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Names have been changed, personalities embellished, and events remembered to the best of my abilities—because that’s how stories work.




Dedication

To Phoebe, thank you for teaching me what tenses are, even when things got tense.

To Sam, thank you for teaching me where a comma goes—it’s just when you take a breath.

To Hana and Haley, thank you for taking a chance on this book, even when no one was asking for it.

To Travis, thank you for telling me to write a book; I guess one person wanted it.

To Cole, thanks for being a bro, and a Brody. There were just too many C names in the book. It’s not personal, I would never try to protect your identity.

To Mom, thank you for giving me life; this book wouldn’t exist without you, because I wouldn’t exist without you. I love you.





It matters not what you’ve done but what you do with what you’ve done for others.

– NOAH CENTINEO






Foreword

I met Lukas back in 2016 while he was lying in a hospital bed, frail and pale, moments away from death.

It was one of his first paid acting jobs, and he was playing a cancer-stricken teen in my very first book adaptation, Confess.

At the time, we were just two people hoping our dream jobs would work out, and while I wasn’t sure where my career would end up, I knew the moment Lukas filmed his first scene that I was witnessing something special. His insane talent on camera and his authenticity off camera were a rare combination, and I was convinced back then that he had found his calling.

Despite our age difference, living states apart from each other, and seemingly having very little in common, Lukas and I instantly clicked. And while I’m sure we both had hopes that Confess would lead to bigger and better things, I don’t know that either of us expected to walk away from that experience with what has become a decade-long friendship.

We’ve spent the last ten years learning alongside each other how to navigate public-facing careers, and the highs and lows that come with that. We’ve celebrated each other’s successes and bitched over the failures, because in this industry, success does not always equal fame, and fame is not always a success.

It would’ve been very easy for Lukas to ignore that truth, like many people do who are still on the path of following their dreams. I could see how writing a memoir where every mistake is wrapped up neatly with self-awareness, perfect lighting, and a lesson the reader can walk away with could be a good next move for Lukas’s career.

But that isn’t what he did.

Instead, Lukas managed to write something more dangerous. He wrote the truth. And that’s risky when people think they already know who you are.

What struck me the most while reading this was how willing Lukas was to let himself look messy. I mean, who writes in detail about their experience with an STD when they’re still attempting to build a broader audience? He’s impulsive and occasionally ridiculous, and even sometimes wrong. There’s no performance of perfection in these pages. No attempt to rewrite himself into the best possible version of the story.

No ghostwriter could pull off what he did himself, page by painstakingly truthful page, and that’s rare.

Especially now, when everyone feels pressure to flatten themselves into something easier to consume. This book does the opposite. Lukas writes the way memory actually feels: embarrassing, painful, tender, observant, and unhinged. And beneath all the effortless humor and chaos, I think this book is really about something a lot more universal than the title admits.

This book isn’t about attention. It’s about what happens after people start watching you. It’s about what parts of yourself become exaggerated for survival, what parts disappear, and what parts remain beneath all the performance. The title is the only thing about this book that feels dishonest, because I don’t believe Lukas wrote this for attention. I believe he wrote this for himself.

Knowing Lukas, he likely doesn’t give a shit if you read this book or not.

But you should read it, because by the end of it, you’ll feel like you’ve spent time with a real person trying to untangle himself in real time, and that honesty and vulnerability will undoubtedly untangle parts of you.

—Colleen Hoover




INTRODUCTION

I Killed a Kid

At the end of sixth grade, I killed a kid.

I’d gone to school with him my whole life and had never been particularly fond of him. He was meek, and when he did speak, it was with the soft, nasally voice of what my friends and I would call a “milk drinker.” His only real value was that he could make people laugh. He’d go up in front of the class and act out little stories he’d written, and it would be like the circus had come to town. Everyone would laugh and applaud, and he would stand there, soaking it all in. You could tell that every shred of his self-worth was wrapped up in those brief moments of adulation, standing at the front of Mrs. Smith’s classroom….

It made my skin crawl.

