the nightstand, it’s clear I don’t count. It’s like a wrestling match without an audience or referee where I’m at a total disadvantage. To him, I’m probably not even there anymore. It is only my body—my forcibly undressed body—that is there. Repressed sobs build behind the lump in my throat. I feel on the verge of tears and completely powerless.


I pull as much as I can to get my arms free and curl into a fetal position beneath him. This way, I succeed in locking my legs to the side so that he can’t push them apart.


This is when I scream. Not literally, but when I realize I’m not going to be able to win with physical strength, I do something that feels just like screaming. I break the silence.


“What are you doing?” I say.


“What are YOU doing,” he snaps angrily as if accusing me.


“Why are you holding me down? I want to use a condom,” I tell him. He releases me and lets me move.


According to the “rules” for what’s considered to be a “real assault,” I shouldn’t compromise here. I should say no. I should say no, no, no. I should say that word, the only thing that counts. I should scream so loudly the neighbors can testify. I should try to get up and run out of the apartment. I should, in other words, humiliate myself in front of my neighbors and be held responsible for my mistake of letting it go this far. I should leave him with his rage and horniness—if he’ll even let me leave the room—run out, call the police, and ask them to arrest him. Or I should take the chance that a “no” gets him to let go of me, then pack his bag and throw him out here and now.


But the coldness in his eyes, our shared knowledge that he’s stronger than me, my experience of his completely ignoring what I want, and my being convinced he’s planning to have sex with me no matter what I say makes me assess the situation differently to how I will assess it later during rational reconstructions of the event. What settles it, maybe more than anything else, is the thought I should not make a scene. The feeling is driven by the primaevally strong norm to not exaggerate.


If I say the word “no” now, it will very likely be effective. A no is potentially as definitive as kicking him between the legs and screaming for the neighbors. That is precisely why I do not say it. It would be an overreaction; surely, it will be better now. I see myself as a reasonable person, not a drama queen.


So, I give him the condom and wait for him to put it on. But he doesn’t do it. He holds the condom in his hand and tries to proceed without it. I think, He has to give in now anyway; it’s impossible to misunderstand what I want. It’s clear enough to give someone a condom and sit and wait without it needing anything to be said. Although a small act of resistance, I still think it’s too much. I remind him.


Finally, he puts it on, and I end up underneath him again. He’s not holding my arms anymore but instead lying with his full weight on my chest. He enters me and presses down so hard against my neck that I feel like I’m suffocating. I’m still trapped beneath him but struggle so I can get my chin between us and push him up a little bit, away from my throat. My struggle to find ways out continues, but less intensely. I try to gain control of the situation and cool it down a little, to resist, close my eyes, and convince myself that it’s OK or could be OK. One strategy I try is attempting to enjoy it.


Maybe that’s what allows me to pull free. He releases the pressure from my chest and neck, and I can finally get some proper air and take a deep breath. He gives me permission to move around so that I’m on top and, for a second, I have a sense of control.


Again and again, though, he enforces that he makes the decisions and that he is stronger than me. He does this by holding onto me a little too long or grabbing parts of my body roughly. He doesn’t use force; he indicates it. All possible compromises seem to be based on my acceptance and continuance. If I make a fuss, I think, then there probably won’t be any compromise. That’s how I understand it. So, I try to avoid making too much fuss.


Julian has his shirt on. It seemed important to him that I should be naked as quickly as possible but that he should wear as much clothing as he could. That difference—me naked, he dressed—makes me think he doesn’t consider it worth undressing. There’s no trace of tenderness, no desire for more bodily contact than necessary.


I want to take off his shirt, not because I want more bodily contact, but to show I’m an active participant, that I’m not just an object he can use. Julian doesn’t want to take it off. This is foggy, but I think I get it off him in the end.


