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Dear
reader,

 


If you’d
like to discover the songs accompanying each of Nicholas’ diary
entries, you can find the playlist here:


CLICK FOR KILLER
QUEEN PLAYLIST ON
SPOTIFY.

 








 


For everyone who adored Fred & Viv. I wrote this for
you.
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A Note from Nicholas

 


My darlings,

Ever since I can remember I’ve had some very grand ideas
about myself, and therefore, every now and again, I would record my
important life moments in a diary. The diary itself is made of
expensive worn brown leather, which I like to think adds a sense of
grandeur and importance. Never let it be said that I’m not partial
to a slice of pretension pie.

Often I’ll hear a soundtrack for these moments, like a movie,
if you will. (Do not roll your eyes. I know for a fact that each
and every one of you has, at some point or another, sat in the back
seat of a car while the scenery rolled past, the radio on,
imagining you were the hero/heroine in the opening scene to the
movie of your very own life story.) My point is, I like to
attribute songs to my diary entries. It helps set the tone.
Sometimes I imagine I’m writing to an adoring audience of
thousands. Other times…well, let’s just say I may have a penchant
for thinking of David Bowie in Labyrinth as my agony
aunt.

The other day I came across the diary after having abandoned
her some months ago and began scrolling through the pages,
alternately cringing and smiling fondly at times gone by. Extreme
highs, earth-shattering lows — I’ve had them all. My existence has
been champagne and dirt. I’ve built a career around donning
costumes and transforming into another person, and my life as
Vivica Blue has certainly been an eventful one.

I want to share these moments with you all. I’m exposing my
flaws and my mistakes, because you are my audience, and I, a humble
drag queen on the stage, singing my messed-up little heart out in
the hopes of making you feel something, anything, if only for a
moment.

So I guess I’ll see you on the other side for a glass of
champers and a slice of chocolate cake. (God knows we’ll all need
it.)

Yours always,

Nicholas.

xxx.












September 8th, 2002.

 Soundtrack: “Look
Mummy, No Hands” from Fascinating
Aida/ “The Lost Boy” by Greg
Holden

 


When I
was little, I used to stare at my mother a lot. I thought she was a
beautiful princess, and she fascinated me. Last night I was
remembering her and what little she managed to teach me before she
was gone. I was about to walk onto a stage for the very first time,
and I was terrified.

My hands
shook as I stared at myself in the mirror. I wore a burgundy dress,
black heels, and a long dark wig. I had been experimenting with
makeup for years, so my face was perfect. Red lips, smoky eyes,
false lashes.

“The key to looking good to an audience, Nicholas, is to
over-emphasise everything,” Mum had told me as I lay on her bed, my
chin resting in my hands. I couldn’t have been more than five or
six years old. She sat by her dressing table, turning her face from
side to side as she studied her reflection in the
mirror.

“You want them to be able to see you, especially your eyes. The
eyes are the most important feature when trying to convey a
feeling. It’s where people look the most.” She swept a long,
perfect black line over her upper eyelid, ending with a graceful
flick of her wrist. I stared, taking it all in as she did the same
on the other eye. “Lining the eyes with black makes them pop,” she
said, smacking her lips on the “p” and smiling at me through the
mirror. “Especially when you were blessed with icy blues like you
and I have been.” She gave me a wink.

I
revelled in the affection in her gaze.

She
hummed in the back of her throat and began doing scales. I could
hear Dad downstairs, pottering around as he searched for his car
keys. Mum had a show tonight, and Dad was supposed to be taking her
while Granny Turner babysat me. I didn’t want to stay with Granny
Turner — I wanted to go and watch Mum sing on stage. She performed
at a jazz club in the city a couple of nights a week, but I was
never allowed to go.

She
picked up a blusher brush, tapped it into some red powder, and then
dabbed a touch onto either cheek. “A hint of rouge highlights the
cheekbones and breaks up the pallor. You and I are alabaster,
Nicholas. We need blusher to bring out our rosy cheeks,” she said
and turned around, dabbing some playfully onto the end of my nose.
I giggled and moved away, scrunching up my face.