The way he’d dance when they said dance, a faint glimmer of hope in his eyes, like maybe this time would be the last time he’d have to dance for them. With every laugh (usually at his expense), you could tell he’d be thinking this would finally get him invited to all the sleepovers or to trade Pokémon cards or whatever else the other kids did after school. You could tell that he really thought that this would be the time when he had finally won them over for good. The whole thing reeked of desperation.

But sure enough, eventually, he wore them down. They anointed him. He started playing football and dressing like an athlete to fully embrace his new identity. He walked around with the popular crew, struggling to keep up at the back of the pack, but he was there nonetheless. He even managed to land “the third hottest girl in school.”

A few months into middle school, just when it looked like everything was finally falling into place, a rumor surfaced. Word was he had stolen his brother’s Lucky Strike cigarettes, and forced some of his new, popular friends to smoke with him. His attempt to reinvent himself had blown up in his face, because no matter what, he would always be that little milk drinker. They had sensed his desperation, just like I had predicted they would, and it all came crumbling down around him. Now all those popular kids, the ones who he had performed for and catered to, were going around school telling everyone to watch out—that there was something wrong with this kid. All of a sudden, he was back to where he started. Actually, he was worse off. Before, he was invisible. Now, he was a target.

So, of course, there were more rumors. There was a rumor about him being gay and trying to kiss one of the football players while he was passed out at a team sleepover. There was another (oddly specific one) about him having really long pubes that he would groom into a pompadour.

This went on for most of the year, with the attacks growing more ruthless and more creative, until one day after school, as the kid was walking home all by his lonesome, they descended upon him with airsoft guns. The kid was surrounded, and he started whimpering like a little bitch. Which, of course, the popular kids loved. When he tried to make a break for it, they shot his ass up. Thud after thud, the pellets had rained down on him.

The kid was never seen again.

Some people said he ran away from home. Others thought maybe he went to juvie for forcing kids to smoke those Lucky Strikes. But I know the truth.

The truth is, that night, while he was sitting at home watching Jerry Springer with his mom, she discovered the welts all over his body and resolved to not let him go back for the rest of the year. In the fall, she would transfer him to a new school, fifteen minutes south. The truth is, sitting on that itchy living room sofa, I decided to kill him.

And let me tell you, Lucas died slowly. Fucker was more resilient than expected. That version of myself had to be suffocated, snuffed out, day after day, month after month. Throughout that spring and into the summer, I took him apart piece by piece, and by the time August rolled around, he was dead.

I actually started to take pleasure in it. I played with the body. I wasn’t heartless, though. I knew it would be cruel to leave his mom without her youngest son. So I replaced him with someone new, someone edgier, someone with sharp teeth who wasn’t going to take shit from anyone. I dyed his hair black and dressed him up like a Hot Topic mannequin. I propped his lifeless corpse up in front of the mirror and imagined a whole new personality for him, one that would make him worth keeping around this time. One that people would pay attention to.

Because really, that’s what I’ve always wanted. Attention. Only the way I’d been going about it was all wrong. That was the version of Lucas that needed to go. The one that danced too hard for everybody else. The one that was desperate, embarrassing.

That was the little boy I had been forced to kill. The one I had been since I was old enough to remember, the one no one ever paid attention to no matter how hard he—I—tried. The only thing I didn’t change was his name. That felt like a bridge too far. I mean, his mom had named him after her favorite movie, the one with Corey Haim and Winona Ryder, where Corey played an awkward teenager who was bullied by the cool kids. She loved a “standing up to the bullies” type of movie.

Lucas. Except she swapped the c for a k. Just to set him apart.




1.

Lies I Told My Journal

“Your son is naked.”

I was, in fact, not naked—I was wearing lingerie and Playboy Bunny ears. Unfortunately for me, my family was too simple-minded to see my vision.