Being active, trying to take control, and even succeeding in gaining control, diminishes my degradation. Maybe I’m legitimizing his behavior, but in this situation, it’s a way of saving myself. I even succeed in having a micro-orgasm, which makes us a little more equal; it’s more reciprocal and less of an assault and power display.


Then he’s pressing down on my neck again. I feel like I’m suffocating, and his lack of care and total self-focus frustrates me.


After a little while, he firmly grips my hands again, but only with one, and suddenly pulls out. Simultaneously, I hear a clear snapping sound, like a balloon popping, and I’m convinced he has taken off the condom, considering his resistance to wearing one. I manage to get one hand free and feel to check. No, it’s still on.


That I was able to get him to use a condom and keep it on is an enormous relief. The feeling I have can be described as a worm that has escaped from a hook. I push my anxiety about the sound aside, and I let him continue, even though my body is still trapped.


After maybe fifteen minutes, he’s done.


He does something odd after his orgasm; he attempts to make me come. The gesture is confusing after the last thirty minutes of cold indifference.


Again and again, I have wondered how to describe the assault and my own actions. I know many people expect a black-or-white truth. To accept what happened and call it an assault, people expect a monster to have violated an angel. But how do I avoid pleasing them? How do I avoid the stereotype of the monster to get closer to the leaden, gray truth? How do I avoid making myself look better than I am, and how do I deal with the inconsistencies in my actions? In real assault stories, there’s almost never a monster violating an angel but rather one human being violating another.


Reviews of this book from Julian’s network of supporters will upgrade an orgasm or two into watertight evidence that no assault took place. All of the victim’s human inconsistencies become ammunition for those who want to prove a sex offender is innocent. Victims of crime know this. But the truth is often right there, in what is perhaps more human than inconsistent, in the gray areas.


There’s a big wet spot on the bed. “What’s this?” I ask.


How could his semen have gotten into me and then run out? “You were very wet,” he replies.


“No, Julian. I wasn’t,” I say.


Because I really wasn’t. It’s obvious that it’s from him; that snapping sound was the condom breaking. This is pretty important since a broken condom does not serve any purpose against disease or unwanted pregnancy. But he says nothing about the condom breaking, pretending nothing happened. His right thumbnail is long and sharp, and his lie, you were wet, puts a heavy lid on my question.


We say no more about it.


I don’t know the word yet, but what Julian is doing is gaslighting me, a form of manipulation in which information is distorted, misrepresented, or omitted, or where information is presented with the aim of making the victim doubt their own memories, their own experience of reality, and their own mental health. It’s appallingly effective.


He says something that both he and I know isn’t true at all, but through a sort of mutual theater in which we both pretend we believe the illusion; reality then starts to blend with his conscious—and to me, obvious—lie. After a little while, I’m unsure where the line is between truth and lie.


I find my broken necklace next to me on the bed and set it on the nightstand. Then, I go to sleep.



Saturday, August 14, 2010


When I wake up in the morning, I find the empty condom on the floor and throw it in the trash.


I write a short note to Julian.


Hi Julian, it wasn’t pleasant at all for me to sleep with you, so you and I won’t be doing that again, but I want to give you a checklist with a few suggestions for the sake of your future partners:


—Don’t break people’s necklaces.


—Don’t press your shoulder against their throats so that they almost suffocate.


—Don’t ejaculate inside people if they don’t want that.


—Shower.


I set the note in a folder he uses to gather notes from fans, records of various scholarships and donations he’s received, and groupies’ phone numbers. If he sits down and checks it, he’ll find the note from me too. I feel like I’ve faced the conflict but also escaped it by defending myself this way.


When Julian wakes up, we both act as if nothing has happened. His WikiLeaks coworker Johannes, whom I arranged Julian’s travel with, is going to pick him up in a taxi. Julian thinks I should go with them, but I leave alone and take the metro.


We set things up and try to connect Julian’s computer to the projector in the LO Castle building. We need an adapter, so when Maria, the volunteer, arrives, we immediately send her to buy the necessary cord.


