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  I love expressing my opinions and ideas on paper, and for several years they have been published by the Spectator, The Times, the Daily Mail, Harpers

  Bazaar and many others. So when Constable & Robinson asked if I would consider gathering all those thoughts and opinions in a book, I was excited and said yes, immediately! Me? Giving my

  opinions no holds barred? Pen, be the tongue of my mind!




  Of course, I’ve had some practice, having already published two autobiographies, four beauty books, five novels and an inspirational book, but this one would be different.




  ‘I am what I am,’ so goes the song written by Jerry Herman and performed in the musical La Cage aux Folles by a female impersonator in drag. And what I am is an illusion.

  I’ve often been accused of over-egging the pudding in the costume and make-up department but that’s one of the illusions that form a part of what this person called Joan Collins is all

  about.




  That is probably the illusion that the general public sees and remembers the most because spectacular dresses and sharp shoulder-padded suits from Dynasty have put that illusion firmly in

  their minds for ever.




  My reality, as I write these words – bare-faced, in jeans and a T-shirt – is quite mundane but I think it’s a reality that the public doesn’t choose to see. As the

  showbiz adage goes: that’s not what they paid for.




  I think they like the glamour girl called Joan Collins, even if they understand glamour is an illusion.




  There is already an overabundance of reality in today’s world; no secrets for those in the public eye, no hiding place for wrong doers. Everything and everyone is now laid bare for the

  public to dissect, gossip about and criticize, but now they do it more openly – over the Internet and in the press – just as they used to do over the garden fence in days of yore.




  In spite of what you may think or may have read about me, I am actually quite a private person and luckily in the past twenty years since Dynasty finished, I have been able to live my

  life away from the glare of publicity for long stretches. A luxury that most people in my line of business can ill afford.




  I don’t have a full-time press representative so what comes out in the media aside from work related stuff is what is actually going on in my life: receiving an OBE from the Queen,

  enduring a dreadful court battle with Random House, going out and about with my friends and family and being happily married for the fifth (and definitely the last!) time to Percy Gibson.




  I’ve always been extremely frank, perhaps too much so. Often friends say to me sarcastically, ‘Oh why don’t you say what you mean, Joanie!’ Well I’m afraid I

  usually do which is why I have been called opinionated, stubborn, obdurate, headstrong, prejudiced and politically incorrect. Perhaps I am, but I have now reached an age and a stage when I

  basically do what I like as much as I can, without trying to hurt anyone. For example, I admire Prince Philip’s unashamedly ‘get on with it’ and sometimes politically incorrect

  attitude towards life and certain people!




  I do not tolerate fools lightly, I can’t stand being bored or being around bores and I try to live each day to the utmost with passion. I want every day to be a mini-lifetime, in which I

  achieve something and enjoy some thing. I try to step back sometimes and appreciate the smaller things in life that can add up to a wonderful whole. When I wake up and stretch, I feel how my whole

  body responds and enjoys the flexing and use of all those muscles. Then I smell the coffee – it’s a great smell. I laugh at a cartoon in my daily paper or relish that first bite of

  toast and jam.




  I make time for fun, and it’s not all wining, dining and jetsetting: a game of poker or Scrabble, a night out at the movies or dinner with friends. But I instigate it and am not one of

  those who waits to be asked. Thomas Jefferson said: ‘I find that the harder I work, the more luck I seem to have’ and George Bernard Shaw added, ‘The only way to avoid being

  miserable is not to have enough leisure to wonder whether you are happy or not.’ These are maxims I live by.




  I don’t agonize over past failures. What’s done is done. I don’t cry over spilt milk. As Scarlett O’Hara said, ‘I’ll think about that tomorrow’.

  Tomorrow is another day. Onward. I keep on trying to reach my goals and potential. I make plans, even if they might be a touch unrealistic, and I don’t give up – ever. To believe in a

  beautiful future is one of the keys to being happy. As the Desiderata states, ‘You are a child of the universe; no less than the trees and the stars, you have a right to be here. With all its

  sham, drudgery and broken dreams, it is still a beautiful world. Strive to be happy.’




  I want to make the most of every day. As our bard proclaimed, life isn’t a rehearsal and it races by far too fast not to appreciate it. There’ll be plenty of time to sleep when

  you’re dead.