Earlier that day, my father sat me down and informed me that I needed to look and act nice for the summer barbecue he was throwing later that night—a tall order for a four-year-old, but I’ve always been eager to please. Believing I understood the assignment, I immediately thought of the most provocative person I could imagine, which to four-year-old me just so happened to be my mom. Specifically the time she dressed up as a Playboy Bunny for Halloween while my dad went as Hugh Hefner. I dug through her closet, looped her bra around my spindly shoulders, wrapped a T-shirt around my waist, and polished off the look with some leftover bunny ears from some Easters ago.

Downstairs, the party was in full swing as I emerged onto the patio by the pool, standing on my tiptoes to mimic walking in high heels, puffing up my chest—ready to bask in the adulation of the crowd. I felt the energy of the party shift as everyone turned their attention to little old me, smiling and laughing. Everyone except my father, whose face was turning a shade of red I hadn’t seen before.

“Why is he naked? What is he doing? Stop him from doing that,” my father hissed to my mom, quietly enough not to disrupt the party but loud enough to pierce right through me.

“He’s not hurting anybody,” my mom responded, waving off my dad and returning to the guests.

“He’s embarrassing me,” he repeated again, now attracting onlookers.

That’s my first memory: He’s embarrassing me.

I couldn’t understand how I was embarrassing him. I thought I looked fucking hot. My dad begged to differ. He always got a little mean under pressure, and that night he was under a lot of it. The contempt in his eyes set me ablaze. Something ignited in me.

Couldn’t he see that I was being entertaining?

“For God’s sake, get him down from there. He’s making me crazy.”

I’m not sure how most children would have behaved in this situation. My three older brothers—Jesse, Cory, and Travis—probably would have been embarrassed. They might have slunk away, unhooked their bra straps, and locked themselves in their rooms for the rest of the night. But not me. I kept dancing.

While the classic rock ballads blared from the surround sound, I proceeded to gyrate for hours, discovering new and exciting dance moves that still have not been replicated to this day. I don’t know how long I danced for exactly, but people were worried that this little four-year-old freak might never stop swaying his hips.

Eventually, the crowd’s joy turned into genuine concern. What had started as a cute, funny thing had devolved into something uncomfortable and weird. Nevertheless, I persisted, determined to see it through to the bitter end. As the adults my dad so deeply wanted to impress milled about the backyard, I soldiered on. I had hired myself to be the entertainment for the night’s festivities and goddammit—I was going to fulfill my obligations. People would be entertained. They were going to love it whether they liked it or not.

Unfortunately, they did not.

Nor would they for many years to come. But I did know that someday somebody was going to appreciate me and that I would not stop until they did.

As the party was wrapping up, I decided my shift as the dancing Playboy Bunny had come to an end. Exhausted, I collapsed into the pool, stretching my limbs wide before I hit the water. When I reached the surface, I heard it: the sound of my parents—both my parents—laughing. Not at me, but together in delight. I had made my dad laugh. Mission accomplished.

That barbecue was the last time I remember my parents together. Within a few months, they were divorced. And I would spend the rest of my childhood wondering if I was part of the reason why. No wonder I had wanted to kill that kid.

WE MOVED OUT of our house in the rain; water pelting the windshield as my mom drove me and my brothers away from the only world I had known up to that point, to a different life, a different house. Two houses, actually; neither of which had a pool. And as a seven-year-old living in sunny California, this was honestly more upsetting to me than my parents’ divorce. So instead of swimming around the backyard while my brothers practiced their kickflips on their skateboards, I ended up spending my afternoons immersed in … bathwater.

I can probably chalk this up to some subconscious desire for me to go back to being an amorphous blob of cells floating in the abyss of my mother’s womb (didn’t Freud say every boy wants to kill his father and float in his mother’s uterine fluids?), but regardless, while most boys were playing outside, I spent the majority of my free time in the tub, writing.

The cover of my journal came with the word DIARY in gold letters, but I’d crossed that out and scribbled JOURNAL in black ink. Little gay boys who love taking baths wrote in diaries. Men recorded their observations in a journal. Or a podcast. Or a premature celebrity memoir. But since I didn’t know what those things were yet, I settled for a journal.

