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Celebrity is a projection that will dissolve upon genuine contact


Rachel Kushner









PART ONE


Marina’s Meteoric Next Act:
The Only Interview


It’s hard not to blush in Marina’s presence. Anyone lucky enough to have spent even a few moments in the actor’s company will know what I’m talking about: her eyes pierce straight into your soul with just a fleeting glance. It would make you feel uncomfortable if she didn’t go to such lengths to put you instantly at ease. Instead, you just feel bad for being intimidated in the first place. Hence: the blushing.


‘Oh, gosh, I’m so sorry!’ she says in her legendary British lilt, laughing, when I confess this to her over coffee and egg whites in her sun-drenched California home. ‘How awful of me – let’s start again, shall we? I’m Marina,’ and she smiles at me, extending her hand out to mine to shake. And there it is: the charm that solidifies her icon status and makes her the most enduring and beloved star of her generation. Nearly a decade and a half into her otherworldly, stratospheric success, this household name still feels the need to introduce herself.


I’m sitting down for a late breakfast with the famously tight-lipped actor in her beautiful, alabaster marble kitchen. Outside, there’s a vast expanse of verdant lawn, dotted about with impressive sculptures. The actor is gearing up for the release of the Lucy Kissig-directed Interspace, her latest project with her off-screen partner and longtime collaborator, Henry Easton. Marina and Easton are co-producers of the film, in which they star as a couple desperately in love, separated by space and time, who must somehow find their way back to one another. It’s a tender portrait of a partnership but it’s also rip-roaring fun, a balancing act that, in less capable hands, might not work – though of course, here, it does. Off screen, the pair are resolutely private, choosing to keep their home life firmly under wraps. Their romantic relationship is strictly off limits for the duration of our conversation, but the warm smile that spreads across her face when I mention Easton’s name lets me know that Hollywood’s golden couple are very much still golden.


‘He’s an absolute joy to work with, I will say that,’ she says when I probe her about what it’s like to work with your real-life partner. ‘He makes even the trickiest of scenes feel easy. It’s all about the work, really. Every time I act alongside him, I feel this enormous sense of privilege that I get to sharpen my skillset by learning in real time from one of the greats.’


She’s being modest, as I’m sure any reader would attest. Her incredible career – not to mention her talent – is by now the stuff of legend: Marina, plucked from obscurity somewhere in small-town England, won her first Oscar at just 15 for her debut role, the titular Calypso in Stan Sterling’s epic Grecian retelling. The role catapulted her to the top of every ‘Ones to Watch’ list going, but it was her undeniable sincerity, tempered with a wit beyond her years, that captured the hearts of the world. She followed Calypso with a string of critically acclaimed turns in what have since become contemporary arthouse classics. By 20, she had worked with the kinds of directors that would make most actors seethe with envy – and become the subject of a media frenzy that would make even the Beatles nervous to step outside. After all, there was a time when every paper in the country, tabloid or otherwise, wrote about who Marina was having dinner with. It’s no wonder that when she met Easton, she retreated into the private love bubble I find her in today. Marina survived the media storm, forging strong creative partnerships with the likes of Dior and Gucci – and then came the superhero box-office domination with the Protectors franchise and her successful producer credits. Now, on the precipice of her third decade, Marina’s star shows no sign of waning.


‘Marina is the real deal. I can’t think of any other actor working today, or even this side of Monroe, who has the kind of screen presence or command of their craft she does. She’s mesmerizing,’ says Interspace director Lucy Kissig when we speak on the phone later that week. Or, in the words of Marina’s TIME Magazine Person of the Year profile, written by her Protectors co-star and friend, Jenni Klein, ‘Watching her on screen is so transfixing, it’s like being on hallucinogens... It’s an almost religious experience. You just never want to look away.’


Kissig and Klein aren’t the only ardent Marina fans. With 450 million Instagram followers, a good portion of which are dedicated #Mariniacs (the name given to her core fan group), Marina is arguably the most popular woman on the planet. I ask her if she ever feels overwhelmed by all those eyes – after all, she’s only mortal – and she takes a sip of her coffee before answering, weighing up her response.