Journalists pour in, take their seats, and Julian gives his presentation about WikiLeaks and the importance of truth and transparency in putting a stop to war crimes. I have a long list of journalists in line for interviews afterward. The seminar resembles a press conference rather than a public lecture.


One of the few non-journalists at the seminar is a young woman representing Sweden’s Pirate Party.


“Can I have your autograph?” she says to Julian when she manages to push her way to the front after the presentation.


“No,” he says. “I don’t give autographs as a matter of principle.” “But you don’t understand,” she replies. “You’re my Brad Pitt!” They talk for a while, but a moment later, she’s gone from the hall.


“Damn,” Julian says to me. “I should have gotten her phone number.”


The first interviews take place indoors with public television, radio, and evening news programs. Afterward, we need to leave the hall and move outside into the sun. I keep track of the time on a bench by a statue of August Palm. The journalists ask questions, and Julian answers patiently.


For some reason, he wants to sit right in the broiling sun. It’s roasting, and the heat makes his TV makeup run. Sweat mixed with makeup drips down onto his clothes, and his shirt grows wet, as each newspaper, magazine, and channel get its promised minutes.


While Julian is busy with interviews, I chat with Maria and the journalists who are waiting.


“Look at his finger,” I say to Maria. “Do you see that engagement ring he’s spinning?” Julian found my ring from my broken engagement with Andreas at my place and, without asking, has brought it along and put it on. He makes a show of twisting the ring around in front of the journalists. I say that he probably wants to start some sort of speculation. I smile as I speak, but it does not feel OK at all.


The papers Arbetaren (The Worker) and Computer Sweden are the last two to get to ask questions.


“I should have gotten her number,” he says again as the stream of questions subsides. He’s referring to the young Pirate Party representative. Then, he repeats her declaration that he has entered the Brad Pitt league of sexiness.


I have never met Brad and don’t want to contribute to creating new myths; however, I find it extremely difficult to see the similarities between him and the man sitting here with his unbrushed teeth and goopy TV makeup pretending to be engaged. I ask for my ring back and get it, feeling a little unwell in the heat.


It's afternoon, and everyone is hungry. My organization invites its staff and participants to lunch at Bistro Bohème on Drottninggatan. Maria is invited by our chairman Peter as a thank you for her assistance in getting the cord; she ends up sitting next to Julian at the table. They flirt. He feeds her crisp bread, and they seem to like each other.


“What are you doing this afternoon, Julian?” I ask.


“I don’t really know,” he replies.


“I can take you to a museum,” Maria says. They leave together after lunch.


Nice for him, I think. It feels good not to need to be responsible for him. Instead, I have time to arrange a crayfish party at Donald’s request. He reports that Julian has heard of this Swedish August phenomenon and is eager to try it.


I search through my event invitations and ask around. When I don’t find a pre-planned crayfish party he can attend, I instead buy crayfish and invite a few people over to my place for a potluck party.


Julian has slept in my apartment for two nights now, which is what we agreed on from the beginning, but he still has not moved out. I don’t want him here. During the day, I get in touch with a friend in the Pirate Party who finds a couple willing to host him. The couple can’t or don’t want to come to the party, but they live nearby and promise to pick Julian up later.


On my way home, I spot a person I recognize from the seminar at the subway station and say hi. We start talking and I invite him to the crayfish party. He doesn’t have time to come tonight but says he can help me get some Schnapps for the party. He’s cute in an innocent way and smiles the whole time. I feel like there’s an amorous look in his eyes when he looks at me. I go with him to his apartment to get the Schnapps, and he says we should get together sometime. Absolutely, I say, that would be fun!


One of my closest friends, Petra, comes over to my place to help. We met for the first time in the Uppsala student union, where she, just like me, was working on gender equality issues. She’s currently working on a Ph.D. in statistics and has represented Sweden in international chess competitions. I usually describe Petra as the only genius I know. She’s also an extremely sharp feminist analyst.