Even
before she passed, I was always a little enthralled by Mum’s
things. I loved to fiddle with her jewellery, sniff at her perfume,
and meddle with her makeup. I think she sensed the allure it all
held for me, because she was always very accommodating in
explaining what everything was for.

“Now, lipstick can be tricky,” she went on. “Especially when
using a bright colour, like this red I have here.” She twisted the
end of the lipstick, the red part popping out, and held it up to
show me. I leaned closer, trying to make out the words on the end
of the label. I had only just started learning to read, so I
spelled out the letters first.

“C-H-E-R-R-Y,” I said, and Mum smiled. “I don’t know that word
yet.”

“It’s cherry, my dear, like you get on the top of an ice cream
sundae.”

“Cherry,” I repeated as she brought it to her lips.

“It’s best to dab on a light layer, press the lips together,
and then do another if you want to go darker,” she told me, and I
nodded along. She had my rapt attention.

“Dolores, we need to get going,” Dad called impatiently from
downstairs. I frowned. I didn’t want her to leave yet.

Mum
shook her head. “Oh, Nicholas, I’m eternally late. It’s an
unfortunate illness.” She set the lipstick down, picked up her
perfume and spritzed her neck and wrists, then pulled out the clip
that had been holding her curls in place. They fell prettily over
her shoulders. Quickly, she took off her robe and shimmied into a
shiny dark blue dress.

I stared
at her, starry-eyed, as she gave her reflection one last inspection
in the mirror. “Well, how do I look?”

“You look….” I screwed up my mouth thoughtfully before using
my new favourite word. “Marvellous.”

She
smiled even wider then, picked me up, and cuddled me tight before
setting me back down. She kissed me on the cheek and said, “You’ll
be good for your granny, won’t you, Nicholas?”

I gave
her a toothy grin. “I’ll try.”

She left
then, and I went to sit in her spot by the dressing table. When I
saw my reflection, I was fascinated to find a lipstick kiss on my
cheek. I put my hand to it, and my fingertips came away red. I
rubbed the substance between my thumb and forefinger
curiously.

Little
did I know back then that my curiosity, paired with my devout love
of my mother, would lead me down a strange, seldom chosen
path.

Back to
the present. I pressed my lips together anxiously. Strangely, I’d
picked a cherry shade for my show tonight. I peeked out from the
side of the stage to find the club was packed. My heart thrummed in
my chest as I took deep breaths in an effort to calm my nerves.
Another drag queen who hosted the club gave me a quick look up and
down, and then stepped past me. She knew I was the
eighteen-year-old Kiwi who barely spoke a word of French, so she
didn’t bother to make conversation with me. Then she strutted out
onto the stage and started to introduce me. I plastered a smile on
my face and walked out once she was done, all bravado and false
confidence.

I became
my brand-new persona, Vivica Blue.

In time
with the piano on the cheap backing track I was using, I launched
straight into my first number, “Killer Queen.” I reeled when the
audience cheered. I had nothing to worry about. They didn’t throw
beer bottles at me or shout insults like I’d anticipated. Their
appreciation filled me with a glorious sense of purpose, and I
thought to myself that no matter how bizarre or twisted my reasons
for doing this, I had found my calling.







June 18th, 2005.

 Soundtrack: “I Who
Have Nothing” by Shirley Bassey

 


London
was a weird city for me. I had a love/hate relationship with it. I
loved it because there was constant activity. No matter the hour,
you could find something to occupy your time, and I was a breed of
gentleman who needed that. I didn’t like to be left alone with my
thoughts. When I took a trip down that road, my life usually took a
turn for the worse.

I liked
to keep busy. It was a flawed practice because it only worked about
eighty percent of the time, but I supposed eighty percent was
better than a kick in the bollocks.