‘You know, I can’t lie and say I don’t think about that sometimes, but – oh, sorry, would you like some more?’ she interrupts herself when she notices me swilling the dregs of my own coffee around my cup. Before I can answer she’s up, filling the stovetop coffee maker with water and freshly ground espresso and turning on the gas with grace.


‘Sorry – what was I saying? Oh, yes – the many eyes of the internet,’ she says as the coffee percolates, her signature low, warm laugh filling the room. ‘Well, it’s an obscene amount of people, isn’t it? There’s no denying that. But really, it’s such a privilege to be in this position. All those people, I am where I am because of them. Any storyteller wants their work to be seen, right, so they can keep doing it?’ She pauses then, and a look of deep seriousness flashes across her eyes. All of a sudden, the impressive woman in front of me is 15 years old again, accepting her first Oscar from Meryl Streep. ‘All I’ve ever wanted is to do this job, and do it well, and it’s... extraordinary to me that 450 million people have endorsed my ability to do it. I could choose to be overwhelmed, but why would I focus on that when I can just be grateful and keep doing my job for them?’


The coffee bubbles over, and she leaps into action. Gas off. Cup in hand. Slow, steady pour. ‘God, sorry, gratitude and storytelling. That was all a bit LA, wasn’t it?’ she says as she passes me the cup, and I’m struck at her ability to poke fun at herself. Perhaps, I say, but if it’s any consolation, I believe you. In fact, I tell her, you seem pretty grounded, all things considering. I point to the expert cup of coffee she’s made me. ‘How do you do it?’ I ask.


‘It’s a Bialetti – the trick is low and slow,’ she says, with a knowing smile. ‘But if you want a serious answer: I don’t read the reviews any more, or anything else anyone says about me in the papers, online. Even all those Instagram followers – I just post my pictures and log off. I have to be strict with it.’ She looks at me almost apologetically now. ‘Can I confess something? I probably won’t even read this!’ But careful not to offend, and now blushing herself, she adds, ‘Although I’m sure you’re a brilliant writer! I just know that that way lies madness, so my strategy for years has been to just keep my head down and focus on doing the best job I can.’ She fixes me with a wolfish grin. ‘I think it’s working so far.’


Can’t argue with that.









THE PLANE


The problem is that, for someone like me, being entertained is a full-time job. Everything I say in interviews about staying grounded and doing my work, it’s all bullshit. The real hard work is simply sustaining interest in anything, because most people are only interested in you, and you realize very quickly that they have nothing of worth to offer beyond that. Not losing one’s mind from boredom requires a genuine discipline that most people just can’t attain. It’s why so few people get to where I am and stay here. It’s why I am who I am.


You see, I can entertain myself just fine.


That said, listening to my boyfriend drone on about the mid-tier influencer he’s currently fucking requires something stronger than discipline. I’ve opted for full-blown dissociation: Henry is, I don’t mind admitting, very beautiful, so it’s not difficult to tune out his voice and focus on the gentle undulation of his clavicle and the muscles beneath his T-shirt as he waves his hands about. Sure, sleeping with him is always underwhelming, but with looks like his it’s easy to imagine otherwise. His sculpted body is as good a distraction as any from these desperately boring conversations we have every few weeks. It’s necessary admin to keep the machine of our public-facing relationship well oiled, and it usually happens, like now, when we’re suspended 30,000 feet in the air on our way to some industry function and I’ve no choice but to sit through it.


‘...and anyway, it’s been about six weeks, on and off now. I think you’d like him, Marina, he’s actually super sweet...’ There’s a casual tone to Henry’s voice, but I can tell by the way he’s used my name that he’s been gearing up to say this for some time, and he’s hoping I’ll say something encouraging in return. I look over at my assistant, Jules, who has stopped furiously scribbling notes to give to our lawyers and is now looking up at me, the same forced nonchalance in her eyes as in Henry’s. Obviously, as Henry well knows, nothing could pique my interest in a person less than describing them as ‘sweet’, and I’d rather hurl myself out of the plane window than meet whoever Henry’s decided to moon over this month.