I had an elaborate ritual. I would come home from school, lower the lights, and put on my favorite music. Sometimes, I’d even bring my “son” along with me: a pet rabbit named Silver that was a gift from my Uncle Mike (who was not an uncle, just some guy named Mike who my mom was sleeping with and whom she had told us to call Uncle Mike). With or without Silver, I would sink into a warm bath, crack my knuckles, open my journal, and lie my fucking ass off.

Everyone is born with one special gift. For some people, it’s athletic ability. For others, it’s being good at math or whatever engineers do. But me?

I was born a liar.

So when I sat down to write, I’d end up with something that could only be classified as “fiction with benefits.”

Still can’t do a bakhand spring, and my Coach can’t teach me any longer cuz he burned in a fire, I lamented in one entry. I’m on American Idol this season! Simon said I was his faverit and Randy even called me his dog. Also, SARS is going around, and I have it. I touched a dead seagull on a dare with my brothers and have been coffing ever since. I have to hide from evryone so I don’t get them sick, went another. You know, the usual musings of a child.

Look, I was hell-bent on living a life worth writing about, even if that life was a collection of falsehoods and fantasies. Even if the life I was describing wasn’t actually, you know … mine. Because in reality, every day of my life was pretty much the same. Mom would pick up Cory, Travis, and me in her Nissan Quest. Then we’d stop for fast food, and she’d drop us off at home so she could hurry back to work. Not exactly the makings of a riveting journal entry.

So instead, I would sprint to the bathtub to reinvent my day for my journal, as my CD player blasted Britney Spears’s “Lucky” on repeat.

Oh, who was I kidding? It was a fucking diary.

I dont even go to highscool yet but they just crouned me prom king, now the only thing I have to do is fined a dait. I’m thinking of askin Hayden Panettiere, I began my entry one afternoon, but the opening chorus of “Lucky” had just started over again … and I couldn’t resist.

“‘She’s so lucky. She’s a star! But she cry, cry, cries,’” I began to belt, beautifully I might add, until—

“Holy shit, dude, he’s singing like a little bitch in there.”

The voice behind the door belonged to Jace, one of my brother Cory’s bandmates, who always wore a top hat and was vegan before it was trendy. The rest of my brother’s bandmates behind the door were less memorable, but that didn’t lessen how mortified I felt as they all burst out laughing at my expense.

Cory’s voice floated up from beneath the bathwater, warped but still clear enough. “Dude, he does this all day.”

Cory was six years older than me—and was technically my half brother—but in my eyes he was more than a sibling. He was my idol. A literal rock star. A leather-clad force of nature who I would do anything to impress. I attended every single one of his band’s shows, despite never being able to pronounce their name—I was pretty sure it had something to do with the war in Afghanistan or 9/11. Everything kind of did at that time.

So, when Cory wanted to do a prank in some lo-fi skate video he was filming, I was always the first to volunteer.

Running into the Vons on El Camino Real, I’d call out to unsuspecting shoppers exiting the store, grocery bags in hand: “Um, excuse me, miss?”

“Yes?”

“Your labia … it’s stuck in your zipper.”

And every time, without fail, they would look down and check.

When Cory and his friends laughed at my stunts, I felt like I was levitating, as if there were a beam of light shooting out of my chest. But now, as they laughed outside the bathroom door, I realized that Cory’s feelings about me were more akin to how a child feels about a firefly—exciting at first, but then, eventually, it’s just another thing buzzing around. You can either let it be free … or torture it and let it die in a jar.

“Can you hear him still?” one of Cory’s friends asked.

I stayed mute and motionless in the tub, quietly withering while I waited for them to get tired of teasing me. But they kept going. Torture and death in a jar it was.

After what felt like hours but was probably five minutes or so, I finally heard them in the backyard crushing beer cans and shouting over the Dead Kennedys blasting out of the stereo. I figured they were distracted enough that I could sneak outside to go get my emotional support animal from his cage.