But back
to the other side of the London coin. I hated it because the
majority of the people seemed to be miserable, yet wholly unaware
of their own misery. It was like they had lived so long in the
noisy, overcrowded metropolis that they couldn’t see how it was
killing their souls.

I didn’t
plan to stay for long — just a few more days, and then I would
leave for pastures new. I had no idea where I was going to go yet,
but really, that was half the thrill. I liked the mystery, got off
on the unknown. For three years I’d been travelling from one place
to the next, and I didn’t have any intention of breaking the
habit.

Movement
meant constant flux, which also meant no slowing down, no time to
review or assess. I was moving forward, never backward.

I pushed
open the fire exit and stepped out the back of the club I’d just
been performing in. My pay for the night was a measly fifty quid,
but I didn’t need to worry about money. The thought caused a
trickle of emotion to infiltrate a heart I always tried to keep
guarded. My father had passed a couple of weeks earlier, and I was
his only living heir, as they put it. I was still trying to come to
terms with my feelings on the matter. We were never close. In fact,
all through my life we’d had a strained relationship, barely even
knew each other, really, yet now all his wealth was being handed
over to me.

I felt
bad because I wasn’t sad that he was gone. After all, how can a
person be gone when they were never really there to begin
with?

He’d
stated in his will that I was to get everything, and I knew deep
down the reason why. It was guilt. He felt guilty for being absent
while I raised myself in a house that was eternally empty, a house
that echoed with the premature death of my mother, who died when I
was just a little boy. He felt responsible for the fact that I was
left alone and vulnerable to being exploited and abused by a bad
person who never should have been allowed access to me.

I tried
to shake those thoughts from my head, didn’t want to think of
them.

I’d just
changed from my stage outfit and into a pair of trousers and a
shirt; I’d removed most of my makeup, but there were still traces
of it on my face. Swearing under my breath as I remembered I’d left
my lighter back in the dressing room, I noticed two men chatting
and smoking beside a dingy, graffiti-laden wall. One of them wore a
yellow shirt and had a hoop earring in his ear. His attention came
to me as I stepped over and asked if I could get a
light.

“Sure you can, blue eyes,” said the man flirtatiously, a smile
shaping his lips, his accent Irish, if I wasn’t
mistaken.

The guy
beside him stubbed out his butt and said he had to be getting back
inside.

The
yellow shirt held up the lighter for me as I lit my smoke. His gaze
ran up and down my body, and I had a feeling he was getting ready
for a come-on. It was a bit of an occupational hazard, blokes
thinking I was gay, but at this point I was used to explaining to
them that I didn’t swing that way.

“I’m Phil,” he said, holding his hand out to me.

I took
it, and we shook briefly. “Nicholas.”

His
smile deepened as he teased, “Oh, I thought it was
Vivica.”

I gave
him a small smirk. “I take it you saw my show.”

“I did. Had a whale of a time. You make a stunning woman,
Nicholas, but I have to say, I much prefer you as a man. Look at
all that gorgeous jet-black hair.” He reached forward and tugged at
the collar of my shirt. “It’s very sex-ay.”

I
laughed and drew away, taking a drag of my smoke. “Appreciate the
compliment.”

He
nodded and took me in, looking like he was thinking of something.
“You free for the rest of the night?”

“Free as a bird.”

“Want to come back to my place for a drink? I’m staying just
around the corner,” he said, his intention blatant. A lot of gay
men were like that, no messing around. If they wanted sex, you knew
about it. Of course, there were the shy ones, but I could already
tell that Phil didn’t have a shy bone in his body. I thought he
might be a little bit tipsy, though.

I
exhaled some smoke, flicking away the ash. “I’m
straight.”

Phil’s
eyebrows shot right up into his hairline. “No shit?”

“None at all, Philip. I like to think of myself as a wonderful
and unique snowflake,” I joked.