  I’m a woman who goes out and gets on with things. I am a doer and I don’t sit around wondering what might have been. Crucially, I like myself, and if you don’t like yourself

  not many people will. I don’t self-recriminate or over-analyze and je ne regrette rien, as Edith Piaf sang.




  I am an actress, a writer, a fashion designer. I have produced movies and designed interiors, clothes and jewellery. I’ve launched my own line of jeans, hats, eye wear, lingerie, blouses

  and sportswear. I’ve been the face of a beauty line when most people would tell you it was time to hide it. I adorned posters all over Manhattan for Alexis Bittar jewellery and walked the

  catwalk for the Red Dress Ball Charity last year. I’ve had my own perfume and my face has been plastered over 700 magazine covers from the age of seventeen to just a few months ago.




  I am a wife, a mother, a grandmother. I have three children whom I love and three grandchildren whom I adore. I am a matriarch and a homemaker. I am a philanthropist and passionate about

  children. In fact, I’m a philanthropist with my children. I am an honorary founding member of the National Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. I have continued to

  support several foster children in India for over thirty years. In 1988 the Children’s Hospital of Michigan honoured me with the Joan Collins Wing and recognition for ‘changing the way

  brain injuries are treated’. I am a patron of the Shooting Star Hospice, which opened its doors to terminally ill children and their families, thanks in part to my fundraising efforts.




  I have been divorced four times and happily married to Percy Gibson for nearly ten years. I love travelling but cannot travel light. I love the movies but loathe reality TV, and I love parties

  when I know most of the people but I hate crowded press events. I adore good food but I’m not madly keen on cooking. I love designing clothes but wouldn’t have a clue how to make them.

  I love a pristine house but can’t use the hoover or washing machine.




  I have an abundance of energy (my mother used to call me ‘Miss Perpetual Motion’ and everyone in our household rues the day they wake up later than I do) but I need eight

  hours’ sleep, and I love a power nap in the afternoon.




  I am so positive that my glass is always half full, not half empty, and, like the old joke goes, I believe that there must be a pony in a room full of horse manure. To me, there are two kinds of

  people in the world: fridges and stoves. People who suck the life out of you are like fridges, making the world cold and dead, and people who enrich you are like stoves, giving off warmth and

  comfort. I think I am a stove but I know enough to realize that if you don’t like me or don’t agree with my opinions, well then, maybe this book will leave you cold.1 But if you do read

  it I hope it will inspire and that you don’t burn yourself. Perhaps we should have issued a European ‘Health and Safety’ warning with it.
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  Andy Warhol famously declared that everyone will one day have their own fifteen minutes of fame, and that prophecy is now becoming a scary reality. Pretty soon so many people

  will be on reality TV and game shows that there will be nobody left to watch it.




  Every weekend, millions of people sit down to watch Britain’s Got Talent or The X-Factor as another parade of, frankly, odd people show off in the hope of convincing

  the public and judges that they have what it takes to be a star – as if they knew the real meaning of the word.




  What they crave is fame and adulation, which they think will cure their ills and make them live happily ever after – how naive!




  I think that too much of today’s TV is coarse, repellent, amateurish and puerile. It has lost its true entertainment value and seems driven by reality shows that feed off people so

  thrilled to be on TV and becoming famous that they will humiliate themselves for the price of a train ticket.




  Having occasionally watched the deluded souls on Big Brother and similar reality shows, my heart goes out to these poor creatures/contestants. Their belief as they flaunt their meagre

  talents that the all-encompassing pill called fame is going to change their sad lives is pathetic. As they bleat on about wanting to be famous or ‘living the dream’, they don’t

  understand the pitfalls and sacrifices of such a hollow aim.




  There have been so many dead celebrities who became so trapped and persecuted by their hard-earned fame that they were unable to cope with real life: Elvis Presley, Marilyn Monroe and Michael

  Jackson spring instantly to mind, but there are dozens, probably hundreds of others who, in their quest for this elusive will o’ the wisp have fallen by the wayside. River Phoenix overdosed

  on drugs; John Belushi became a victim of drugs and obesity; and more recently the extremely talented Heath Ledger overdosed on prescription medications. He was awarded a posthumous Oscar for his

  chilling performance in The Dark Knight but what good did it do him – he simply couldn’t cope with life in the fishbowl called fame.