“I loved your vocals, Lucky!” Jace called out from behind the trampoline. They were all gathered back there, throwing errant items from the house—cardboard boxes, newspapers, anything flammable, really—into a giant hole they’d dug up in the lawn.

Momentarily forgetting about Silver and their previous torment, I crawled up on the trampoline to get closer to Cory. He immediately pushed me back.

“Hey, come on, you can’t stay down here with us. We’re doing stuff,” Cory said.

I started to whine, but he cut me off.

“If you go to your room, I’ll teach you a new chord on the guitar tomorrow.”

I pleaded with him, trying to think up some elaborate stunt that would convince him to let me stay. I would happily degrade myself and let them film it just to get back in their good graces. Cory shook his head. He knew all my tricks, and he wasn’t falling for any of them.

I shrugged off the rejection, trying to seem nonchalant as I headed back inside, my eyes welling up with tears. I was almost in the clear when suddenly I whipped around and blurted, “Fuck you guys! I wasn’t even singing, that was the radio!” then ran upstairs, their laughter echoing behind me.

I tried spying on them from the kitchen window for a little while before I retreated to the room I shared with Travis. When I entered, he was just sitting there, playing video games. He had been there for hours, perfectly and completely content with being alone. We were very different, Travis and I. He was four years older than me and with my eldest brother, Jesse, having already moved out of the house, Travis became the textbook middle child: He was highly allergic to the spotlight, and his moral compass was intrinsically pure. That last part really pissed me off because I wanted that needle to point in the opposite direction at least some of the time.

“Do you even know what they’re doing out there?” I asked him, secretly hoping he would rat on them to Mom, allowing me to get revenge while keeping my hands clean.

“I dunno, same thing as they always do?” Travis shrugged.

He was right, but it still pissed me off.

“Just forget it.” I sighed, flinging myself on the bed, shielding my eyes with my forearm dramatically.

“I just want Mom to come home.”

Travis paused his game to turn back and look at me. “Why are you obsessed with her? It’s kinda gay.”

“I’m not gay; you’re gay! Look at what you’re doing!” I pointed at the screen, paused on two sweaty, shirtless men engaged in Mortal Kombat.

He punched me in the arm until I curled into a ball, squealing, “Wait until Mom gets home! You’re finished in this town!”

But my brother was right. I was—and still very much am—a certified mama’s boy. I ride hard for that bitch. Always have, always will.

When I wasn’t bathing or lying to my journal, I spent most evenings after school counting down the minutes until I could climb all over my mom again, as if her body were a tree, and I, her feral emotionally complicated squirrel.

Before the divorce, Mom did nails at the beauty salon downtown. She’d sneak little bottles home that smelled like formaldehyde and indulge me as I pretended to be what I thought was a wide variety of characters—using different accents and body language—but, in reality, were all just versions of “vaguely fancy old woman” getting her nails done.

“How are the kids, Barbara?” she’d ask me, and I’d snap my imaginary chewing gum.

“Oh, they’re good. Little Saulie just got into the Jehovah’s Witness program at school, and Mindy’s pregnant. Again!”

No matter what I came up with, she’d rub the oil into my cuticles, massage my palms, and encourage me on with Oh, you all afternoon long until I was ready to go back to being Lukas.

But after the divorce, she switched jobs and started selling real estate, and the bottles of nail polish were replaced by stacks of folders. There was a new edge to her, and she was always in a constant state of stress. I would sidle up next to her as she pored over those goddamned folders, putting on an affectation and flicking my wrist, pointing to a flyer of a modern Spanish revival for sale.

“My cat, Minerva, would just about waste one of her nine lives to get her litter box into that little number!” I’d say, trying to get our game going again.

“Sorry, honey. Not now,” she’d respond, snatching her folders away and moving to the other side of the table.

It was jarring because when my mom was happy, she was fucking giddy, like she were projecting her happiness from a Broadway stage and the people in the back row could feel it. But when she was stressed, her sigh was loud enough to reach that very same back row.

So when my mom would come home at night and cook dinner while reviewing real estate contracts, I would try desperately to get that giddy version of her back.