Phil
laughed softly, his features marked with interest. “Well, I can’t
say I’m not disappointed. But you know, the offer still stands. I’d
love to hear about how a straight boy from…New Zealand, if my
accent-detecting skills are working correctly…came into the
business of dressing up as a woman.”

I
grinned at him. I didn’t know what it was, but there was something
about Phil that I warmed to. I could tell he was the kind of fellow
I could get along with.

“Do you have any whiskey at your place?” I asked.

“I do believe there’s a bottle of Jameson knocking around
somewhere.”

“Then you’re on.”

We
chatted as we walked to his apartment, which was located on top of
a newsagent’s. His place was small, as was usually the case if you
lived in London, but it was clean and the furniture was nice. I sat
on his couch as he put a CD on and began pouring us both a glass of
whiskey. “I Who Have Nothing” by Shirley Bassey streamed through
the stereo speakers, and I briefly considered adding it to my set
list. I loved those big diva tunes that you could belt out with a
fiery passion.

Phil sat
down next to me and handed me a glass, crossing one leg over the
other and eyeing me curiously.

“So, go ahead and tell me your story, Nicholas. I’m dying to
hear it.”

“How I got into the biz, you mean?” I asked after knocking
back a long gulp. There was something about Phil that made me want
to talk, spill my guts. It was surprising, because usually I was
very private about my past.

“Well, how do most of these…quirks, for lack of a better
word…come about? It’s normally down to adults fucking our heads up,
right? My story is a typical one. Little boy’s mother dies when
he’s just six years old. Little boy seeks comfort in the things his
mother left behind, clothes, jewellery, makeup. They’re the only
way he can feel close to a woman he never got the chance to know.
Little boy’s father is a workaholic, never home. Little boy’s quirk
is discovered by a predator named Kelvin, the predator takes
advantage, blah, blah, blah.”

I felt
Phil’s hand come up to squeeze my arm before I looked at him. He
was frowning, empathy in his gaze. “Oh, no.”

“We’re all a product of our experiences, and I do what I do
because it’s the only way I know how to cope. What’s strange to the
rest of the world is normal for me.”

“I’m sorry that happened to you,” he said, chewing on his lip
as he considered me. Then he slapped his palms down on his thighs.
“Well, how about a private show? I have Vivica Blue in my living
room, and I plan on taking full advantage. Sing me a
song.”

I
smiled, liking how he chose not to dwell on my sad story. Setting
down my glass, I stood and walked over to his stereo, starting up
“I Who Have Nothing” again and singing along with Shirley from the
beginning. I hammed it up to the max. Phil was thoroughly delighted
and applauded loudly when I was done. We spent the rest of the
night talking about our lives and getting to know one another, and
I felt like I’d made new friend, one that would last for many years
to come.

 


 


 


 



October
31st, 2011.

 Soundtrack: “The End”
by My Chemical Romance / “Four Kicks” by Kings of Leon

 


Last
night…last night I was a hot fucking mess, and that’s putting it
mildly. It was Halloween. There’s always shenanigans on Halloween,
par for the course, as they say. Yeah, you all bloody know the
story. One too many vodkas, and I was up on that stage, crying my
eyes out and singing “We Are the Champions” at the top of my lungs
to a club full of unsettled French men.

Picture it here: stage lights come on, music starts up, and
out totters yours truly in a pair of six-inch diamante fuck-me
heels. Always fabulous – even when I’m having an emotional meltdown
in public. I went for a floor-length black velvet dress that would
put both Elvira and Morticia Addams to shame, topped off with a black beehive wig
that could’ve been a good homage to Amy Winehouse if I hadn’t been
so drunk I’d put it on askew.


Normally, I like to think of myself as a classy drag
performer. But not last night. Last night I was pure garishness in
its physical form, and I didn’t give two fucks at the
time.

Phil sat
by the bar, nursing a whiskey sour and giving me the
concerned-parent look.