The truth is, Henry gets a lot more mileage than I do out of our arrangement; he frequently has some cardboard cut-out lover he wants me to approve. Henry, at his core, is a deeply uninquisitive person: lazy and predictable in his tastes. By contrast, I find sex is no fun without a little intrigue. People talk a lot about mystery but what they really mean is that you have to want to uncover something about the other person. It’s been a while since I met anyone that sizes up.


I consider saying something dismissive in response to Henry, but I might as well toy with him. God knows, this conversation needs some spice. I let a moment or so pass before fixing my eyes on him, then turn the corners of my lips up ever so slightly and say, ‘Well, if he’s super sweet, then I must meet him when we get back to LA, Henry.’


To imply I’m serious, I look back to Jules and add, ‘Tell the lawyers that I want to meet him when you give them these notes. In fact, ask them to write a clause into the NDA stipulating it. Make it happen as soon as we land.’


Jules’s face, doughy and forgettable, looks slightly stunned. It’s not often that I grant one of Henry’s feeble bids for connection. Henry, clearly pleased with this outcome, pulls out his phone to – one assumes – message his influencer. I’ll wait until we’ve landed to tell him I’ve changed my mind. Much more fun to burst the bubble when he’s had a while to get used to it.


I’m almost relaxing into the flight, the dullest part of it out of the way, but I’m jolted out of my reverie when Jules reaches for her pen and knocks my copita of mezcal from the table in front of her. The glass shatters on the table, spilling the drink all down my plane’s beautiful, custom velvet seats. Immediately, three of my security men leap into action around me to sweep up the glass and blot the seat; it won’t stain – the mezcal is far too clear and expensive – but I roll my eyes at the disruption nonetheless. Jules jumps up as well and starts uselessly flittering around the aisle like a fruit fly, squawking about shards of glass on the floor. She gets like this sometimes, just desperate to show her worth. Sometimes it’s almost amusing, like watching a baby spontaneously burst into tears across the street. But here, in this stale plane air, it becomes intensely irritating very quickly and I just need it to stop. I cross my right leg over my left, swinging a stilettoed foot out in front of her to make her stumble. She falls almost right into my lap, grabbing my arm with a surprisingly firm grip. At this, the security men stop sweeping and crowd around us, trained as they are to protect me from danger.


‘For God’s sake, Jules, you’ve already broken a glass, can you not break one of my bones as well?’ I snap, underlying my irritation with the faintest whisper of panic to lend my words some legitimacy. ‘Just sit down and stay still.’


Jules scrambles up, looking humiliated, sending a small ripple of satisfaction running through me. She mumbles an apology as she settles back down in her seat, and the men finish their job.


‘I don’t know how that happened,’ she says, so quietly I wonder if it’s to herself.


‘Yes, well,’ I reply. I’m already rooting around for my silk eye mask from my bag. ‘Perhaps there was some turbulence.’


Jules nods her head slowly, and then, satisfied that that’s the end of the conversation, I place the eye mask on my head and pull it over my eyes. At least now, with Jules chastened into silence and Henry absorbed by his phone, I can have some peace and quiet before we land in London and the Interspace promotional circus resumes. Finally, I think. Home stretch.









LONDON


The hotel suite in London is fussy and looks almost full to bursting with the sorts of odds and ends that are always associated with a particular British luxury by those who have no direct experience of it: antique vases, endless lamps, tasselled throw pillows as far as the eye can see. It’s easy to imagine the type of people this room caters to: rich Europeans looking for somewhere ‘proper’ as a base whilst they visit distant relatives, obnoxious Americans seeking out some authentic English cosiness, Australians obsessed with the Royal Family.


The thought of the oohs and aahs those people might exclaim when they walk into the space makes me feel nauseous. I prefer hotels to feel like a blank canvas for my own taste, even if I’m only in them for a few nights. Usually, Jules would have ensured that my things were in place by the time I entered the suite, removing any trace of the hotel’s decor choices and fixing some paintings from my own collection to the wall, but the one I chose for this trip is propped unceremoniously against a dresser on the back wall. Too exhausted from eight hours of Henry’s yapping and Jules’s incompetence to investigate the hold-up, I just gesture in its general direction to Jules on the way to my evening session with my trainer.