“It was awful. Actually, the worst lay ever,” I say.


My own voice sounds skeptical and bewildered as I tell her what happened the previous night. I realize that the snapping sound wasn’t the condom breaking but rather being broken. Even though he only used one hand, he broke it quickly and skillfully, as if he had done it many times before.


“He broke the condom on purpose?” I say as if I don’t believe it myself.


“What? Super weird,” Petra says. “Why would he do that?”


I have no answer to that. Even though it happened and I heard the sound when it broke—a second before I felt him enter me—he managed to make me believe it didn’t happen. If there’s no answer to why someone would do that, then it’s illogical to think it happened. I’m forced to choose between logic and fact. The story fits together better if I choose to ignore reality. It’s a paradox I cannot resolve.



Saturday, August 14, 2010, Evening


Evening arrives. It’s a beautiful and warm Swedish late summer evening. My friends, Julian’s friends, and I have drinks in the kitchen. Julian doesn’t show up at seven, as we had said. Nor at eight. He doesn’t come until just after nine. There are crayfish left, and the party continues in the lovely outdoor common space owned by HSB, the cooperative housing association.


Julian is a terrific person in many ways. Incredibly quick-thinking, funny, with a knack for constantly coming up with unexpected angles. The party attendees volley banter back and forth like table tennis balls over a net, and we laugh a lot. It’s the type of environment where I’m at my happiest.


The Julian who attends the crayfish party is a completely different one than the Julian who humiliated and used me the night before—I decide not to see the horrible Julian anymore, just the nice one. And it appears as though I can make that choice. In the conversation tonight, I am once again an equal, someone worth listening and responding to.


I write on Twitter about how wonderful it is to hang out with some of the smartest and most fun people—people like Kajsa and Johannes, whom I talk to most.


How warm the weather is and how light the evening is. How privileged I am.


I have marks on my neck from the snapped necklace, a nagging worry about HIV, a broken heart, and the desire to show an ex I’m going to be fine without him. But I don’t display that openly. Just as all people do, I choose to show a portion of myself and my feelings, a portion of the truth, not its whole. The entirety wouldn’t fit into Twitter’s 140 characters. There’s rarely room in the light for the entirety with all its nuances.


Since Julian was so late, he has only been here for an hour or two before the couple from the Pirate Party come to pick him up. He ignores them while they sit there dutifully, obviously uncomfortable. It’s starting to get late when Julian whispers he’s not planning on going with them.


“Maybe Julian can follow along later if you go on ahead,” I suggest.


“Sure,” they say.


“No! Look at them,” Julian whispers to me. He thinks they’re boring and lame.


He makes it clear that he won’t go with them without causing a scene and that he’s not planning on going there later, either. But at the same time, he understands that I don’t want him to stay with me, so he tries to find another place. Among other things, he tries to accompany my friend Kajsa home. He tries asking straight out, but I have told her what happened yesterday, both about the ruined condom and how he held me. Kajsa has taken my warning seriously, sidesteps the question, and slips away from the party instead. As the conversation around the table continues, Julian instead tries to get ahold of a personal contact.


“Ah, the woman from the seminar,” I say. But Julian smiles secretively and refuses to confirm.


“Whatever,” I laugh.


During questioning, I later say that I’m relieved he wants to leave, but at the same time, I’m worried for the girl’s sake. I want to warn her somehow, but I don’t really know what for. It also feels impossible to do that without it being interpreted as my being jealous that Julian, the star, has chosen a new place to stay. Instead, I try to help him find transportation to Enköping, where he says he wants to go. The last busses and trains seem to have already left for the night, and Johannes is very clear that he does not want to bring Julian home with him.


Julian hasn’t packed. He doesn’t want to give back my key and seems to take it for granted that my home is his home. After everything that’s happened—not least how he treated the friendly Pirate Party folks who tried to offer him their guest room—I’m on the verge of just going upstairs and packing his bag for him. The others will back me up if I demand my key back. However, it feels even more embarrassing to make a fuss now.