“Mom, is the house in escargot?” I’d ask, feigning enthusiasm for her new job.

“It’s escrow, you dumb bitch,” Cory would correct me, laughing.

“That’s what I said, asshole,” I’d snap back.

“Lukas, language,” Mom would warn me, pretending to give a shit. Every so often, she felt the need to pretend that kind of language wouldn’t be tolerated in our household.

So when I heard “Where the fuck is your brother? Why isn’t he watching you?” fly out of my mother’s mouth when she came home later that afternoon only to find Travis and I still hitting each other and fighting over who was gayer, I knew that something was seriously wrong.

Come to think of it, the air had started to smell funny … like burnt toast, but this was no stroke. I had the sinking suspicion it had something to do with the flaming pit of garbage Cory and his friends had assembled in the backyard.

“Where is Cory, Lukas? I know you know. I see it in those eyes, you know I know when you’re lying,” my mom said.

I looked from Travis to my mother and shrugged, feigning innocence.

If Cory taught me anything, it was that if I wanted to be like him, I couldn’t be a snitch. Snitches get stitches, and little snitch bitches with stitches get their ass beat.

“Goddammit,” she said under her breath, shaking her head.

“Cory!” she yelled again. “Stay in your room, guys.”

We did as we were told … for about twenty seconds. As we crept out behind her, camping out at the top of the stairs, I wrapped my arms around my body and curled into a little ball. The spaces between the banister bars provided a view of the downstairs as if it were the balcony of a theater.

“Why does it smell like smoke?” she shouted.

Cory appeared through the sliding glass doors, and the interrogation began.

“What’s burning? Why did you leave your brothers alone? Why does it smell like burnt toast?” she asked, looking past him into the backyard.

But he wouldn’t look at her, let alone respond. When he tried, his words were too slurred to comprehend. So he just stood there, staring at his feet, until finally Mom noticed something out of the corner of her eye.

“Oh my God—Silver!” Mom screamed as she darted toward the smoke-filled hutch at the edge of our yard.

“Get the fuck out. Go home, all of you. Now!”

She was angrier than I’d ever seen her. Even when she was livid she just sounded exhausted. This time was different.

Cory and his friends scattered, exchanging looks like my mom had lost her mind.

I ran right past them, following the sound of her wailing over to the cage, only to find my pet rabbit lying belly up. My two-year-old son, dead from asphyxiation. Silver, we hardly knew ye.

“You murdered your brother’s rabbit?!” my mother howled.

“I didn’t do anything! I was just making a fire,” Cory said, his glassy eyes now widening in shock. “We didn’t see his rabbit was back there; we were just trying to make … s’mores.”

My mom tried grabbing his shoulders, but he wriggled away.

“What’s gotten into you?” she asked, her tone laced with disappointment and exasperation. Whatever she was feeling in that moment, it was too much for Cory to bear. He began shouting angrily, fighting fire with fire. “I can’t be around all of this! I don’t want to live here anymore!”

I felt my body stiffen. I’d barely had a moment to process Silver’s death, and now my real worst fear was coming to pass. Cory’s leaving me. This was my Red Wedding.

“Then go! I give up. I don’t know how to help you anymore,” my mom shrieked back.

Cory didn’t say anything. If my superpower was lying, his was saying nothing when he was angry. I wish I had inherited that skill. Mom waited for him to give in, to submit, to at least say something. But Cory had the power to destroy in silence: He didn’t slam the door. He didn’t even speak. He just left.

That night, I crawled back into my castle-shaped bunk bed, hugging my journal to my chest. Maybe I could rewrite this, too.

Silver had to go. He was too clingy, so my mom got me a new son. A gurgeus Palumino ponie named Lucky. They both eat carrets. Cory’s going to teach me how to ride him when he comes back from vecation.

Mom came in and sat down at the foot of the bed. The bonfire smoke had seeped into her pores, while the frown lines on her brows seemed more pronounced than usual.