“Some people don’t know how to have a good TIME!!” I’d shouted
at him. God, I feel like a right shit this morning for that one. As
I got to the part of the song about having no time for losers, I’d
pointed right at Phil. In the end, he gave me a deathly scowl
before swiftly flouncing out of the club with all the pomp and
ceremony of a royally pissed-off homosexual.

Good riddance, I’d thought at the
time. Good grief,
is what I’m thinking right now.

A pretty
horrific night, you’re probably all saying to yourselves. A real
ghoulish tribute to the holiday of All Hallows. Yeah, well, it
didn’t end there. Usually, after I’ve done a show, I change out of
my stage clothes and into something a little more comfortable. No,
not a negligee, you saucy little devils. A pair of jeans and a
T-shirt are my usual go-to items. But last night? Last night I went
backstage, pulled off my wig, grabbed my stuff, and tumbled out of
the bar in all my hermaphro-guy-in-a-dress glory. You may well suck
in your breath at what a vastly misguided decision that was. The
club was located in a less than savoury area of Paris. Needless to
say, I lasted about three minutes before a group of hooligans began
to follow me and shout insults. Since I know enough French to get
by, I knew exactly what they were calling me.

All the
usual gay slurs. I won’t be so crude as to recite them here. Little
did they know, I’d probably fucked more women than they would
combined in their entire lifetimes. It’s not something I’m proud
of. In fact, thinking of my many conquests can often leave me
feeling a little bit empty and worthless. Still, like the glutton
for punishment that I am, I keep going back for more. Somewhere in
my psyche there’s this firm belief that I will one day find solace
in a vagina.

My
psyche’s a deceiving little prick.

“Go fuck yourself,” I’d shouted at one of them when he
insinuated I’d probably love to suck his cock. The next thing I
knew, a foot was making contact with the back of my knee and a fist
was flying full steam ahead at my face. I ducked to avoid it and
pulled off both my heels. FYI: They are lethal motherfuckers when
used as a weapon, and I was drunk enough to start wielding them
like a crazy ex-wife who just got shafted in the divorce settlement
and was now out to draw blood.

The pavement cut into my stocking-clad feet as I lifted one
heel high into the air before bringing it down hard on the head of
the shit who had attacked me. A dangerous move that could very well
have killed him, but I was running crazy on alcohol, and he
had started
it.

Wallop.
Thump. Wallop.

Before I
knew it, his friends were advancing on me, and no matter how lethal
my shoes were, they weren’t going to be a match for five-homo
hating ne’er-do-wells.

The
irony of the entire situation was that I’m about as straight as
Clint Eastwood smoking a cigarette, wearing a brown leather jacket,
squinting his eyes and casually pointing a gun in your face.
Unfortunately, this was not my first queer-bashing rodeo, and,
sadly, it probably wouldn’t be the last.

Some
people might say that I’m asking for it.

Those
people would be right in many respects.

However,
it still seriously pisses me off that we live in world where you
can’t be free to express yourself in whatever strange way you
happen to choose. I clutched my stomach and grunted in pain when
one of them landed a kick to my abdomen. They kept going at me
then, and I was far too outnumbered to be able to defend
myself.

Oh,
well, at least I put up a decent fight with my Jimmy
Choos.

Before I
knew it, my attackers were scarpering, and two French policemen
were staring down at me, wearing ever-so-glum frowns. They didn’t
seem too shocked, though. I wondered vaguely how often they came
across men in drag who’d just had the living shit kicked out of
them.

This was Paris, after all.

It was
fortunate that the vast amounts of alcohol I’d consumed were
numbing my body to the pain. I’d be feeling it in the morning,
though.

Long
story short, the policemen brought me to the hospital, where a
rather unsexy nurse bandaged me up and sent me on my merry way. I
was given some unflattering clothes to wear, most likely from the
Lost and Found, and then an orderly came to hustle me into a
taxi.

This was
a new low, but I didn’t cry on the way home, nor did I feel sorry
for myself. Instead, I planned on taking a very long nap, waking
up, locating a bottle of liquor, and calling up one of the lovely
ladies who happened to reside in my little black book.