How do I explain that it was OK that he stayed with me one night when I was also there but that it has become important today that he leaves? I don’t want to risk being questioned about what happened; it’s too hard to answer without risking entanglement. I feel ashamed.


Shame is perhaps the most social of emotions. Regardless of who or what gave rise to it, it floats around in search of a host. Once it attaches to its host, shame becomes like an autoimmune disease and breaks the resistance of anyone too attentive to society and its norms.


And so, I absorb the shame that Julian should feel.


I cover the whole thing up and decide that it’s OK. He has behaved well tonight, and it has felt like reparations for being treated as an equal and friend. So, I cover for him: I contact the couple who offered him a place to sleep, thank them on Julian’s behalf, and make excuses for why he can’t come. He can stay with me. He’s created a situation where the only responsible thing to do is what he wants. Once again, I take on this responsibility.


I liked Julian at dinner yesterday and when we went back to my place, and he was lying there cutely on my sofa. I liked him at the seminar today and tonight at the crayfish party. But in bed yesterday, I could have been a doll or an animal; I could’ve looked like anything and been anything. I could have participated—better, maybe, simpler for him—but the point is that it didn’t matter. He switched on his program and did his thing. I was disconnected. He had his objective, and I was the means. Maybe I could have put a few sticks in the wheel, a few obstacles in the way, but he was going to go where he wanted to go. And wherever he wanted to go, I had to go along.


Tonight, I think, I’m not going to permit him to switch on his program. I think I have figured out what I need to do to avoid that.


When we go to bed to sleep, I’m wearing a nightgown, and he’s wearing his clothing and TV makeup. Julian wants to be in the bed, despite the mattress I made up on the floor for him. We’re tired and drunk, and I accept him lying where he wants. I even ask him to spoon me. In a way, this behavior is completely wrong. There’s an obvious risk of him misunderstanding the signals or, once again, transgressing my limits. However, at the same time, I feel like I’m using him if anything. I don’t want to have sex, I want to have closeness, and I pretend that Julian is Andreas. It’s fine; Julian doesn’t say or do anything stupid.



Sunday, August 15, 2010


Julian has a meeting with Donald and Johannes, and they decide to meet at my place. I make lunch. It’s nice, like we’re at a restaurant or at Julian’s house and I’m the staff. The guests thank both Julian and me and then become engrossed in important conversations. They leave the dirty dishes on the table.


I decide that I’m now doing this out of duty. It isn’t Anna the private citizen who cleans, washes the dishes, airs the place out, and makes coffee, but rather the official one. Julian doesn’t notice what I do; he just takes it for granted. My home is his free hotel, his assisted living facility. But I also exploit the fact he is here. So, when a journalist for my movement’s paper, now called Tro & Politik (Faith & Politics), sends a few questions, I put them to Julian. He sits on the sofa, and I lie in bed and interview him. Julian says his last name is Korean, Ah Sang. Yesterday he said it was French. He explains WikiLeaks and discusses risks and projects. I take the opportunity to ask a few extra questions, but he does not want to answer how many children he has.


“I’ve heard it’s four.”


“Who said that?”


I don’t respond but instead read an email some girl has sent: “Hi, I’ve heard that you’re in touch with Julian Assange; tell him that he’s the most beautiful man there is and that he looks like an elf in The Lord of the Rings.”


“Ask her to send a photo,” Julian replies.


Then, he asks me when I’m supposed to get my period. I respond that I don’t know.


Later he is going to dinner with the head of the Pirate Party to talk about some servers.


Neither Donald nor Johannes can go with him, so Donald asks whether I can go as a representative of WikiLeaks in Sweden to show him the way and help with press contacts. Cool, I think.