“Your brother left. I put Silver in the freezer. We can bury him tomorrow,” she said plainly, letting out one of her epic sighs. “What are you writing about?”

“Nothing,” I lied.

Cory had run away. Silver was dead. Mom was a shell of herself. Dad might as well have been gone, because even when he was there, he wasn’t really. And I was a sad, scared little bitch who lied to his own diary.

Silver had the most beautiful funeral, people are saying it was pretier then Princess Diana’s. Everyone who is everyone came, and I would be more sad if it wasn’t preity.

“Lulu,” she said, taking the pen out of my hand and wrapping her arms around me. “You can cry. It’s okay.”

While Freud might’ve been a perv and a raging cokehead, he was also right about a lot of things. Burrowed into my mother’s chest—the closest I could possibly get to being back in her womb—I finally felt safe enough to cry.

“It’s all going to be okay,” she continued.

But as much as I wanted to believe her, I knew it was just another story she was telling me. That she was rewriting the future in real time. She was lying, but it worked. I felt better. Lying, I had discovered, was a good thing.




2.

LadiesManLukas

My parents stared at me.

“Hug each other!” I pleaded.

They stared at each other.

“Pleeeeeeeeease hug!” Travis and I cheered in unison.

I beamed as my parents grimaced through a tepid hug. I stood, looking between the two of them. If they were Barbies, I would smash them together. I didn’t understand that they didn’t want to hug each other. How could two people who used to be married—who used to share a bed, share a life—now not even want to touch each other? It didn’t make sense to me.

My mom pulled away first.

Then she left to catch the next train back to San Diego, and it was just the three of us, standing there, with nothing to say to one another.

Dad was designated for the weekends. Mom on the weekdays. My mom’s house was maximalist and cluttered. Her kitchen was done over in a pastel wallpaper, faux wood cabinets, and laminate countertops that made it feel like the set of an NBC sitcom. The living room even housed a teal sectional that was perfect for hanging out.

Dad’s house was the opposite. Minimalist would be putting it kindly. It felt empty—a sparse, nineties suburban attempt at modernity. The appliances were unboxed and forgotten. The house was completely empty except for an IKEA sofa and a fridge packed to the brim with nothing but strawberry SlimFasts.

In short, it was a child’s worst nightmare: hollow and quiet. But there was one thing my dad’s house had that my mom’s house didn’t: The Sims.

My dad’s house was my house, but my Sims house? That was my home.

My babysitter had introduced me to the game when I first moved to Long Beach, and from then on I was hooked. My pride and joy was my Moroccan-inspired mansion, and I would spend hours tweaking it until it was just right. I’d sit in my dad’s computer room, gazing out the window at the pump jacks lining the hills, dreaming of the day I could live as extravagantly as my wealthiest Sims. I turned my nose up at the “low rent” Sims families who worked for their money, while I used Rosebud;! and control + shift + control to make my way to the top with a motherlode of riches. For those of you who have never played The Sims Online—that was a cheat code in the game. I was a cheater. But God, was I rich.

The only thing I loved more than the architectural aspects of the game was its WooHoo feature. You see, while San Diego was for surfing, and Long Beach was for oil refineries, Sim Nation was strictly for fucking.

In real life, I was your average eight-year-old with a bowl cut and oversize Billabong hand-me-downs I’d inherited from my older brothers. But in the Sims world, I was a goateed stud with blond tips who looked straight out of Sugar Ray. Or, sometimes, if I was feeling a little risqué, I was a busty redheaded seductress in a cowboy hat, like Lindsay Lohan in Georgia Rule. No matter who I was, I loved The Sims because I could be anyone—and do anyone—I wanted.

I wasn’t quite sure what those pixelated freaks were doing between the sheets when they WooHoo’ed; all I knew is that I was desperate to partake. Because deep down, I was just a horny little kid desperate for any kind of attention, even if it happened to be from strangers online.