Call me
a degenerate.

Call me
stupid.

All I
knew was that I wanted to forget. I wanted to feel pleasure with my
body while my brain and emotions checked out. I arrived back at the
apartment I was renting, flopped down onto the bed, and promptly
fell asleep.


 November
1st,
2011.


Soundtrack: “My Alcoholic Friends” by The Dresden
Dolls.

 


The
second I woke up this morning, I wanted to go straight back to
slumber-land. The thing was, I wasn’t alone. I had company, and not
the good kind with breasts. Phil sat on the green velvet chair I’d
placed by the side of my bed, one leg crossed over the other and
his mouth drawn into a thin, displeased line.

Damn him
and knowing where I hide my spare key.

He
folded his arms when he saw my eyes blink open.

“I’m not even sure if I want to know what happened to you last
night,” he said in his lilting Irish accent. Phil and his current
squeeze had been living in Paris for the last two years. They’d
been managing a small but successful gay bar; however, Phil had
been feeling homesick and had just secured a new job in Dublin. He
was moving home next week, and I wasn’t sure whether I was looking
forward to or dreading his departure.

I sat
up, rubbed at my eyes, and winced at the pain in my stomach and
chest. I was topless, but there was a bandage around my torso. Phil
sucked in a shocked breath when the blanket fell from me and he saw
the bruising.

“Jesus Christ! Did you get knocked over by a car or
something?” he asked, concerned now.

I
located a glass of water on my bedside dresser and took a long,
thirsty gulp. “No, I left the club in a dress, and a group of
ragamuffins decided they had a problem with me,” I replied with
dark humour.

“They beat you up?”

“Yes, but it was all in good fun. I was a sport about
it.”

“Stop joking around, Nicholas. This is serious. Did you call
the police?”

“They were the ones who came to my rescue, actually. Brought
me to the hospital and everything. Very pleasant chaps altogether.
I think I might send a card and a box of biscuits to say thank
you.”

Phil
frowned at me but didn’t say anything. He was right — I was joking
around. I just didn’t want to have to face the depressing nature of
my life by discussing the beating in any kind of serious manner. It
would put a dampener on a day that I planned to fill with the joys
of sex and alcohol.

A few
moments of silence ensued before I grabbed my phone and began
scrolling through my list of contacts.

“Who are you calling?” Phil asked, eyes narrowed.

“Jeanette. I’m asking her over. You’re welcome to stay and
watch if that’s what floats your boat.”

“Please. I’m in no way curious to see
you fuck a woman, Nicholas. And if you want my opinion, that
Jeanette is no good for you. All she ever does is ply you with
alcohol and ask you for money that she never pays back. I’m not too
keen on her friends, either. They all strike me as burgeoning
alcoholics, and you drink far too much as it is.”

“Pfffft,” was the only reply I gave him as I lifted my phone
to my ear. “Jeanette, darling, be a dear and pop over today, would
you?”

Jeanette
was a petite blonde French girl with small but delightfully perky
breasts. I spoke to her in English because she was fluent, and my
French was garbled on a good day. And this was not a good day. In
fact, I was already trying to remember where I’d left the
painkillers they’d given me at the hospital last night.

“Nicholas,” said Jeanette, flirtation in her voice. I could
hear her smack her lips together. “So good to hear from you. I will
consider your invitation. What’s in it for me?”

“Orgasms aplenty,” I replied with a roll of my tongue, giving
Phil a cheeky wink. He screwed up his mouth in displeasure and rose
from the chair, leaving me to my conversation.

“Oh, really. I like the sound of that. Tell me
more.”

“Weeelllll,” I began, rummaging a cigarette and a lighter from
a pair of jeans I’d discarded on the floor, and lit up. “First of
all, we’re going to get drunk, very
drunk. Then I’ll be quite charming in my efforts
to lure you into shedding your clothes. I’ll spread your legs and
perhaps have a little
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