I’ve already hinted at it, but a while before we leave my apartment, I ask, “You’re still wearing your TV makeup, and you smell. Aren’t you going to take a shower before we go?”


“No, I don’t need to,” he replies.


The restaurant in Stockholm’s old town, Gamla Stan, is only a few kilometers from my place in Södermalm, so we decide to walk.


I was hardly the only one who had never heard of Julian Assange a week ago. Collateral Murder has, of course, hit the western world like a bomb, and during the summer, WikiLeaks became famous. But up to this point, WikiLeaks has been an organization, not a person. Thanks to yesterday’s seminar, however, Julian has been on TV and in all the papers. We walk along Götgatan and around Slussen, a place with a high concentration of people interested in international and political news. On the way to dinner, we run into strangers who pat him on the back and say, “You should get the Nobel Peace Prize,” and send appreciative glances in our direction. We run into a friend of mine who gasps in admiration—at least, that’s my interpretation of it. All the cries of “keep up the good work” are directed at me as well. An incredible, positive mood surrounds him. Someone makes the same mistake that many people I’ve been in contact with have and mixes WikiLeaks up with Wikipedia, thanking him for this important grassrootsdriven information source. Julian is pleased even with the misdirected appreciation. The mood surrounding us helps me to deny and minimize all he’s done over the last couple of days. If he can mean so much to so many people, then his thoughtless lack of responsibility and ill-concealed contempt for women’s rights becomes tolerable. Maybe even less likely.


We eat dinner with the Pirates, and I discuss some press inquiries with party leader Anna Troberg. We take a picture, then go home.


Julian plans to go to Enköping but gets stuck on his computer. He stays in my apartment yet again but doesn’t sleep in my bed. I don’t know if he sleeps at all; I don’t think he does.



Monday, August 16, 2010


His hair is incredibly greasy, his TV makeup is still on, and his shirt sticks to his back.


“I’m doing a load of laundry, Julian. Give me your clothes. They’re filthy. And while I’m down in the laundry room, you need to shower,” I say.


He nods. When I come back up, he’s in fresh clothes, but the makeup is still on. I text Johannes:


Hi, I’ve told him three times now that he needs to shower. He smells awful. I can’t stand it! You’re his best Swedish friend. Can you come up with some way to solve the problem? Thanks, Anna


Ha ha ha! Alternative 1. Pour lighter fluid on him and explain the saying “to play with fire.” 2. Threaten to reveal his odor to Expressen. 3. If nothing else works—put his computer in the shower.


Haha, ok, sure, but couldn’t you just ask some cute Pirate babe to make it a condition before she takes him home or point it out to him herself or something? At least I forcibly washed his clothes…


I discuss Julian’s personal conduct, hygiene problems, and similar issues very frankly with both Johannes and Donald. All three of us must repeatedly treat Julian as the child he acts. Both Johannes and Donald have been like parents to Julian these days. They keep his schedule, give him rides, and remind him of both personal and professional things. I am clearly a part of the team now. A lot of our contact goes toward trying to organize Julian’s life, but I’m starting to feel like I don’t have the time or energy to be responsible for this man’s nutritional intake and hygiene or serve as his answering machine anymore.


I seek out a sexual health clinic and talk to a couple of different midwives. I tell them what happened—that I was exposed to a risk of infection against my will—but I feel foolish when I mention details about why it feels so uncomfortable. They seem to think that it’s none of their business to assess or comment on my activities, and I accept that. Sometimes sex doesn’t feel fun; obviously, that’s totally normal.


I want to get tested for STDs, but that’s not possible. Enough time hasn’t passed yet. I make an appointment for eight days’ time, which is when I can do a test for chlamydia and gonorrhea; they think syphilis and HIV are also relevant, but for that, I need to wait three months.


Julian is going to chat with Aftonbladet’s readers a little later, and we decide he should do it in my office at the Social Democratic Party’s headquarters. We run into former prime minister Göran Persson in the elevator. I’d tried to say hello to him before and didn’t get a response, but with Julian next to me, he wants to shake hands. In his somewhat drawling Central-Swedish-accented English, he says, “Mr. Assange, you should know that there is tremendous support for your work in Sweden.”