  And of course poor Marilyn Monroe, a simple woman sick to death of the studio system that had ruled her life. I met her when I first went to Hollywood under contract to Fox. She told me how the

  studio bosses treated the startlets like whores and if they didn’t comply with the contract they would be dropped. She was sweet, vulnerable and sad and her unmade-up face and messy hair were

  a far cry from the image that Fox wanted her to promote.




  Fame has an even darker, more complicated side. Many celebrities rely on hangers on and false friends who try to take advantage of them. Then there are the stalkers who consume or kill those

  they are obsessed with. I used this theme in my novel Too Damn Famous. The main character is a fictional, famous soap-star icon who searches for true love but only finds men who want to use

  her for her status. This is sadly true for many famous actresses: look at the brilliant Sandra Bullock, who after receiving the accolade of her life – the Oscar – tragically discovers

  that her husband, the aptly named Jesse James, has cheated on her with a tattooed stripper.




  Jill Dando, the pretty British presenter and TV commentator was murdered on her doorstep by a crazed stalker. Jill wasn’t looking for fame, it was a by-product of her job. John

  Lennon’s musical gifts propelled him to stardom but his killer was so deluded that he thought he could morph into Lennon if he killed him.




  Most extremely famous television and movie stars need a huge amount of protection from certain members of the public, particularly because of the recent emergence of the dedicated Facebook

  warriors and fanatics who devour every word about their idols in the plethora of Internet sites, gossip magazines and TV shows. Some celebrities are tracked online 24/7 by services that employ

  paparazzi to keep tabs on them, wherever they may be. Elizabeth Hurley told me that during her break-up with Hugh Grant, in order to escape the paparazzi camped outside her home she had to leave

  the house ‘before 7 a.m. and return after 11 p.m.’ The week before my wedding to Percy, a regular rota of paps camped outside my flat day and night and we were photographed anytime we

  came in and out. At one point Percy went out shopping with a driver who engaged in a high speed chase with a paparazzo (whose Vauxhall Vectra was no match for the BMW 7 series Percy was in). Percy

  told me he’d never been quite so ill in his life after that. And coming out of Percy’s stag party (which I’d crashed) we opened the door to face a firing squad of what felt like

  fifty photographers snapping their flashers: ‘I can’t see,’ said Percy, to which I retorted ‘And I can’t stand!’




  When I was in the middle of a messy divorce from Peter Holm (Husband No. 4), I went into my garden in LA one morning and whilst I was deadheading some hydrangeas, I heard a strange screaming

  from a helicopter overhead. It was a paparazzo famous for stalking people who was hanging out of the craft by his legs, furiously snapping away at me. Talk about invasion of privacy! I yelled and

  waved at him to go away but this just gave him a better picture.




  But why do some people become famous whilst others, even if extremely talented and attractive, never manage to do so? I was extremely fortunate at being discovered at seventeen while still a

  student at RADA. I was doing some photographic modelling for magazines to supplement my paltry pocket money when, lo and behold, an agent saw my pictures and whisked me off to the film studios to

  be tested, just like it happens in the movies.




  I realized I was one lucky young girl, but then I had paid my dues in acting classes, repertory companies and touring the UK in several plays. When I was nine and attending a theatrical school,

  to my great delight I was chosen to play one of the young sons in Ibsen’s A Doll’s House at the Arts Theatre in London. My ‘brother’ Judith and I were thrilled to

  bits on the opening night – cute as buttons in our little nineteenth-century sailor suits. But as the days turned into weeks, we got bored waiting for our two very short scenes and sat

  backstage playing games and reading comic books. One night we were so engrossed in snakes and ladders that we completely missed our entrance. The director stormed in yelling bloody murder, pushed

  us to the front of the stage, where we managed to stammer out our few lines in floods of tears. After the curtain came down the director screamed at us in front of the entire cast:

  ‘You’ve neither the talent nor the intelligence to become actresses, and you never will!’ I was mortified and learned then and there that acting was, like flying, ‘hours of

  tedium followed by a few minutes of sheer panic.’ You have to have the stamina to endure constant boredom and rejection but the payoff of your moment in the sun is sheer bliss and makes it

  all worth it.