Everything I said to these digital strangers was stitched together from fragments of dialogue I’d borrowed from my other “Dad’s house hobby”—soaking in all the Skinemax soft-core porn I could get my hands on. With my thumb hovering over the power button on the remote in case anyone walked in, and the volume turned down as low as it could possibly go, I would listen intently. The story and the character development was more important to me than the actual sex. I liked the sex, but what really did it for me was the tension, the human connection, the way the actors gazed into each other’s eyes as they faked one orgasm after another. That shit was my bread and butter.

For a time, at least.

“Did you do this, or did Travis do this, or do I have to fire someone?”

My dad had sat me down one day, grilling me to get to the bottom of the dozens of cable charges for something called The Sex Files on the cable bill (not to be confused with The X Files, which is famously pretty sexless). I tipped my chin defiantly.

“It’s Travis. And I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

We all knew it was me.

“You shouldn’t be watching that stuff. You’re too young; it’ll warp your development,” my dad said, reading me for filth.

“It’s not me!”

“It’s pornography, Lukas. You can’t watch pornography.”

“Well … then you have to stop listening to Howard.”

This gave him pause.

My dad was Howard Stern’s number one fan. His late-night show echoed through the halls of our empty house, and his radio show was the soundtrack to our many car rides. He listened every single day without fail. Sometimes on repeat. It was all Howard, all the time. Stern was as much a part of our family as Travis or my mom. He was—I was sure of it—making me into a man. A real man. Everything I thought I knew about sex, about life, I learned as an eight-year-old from Howard Stern.

I didn’t understand everything Howard said, but I liked the sound of his voice, and I liked how he made my dad laugh. Howard was irreverent in a way that felt like he didn’t belong in Hollywood, or at
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Praise for I Wrote This for Attention:

‘I Wrote This for Attention is hilarious, painful and reflective, covering his search for a sense of self as a young gay boy, his relationship with drugs and ego, and finally entering adulthood. Above all, it’s a story of queer self-invention, of what it takes to make something of oneself’

Vogue

‘Gage specialises in characters whose lives are messy and chaotic – just like his own. That life is all laid on the line in his memoir … Although comically entertaining, its subject matter is anything but’

Guardian

‘This book is raw, provocative, chaotic and – dare I say – slutty. Wait, sorry, that was me describing Lukas Gage. The book, though, is every bit of that and more. A must-read for anyone who’s a fan of Lukas (or even if you can’t stand him). Or, if you’ve never heard of him – which, honestly, is most of you – just read it anyway’

COLLEEN HOOVER, #1 Sunday Times bestselling author

‘The book gets to the crux of him … It’s often a very funny coming-of-age story, rooted in the plasticky excess of the Noughties (‘Curious’ by Britney Spears wafts through the air; Paris Hilton and Lindsay Lohan are cultural touchstones), but also bleak and unsparing’

Independent

‘For a self-proclaimed liar, Lukas Gage is brutally honest. And for an exhibitionistic chaos agent with a borderline personality disorder, he is entirely relatable. This insightful memoir will earn your attention with its humor and its heartbreak’

MIKE WHITE, Emmy-winning writer and director

‘Gage charts his rise from attention-seeking child to attention-seeking adult with screwball details, willful humility and plenty of lies’

Vulture

‘Gage’s beguiling new memoir … is an unflinchingly frank and feral account of the actor’s chaotic childhood and angsty adolescence bouncing around the beach cities of Southern California, while embarking on a quest for stardom – and stability’

Rolling Stone

‘This book is as unhinged and heartwarming as Lukas is’

RILEY KEOUGH, co-author of From Here to the Great Unknown

‘Gage eschews the dishy blind items and A-list name drops that we’ve come to expect from most Hollywood tell-alls. Instead, [he] writes thoughtfully and maturely about his upbringing’

USA Today

‘Gage vividly recounts his chaotic San Diego childhood … with the kind of unflinching detail that will resonate powerfully with young adult readers navigating similar struggles’

Kirkus Reviews

‘Penning his debut memoir … proved to be some much-needed catharsis’

People

‘Few books have the power to move me to both laughter and tears, but this one did’

MOLLY SHANNON, author of Hello, Molly!
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