Julian is popular at all levels. At the same time, his façade is beginning to crumble.


As I get to know him, I see more and more of his personal shortcomings and how they negatively impact the WikiLeaks organization. One example is the meeting with the president of Reporters Without Borders, an organization that, along with the Swedish Union of Journalists and Amnesty, is very close to WikiLeaks on issues of freedom of expression and transparency. But Reporters Without Borders have also criticized some of WikiLeaks’ actions, such as that they don’t protect their sources well enough and that their public releases don’t account for privacy issues. We manage to arrange the meeting on short notice, and they are interested in cooperating; they especially want to support WikiLeaks in trying to resolve what criticism has pointed out.


After a brief meeting, I see the president of Reporters Without Borders walk out of the room and briefly ask him about how it went, but he just shakes his head. When he leaves the office, I ask Julian the same thing.


“I left him shaking in his boots,” Julian responds with a smile of superiority.


It was a meeting with an important organization aiming to establish cooperation, but Julian is obviously satisfied with having succeeded in frightening its representative.


Who can actually demand accountability if Julian ruins WikiLeaks? There does not seem to be any board or auditor, or management with the mandate to dispatch someone else in those contexts where Julian is ineffective. Is WikiLeaks even an organization? Or is it rather a personal brand, impossible for anyone but Julian to control?


When I return home very late after work, Julian still has a bunch of stuff in my apartment, but he isn’t here. He’s somewhere else, and I don’t contact him to find out where. It’s a big relief to get my home back.



Tuesday, August 17, 2010


Johannes texts me, “Good morning. Can you remind J that we have a meeting at noon at the Swedish Union of Journalists. Incidentally, I suspect he’s sleeping and unfortunately, I don’t have time to pick him up today…”


I respond, “He’s not here, was planning to sleep with the cashmere girl every night, maybe he accomplished that last night?”


“Bad taste! Do you have her number?”


“Not sure if he has taste at all (honestly), but she was cute, wasn’t she? No, unfortunately not, works at [a museum] and email address, that’s all I know.”


Julian returns that evening. He still has the key. I feel sorry for him; he has nowhere to go. The feeling I had at the restaurant that first night, as though he needs someone to take care of him, returns. He needs me. He’s a handful, but he isn’t a bad person; he just has a few problems—as we all do. It’s equally true that I feel I was subjected to an assault. The truth is not found in a definite form here; there are multiple truths. Double emotions, black and white at the same time, emotions in gray areas. I make my decision based on his having showered. I decide once again not to make a scene but to let him stay one last night.


Someone has given him Tove Klackenberg’s book Påtaglig risk att skada. He giggles and holds up a note he received along with the book:


Dear Mr. WikiLeaks.


I think you will find the quotes on page 65, 79, 87, 97,


131, 137, 165, 181, and 201 to be quite of august .


There are large banknotes on the specified pages, and it’s obvious that both the donor and Julian believe that Julian is Mr. WikiLeaks. Neither of them seems to care about the difference between him and WikiLeaks.


Who has received this money or who has the right to decide how it is used is unclear. Julian or WikiLeaks? I’m starting to understand what I didn’t grasp before he came here and what being the founder of WikiLeaks means. “Mr. WikiLeaks” summarizes it very well.


Julian stays up the whole night working on something. He doesn’t bother me, but it’s starting to become quite uncomfortable. He knows that I want him to move out, and he has promised to. Yet, even so, he has come back and made himself at home without apologizing, without attempting to explain why he can’t move out, as if it goes without saying he’s entitled to hold onto my key. Someone is unlawfully occupying my home, and this is a completely new situation to me. I don’t know what to do about something like this.