  After my first term at RADA, my father, in a complete turnabout from his theatricals-are-vulgar-common-and-coarse philosophy and constant entreaties to ‘go to secretarial school and find a

  good husband’, decided to back me in my acting career and invest in a repertory company in Maidstone. I was assistant-assistant stage manager, assistant-assistant prop-master and I understudied the maid in Private Lives, the maid in French without Tears, and the maid in Dangerous Corner.




  One night I had to bring the curtain down at the end of the show. I managed to pull the heavy curtain down with all my strength. I was, however, unable to bring it back up for the bows. The

  actors stood furiously in behind the curtain, attempting to swat it open so they could take their bows. The applause gradually died and was replaced by giggles and guffaws of the audience seeing

  the curtain moving frenetically like something possessed. I tugged away madly but it wouldn’t budge. Finally my terrified red face popped out from the side of the stage in plain sight of the

  audience, as I called frantically to the stage manager on the other side. I chose my words poorly: ‘I can’t get it up!’ Hysterical laughter erupted.




  The next day, while I was walking around town, I overhead a shopkeeper sniggering about the previous night’s disaster. ‘It was all that young girl’s fault. Some rich

  man’s daugh-er, born with a silver spoon in her mouf and can’t do a bleeding thing – wha’ a farce, eh?’ It was then and there that I made up my mind: I would make my

  own way, and get my own jobs without any help from anyone, particularly Daddy.




  When I began to study to become an actress, I didn’t think about wanting fame. I just wanted to act because I loved it. And I learned early on that I needed to be the best I could be at my

  job after the initial infatuation with my youth, beauty and sex appeal had eventually worn out. I knew I’d need some additional skill sets in case work inevitably dried up so I began studying

  interior design and started writing.




  When I first went to California and furnished my Los Angeles apartment I bought a television and fridge from none other than the famous 1940s actor Victor Mature. He had wisely turned his fame

  and the money he’d made into a chain of electrical-appliance stores. ‘The sweet life don’t last for ever, honey,’ he informed me, grinning Samson-like from behind the

  counter, ‘so put some away while you can.’




  During Dynasty the young actor John James, who played Jeff Colby, was always on the phone. This often irritated John Forsythe, who played the irascible Blake Carrington.

  ‘What’s that boy doing?’ he grumbled. ‘Always on the phone – he’s not going to have much of a career if he’s never on set on time.’ As it turned out

  our JJ was talking to his broker every day and following the stock market avidly. He ended up with the last laugh when Dynasty finished as he was rich and had invested in property, made a

  fortune in the financial world and made enough excellent investments to say ‘I don’t have to worry about getting an acting job any more – ever!’ Clever boy.




  Up until only a decade or two ago, fame lacked the kudos that it seems to have now. It used to be thought that the entertainment business, whilst offering escapism, was no substitute for the

  true accomplishments and fortunes of real life – better health, a higher standard of living and a balanced and just society. People certainly didn’t seem to crave fame like they do

  today. My father, who was a theatrical agent, often told me: ‘Most theatricals are vulgar, common and coarse, and if that’s the profession you want to be in, then you’ll become

  just like them.’ Well, hopefully I didn’t become any of those things, maybe partly due to his advice, which helped me keep a balanced head on my shoulders. Unfortunately, not all

  celebrities had a father as wise as mine. He told me never to rely on anyone else for money: ‘You have to do everything for yourself and by yourself,’ he would say. And his advice paid

  off. My sister Jackie and brother Bill have both made their own way in life, and their own money.




  By the time Dynasty came my way I had been an actress for nearly thirty years so I was fully prepared for fame. Or so I thought until I found myself under a barrage of adulation and fan

  mania. It was insane, and I do not miss that part one bit, although, without wishing to blow my own trumpet, I do admit that the adoration and praise heaped upon all of the Dynasty cast was

  not surprising: the show was a number one hit around the world for years, and received dozens of awards. John Forsythe, Linda Evans and I also became the recipients of many more but, as the great

  wit Billy Wilder said, ‘Awards are like piles: eventually every asshole gets one!’




  The attention was so great that sometimes I couldn’t walk down the street without being followed by paparazzi and I was asked for autographs constantly, even when I was with my daughter

  and browsing the lingerie rails. (Paul Newman told me that he’d stopped signing autographs after a fan followed him into the men’s room and slipped a piece of paper under the door of

  his stall asking for his signature.) Often I chose to stay at home rather than face a world seething with ‘paps’ or whatever other surprises my celebrity might spring upon me.




  During the late eighties some fans were so over-enthusiastic that it was impossible to go into boutiques without being approached. So, one day I came up with what I thought would be a crafty

  solution to avoid attention. In London I found a shop that sold all-encompassing black burkas. I bought one, and the following day put it on. I then walked clumsily down the front steps of my

  building for a bit of hopefully anonymous retail therapy. With only a slit for my eyes, I felt like a walking tomb. Without peripheral vision I immediately tripped over the flapping hem and hit the

  ground. As billowing folds of black fabric became caught between my legs, I tumbled unceremoniously down to the pavement to the puzzlement of my neighbours.




  Reclaiming my dignity, I awkwardly righted myself, pulled my burka around me and attempted to cross the road at Belgrave Square, where the cars all seemed to be driven by aspiring Jackie

  Stewarts. Since I was unable to see either to the right or left out of the eye slits, I stumbled across the street, tripping again over my voluminous garb. Drivers cursed and I was unable to get a

  taxi to stop for me (they acted as if I were invisible, which, of course, was partly my aim). I managed to stumble to nearby Miss Selfridge where, finally, covered in sweat and totally exhausted, I

  went into a changing room and ripped the damn thing off. The burka went to a charity shop and I felt sorry for the poor women forced to constantly wear this ungainly garment. However, I must admit

  nobody recognized me.




  Why is fame used as the goal of existence for so many people? Innumer able shows are created to capitalize on this phenomenon. These fame-makers of today reflect a negative cycle, where media

  fuels the desires of society to seek only fame and society demands from the media more and more examples where fame and fortune can be attained without any effort. Producers of reality shows feed

  the fame frenzy by filming so-called ordinary people and turning them into famous people. So some viewers feel ‘If they can do it – so can I’. As the shows celebrate bad behaviour

  and stupidity, each show seems to become more and more idiotic. But this is not the duty of entertainment and art: their duty is to elevate and challenge, not to glorify degradation, rudeness and

  abuse. I also believe the arts have an even more important task: to hold a mirror up to life and reveal our weaknesses by mocking them and our strengths by inspiring them. There’s very little

  to feel inspired by when watching reality programmes.




  Yale University recently issued results of a poll showing the aspirations of young graduates: to be a CEO of a major company; to be a senator; to be a doctor or to be the personal assistant (a

  ‘gofer’) to a celebrity. Forty-two per cent of the respondents chose to be a gofer. We are so celebrity-obsessed that even the sharpest minds become dulled by it. Another recent poll of

  3,000 children aged five to eleven found that only 6 per cent wanted to be doctors and only 4 per cent wanted to be teachers. More than a third wanted to be pop stars, models, movie stars or sports

  stars. Two thirds of teachers questioned said their students craved fame but had only a vague idea of the talent required.




  We have instant coffee, instant food, instant communication and now we want ‘insta-celebs’ – either to become one or to watch one – without any irony or reflective

  (self)mockery.




  It reminds me of the story of the organ-grinder’s monkey who was asked by a bird sitting on a pole, ‘Why would you do that, wouldn’t you rather be swinging freely from trees

  and roaming your native land?’ The monkey replied: ‘What? And give up show business?’




  Fame brings about delusions of grandeur as well – very much like a drug. Arnold Schwarzenegger and Tiger Woods are a case in point. No man in his right mind would believe he could have

  affairs with more than a dozen women without it being revealed. But the millions upon millions of dollars foisted upon famous individuals nowadays can easily make them feel as if they are

  untouchable. The illusion of power is one of the greatest aphrodisiacs; likewise, the outing of this kind of delusion is one of the greatest levellers. Just look at crooks like Bernard Madoff.

  Similarly, Ryan Giggs, the premiership footballer, had an affair with his sister-in-law, and then wanted her to have an abortion. The list is endless, just read any tabloid each Sunday.




  Charlie Sheen is another one whose head has been turned by the delusion of fame. ‘I’m on a drug and it’s called Charlie Sheen,’ he brags. ‘No one else can handle

  it.’ He has two porn stars looking after his infant twins and lets TV cameras film him urinating and giving blood to prove he is not on drugs – how utterly pathetic. However, he got his

  comeuppance when his one-man show at Radio City Music Hall was less than half full and people booed all the way through.