I ask Johannes if he can help me, but he seems aware of his friend’s strategy for finding places to stay and doesn’t have any tools to help. Donald, on the other hand, seems less accustomed to Julian occupying other people’s homes. So, I call him instead.


“Donald, what should I do? I can’t stand it.”


He doesn’t have any answers either, but as we continue to talk, very briefly, about how Julian seems to prefer to stay with women, Donald says:


“Julian is the only man I’ve met who makes a pass at one hundred percent of all the women he meets. The other day, he hooked up with an American woman he had never met before. They left the dinner hand in hand, headed for her hotel room, I’m guessing.”


“Well, I’m not going to sleep with him anyway. I can guarantee you that,” I say, meaning, of course, that I won’t sleep with him again because it was a horrible experience. But I’m ashamed to tell it like it is. Just as very hot spices can disguise expired food, meeting a celebrity can make people blind to warning signs that normally would’ve been obvious. Fame is like chili.


I think about how exceptionally easy we humans find it to ignore risks and shortcomings and to only see the positive in someone; how easily we make people into heroes and let them get away with the kind of things that make us call others villains. We so often and so willingly buy into myths about completely ordinary people being demigods.


It begins to dawn on me that a hero can also be a villain and that what Julian did to me may very well be illegal. I managed to avoid being penetrated without a condom, but he forced his semen into me regardless. I still don’t fully understand why. What motive would there be for using a condom with a hole in the tip anyway? Maybe to get me pregnant? Or for the feeling of dominating me? Or to deliberately infect me with something?



Wednesday, August 18, 2010


In the morning, before work, Julian sits down next to me on the bed and puts his chin on my shoulder as if he’s going to kiss me on the cheek. Instead, he burps in my face. It’s one of the most disgusting things I’ve ever experienced. It smells acidic and rotten, and I feel incredibly humiliated. I guess it was unintentional, but he doesn’t make the slightest sign of saying he’s sorry.


I feel sick. I will remember this smell for a long time and feel like I want to throw up just at the thought.


A journalist from Medierna on Radio P1 wants to do an interview with Julian. I ask Julian if it’s OK to book it, and he says yes. One reason he mentioned for wanting to stay in my apartment is that it’s a safe place since no one knows he’s staying here. So, I make a choice not to book the journalist at a nearby café but rather invite him to my apartment.


“What? Is he going to come here?” Julian is upset. “Why should he know where I’m staying?”


“It doesn’t matter, does it? I mean, you’re moving out today,” I say, hoping my plan will work.


“But I might come back.”


“No, I don’t think so.”


Donald said that Julian is going to France today. Julian tells me he’s going to Iceland.


I try to get him to hand me my key because getting him to leave it in the mailbox hasn’t worked. But he says he has something really important to finish up quickly, so he needs to sit on the sofa and work.


“You need to move out today.”


“Yes, of course. I have my plane ticket, you know,” he says. “Okay then. But give me a goodbye hug.”


I walk over to give him a hug and hope we won’t ever see each other again. He pulls me down onto the sofa and starts touching me. I become angry and raise my voice, break free, and walk over to the door. I’m looking for my keys.


“Oh, come have a seat here,” he says, wanting me to come back to the sofa. “Cut it out. I just gave you a hug.”


I have a strong feeling that he won’t release me next time.


“Put the key in the mailbox when you go,” I tell him as I hurry out the door.


When I come home, he’s still there.


He’s very engrossed in something important, and I change and go to bed to sleep. A while later, I suddenly wake up and Julian’s lying in my bed. He’s taken off his pants and underwear and is pushing his erect penis against my butt. What the fuck? I think. I become angry and clench my teeth but don’t say anything. I just get up, pull my nightgown down, and lie on the mattress on the floor. Luckily, he doesn’t follow but just goes to sleep in my bed.


Much later, I learned that this was the day he applied for a residence permit in Sweden, and he did not seem to have any plane ticket, neither to France nor Iceland.
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