  On X-Factor, people of little or no talent are assembled on a weekly basis to be praised to the skies or jeered by a ravenous crowd, not unlike gladiators at the Roman Circus. ‘The

  X-Factor gives everyone the chance to be a star,’ the voiceover says. Maybe. But more than that, what it actually does give is the chance for everyone to be humiliated. When Simon

  Cowell told one boy band that they were the worst group he’d ever heard, the poor schmucks actually grinned as if he’d paid them a compliment, so thrilled were they to have their

  fifteen minutes – or in their case two minutes – of fame. One singer, who performed ‘My Way’ with a mere modicum of talent, was greeted with an audience so enthusiastic it

  was as if he was the second coming of Sinatra himself. As the panel praised him, you could almost see the poor fellow’s chest swell with pride, as his eyes lit up with the expectation of the

  fame elixir.




  Pre-eighties fan magazines – Motion Picture, Photoplay and Modern Screen – featured glamour layouts and saccharine-sweet at-home pictures of stars and their

  families master minded by the studio publicist, all tastefully stage managed. The star was never allowed to look anything but perfect and woe betide them if they failed to live up to this ideal.

  When I was under studio contract I was often chastised for my bohemian way of dressing and sometimes received a slap on the hand from my studio. (How ironic that as one hand slapped ‘naughty

  Joanie’, the other was trying to get into her Capris. Double standards were rife, and the studio head who told me he could make me ‘the most famous star on the lot if [I] would be

  nice’ to him was also a happily married man.) Many actresses and actors were under the watch of a mentor, often an important producer or head of studio who looked after the performer

  and made sure their career was thriving.




  One night at a party at Gene Kelly’s house I sidled up to the bar and sat next to a rather nondescript blonde sitting alone. Suddenly she turned to me and said, ‘Fox wanted me to

  play the Girl in the Red Velvet Swing, but then they said I’m too old.’ That’s when the penny dropped – this was the fabled Marilyn Monroe.




  As we sat and drank martinis we became quite pally and she whispered, ‘Watch out for the wolves in Hollywood, honey.’




  ‘Oh, I can handle wolves.’




  ‘Not the power bosses. The casting couch rules here. They just love to push us girls around. ’Specially watch out for Zanuck,’ – the head of the studio – ‘if

  he doesn’t get what he wants, honey, he’ll drop your contract. It’s happened to lots of girls.’




  ‘Well, thanks for the advice, I’ll definitely keep away from him.’




  Prophetically, at the studio a few days later Zanuck pounced on me. Breathing cigar fumes, he hissed, ‘You haven’t had anyone till you’ve had me, honey. I’m the biggest

  and the best and I can go all night.’ I was so shocked I couldn’t think of anything to say so I wriggled free and ran back to the set, and the fact that I didn’t retort or snitch

  probably saved my contract, because I heard that a starlet who had been dropped had riposted to his ‘Baby, I’m the biggest in the business’ by squealing, ‘You better be,

  honey, ’cause you’re only five foot two!’




  The studio did everything in its power to protect their precious stars from scandal. No hint of bad behaviour, be it drunkenness, adultery, drug taking or – heaven forbid – homo

  sexuality, ever made the papers. If the public had known that JFK was an inveterate womanizer, that Marilyn Monroe was an insecure pill-popper who was always late for work; that Rock Hudson was gay

  and that Joan Crawford was a drunken harridan who abused her kids, they would never have become the admired people that they did. The publicists of the day saw to that. They kept the media at their

  command because Hollywood was in the business of selling beautiful lifestyles and beautiful dreams that people could aspire to. They did not want to show the warts-and-all harsh realities that we

  read avidly about today. Where has the mystique gone?




  Now, not only are the warts revealed, but also every possible flaw. Actors and actresses, from A-list to Z-list have their clothes and physical appearance discussed, lampooned and scrutinized.

  Even wonky toes or a bad case of acne are criticized! The public adores pictures of bedraggled celebs falling drunkenly out of nightclubs, of actresses baring their cellulite on the beach, actors

  patting their wobbly beer bellies or balding pates and pregnant starlets proudly showing us their naked baby bump. Is nothing sacred any more? What’s next? A pair of wannabe slebs showing us

  their bedroom manoeuvres? Many people want to look down at stars in the gutter rather than put them on a pedestal.
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