‘Tell Henry I’m with Magnus, Jules,’ I say as I leave, ‘and can you make sure he doesn’t bother me now until tomorrow?’ It’s a rhetorical question. I don’t need to wait for her response before I let the suite door swing shut behind me.


Tomorrow is the final premiere for the schmaltzy, spacey, Academy-catnip film Henry and I have produced together. Well, together is a loose term; Henry is, it goes without saying, a moron, and I allow him minimal input into any of our shared projects, including our relationship. He doesn’t mind: it’s a small price to pay for what I’ve given him. Years ago, I hand-selected him from a long list of inoffensively handsome actors of middling talent to be my public-facing boyfriend. If it weren’t for me, he’d never even have dreamed of fulfilling his greedy, unimaginative ambition for fame. I dragged him by his perfectly silky, Ken-doll locks right up to the A list. Without me he’d be a recurring part on a cable show by now, and he’s never once lost sight of that. Still, without him, I’d be a lot less likeable to the general public, and a lot more exposed. As much as it pains me to admit it, I need a Henry. It’s so much harder for people to speculate on my life when it’s securely tied to someone else’s. I’m more powerful this way.


I take the service lift down to the gym in the basement. When it reaches the ground floor, a boy in sauce-splattered chef whites a few inches shorter than me moves to enter the lift without looking up from his phone.


‘Going down?’ he says, and then looks at me, stopping just over the threshold. As I’ve come to expect, I watch a supercut of emotions flash across a stranger’s face as they register who I am. Shock. Embarrassment. Reverence. Lust.


‘Oh, hi!’ he says then, as if I’m an acquaintance. I get that a lot.


‘Hi, yourself,’ I reply, shooting him a warm, mechanical smile. He’s so starstruck that he doesn’t notice my hand repeatedly pressing the ‘close’ button. After a moment, the door starts bashing against his right arm, the lift dinging as it does, and it takes him a second too long to leap back into the corridor behind him. He looks slightly sheepish, as if he’s only just remembered his hotel-mandated do-not-bother-thecelebrities training.


‘Nice to meet you!’ I hear him half-shout, panicked, as the door closes, revealing in that split second how he’ll relay this briefest of encounters to anyone who’ll listen. This acne-riddled boy will be dining out for years on how he met Marina at work, stretching the two words I spoke to him to breaking point. He will, inevitably, forget that I didn’t let him share the lift with me. He may even pretend we had a little flirt. Social media is full of these kinds of tales. That’s another line I like to trot out in interviews – that I don’t read my own press. It’s par for the course in my position. I’ve had a Google alert set for myself since I was fifteen, and I regularly scroll through the articles, sometimes venturing over to Twitter, and, even the cesspool that is my Instagram comments. It’s taught me that people believe what they want to believe, and the image of me they revere – that I’m good, and sweet, and kind – is no bad thing.


When I get to the gym – a dark, dingy space with a long, low-mirrored wall – my trainer is already waiting for me. He’s the only other person in the room, and his hammerhead shark body takes up almost as much space as the slightly shabby gym equipment dotted around the room.


‘Magnus,’ I say, walking over to him. ‘I have to say, I’m pleased to see you after the day I’ve had.’ There are very few people I would say this to, but Magnus is essentially an animate brick wall who does nothing but tell me I’m fantastic. Time with him always soothes me because I know he’s making me tighter, stronger, hotter. I don’t prescribe to this new fad that all bodies are beautiful, despite what my public personal brand might suggest. My body is beautiful because I work hard to make it so. People don’t need platitudes, they need discipline.


‘Love to hear that, Marina!’ Magnus replies in his booming, blandly American voice. Magnus has about three stock phrases in his vocabulary, and ‘Love to hear that’ is one of them. He gestures to the exercise mat in front of him, beckoning me towards it.


‘Let’s work those superstar abs of yours, shall we?’ That’s another. Every muscle in my body is a superstar, according to Magnus.


After forty minutes of Magnus’s militaristic regimen I feel much more centred than I did when we landed. We do five minutes on the treadmill to round it off, at the end of which Magnus shoots his right hand into the air and exclaims, ‘That’s the stuff, Marina! Give me five!’ Stock phrase number three.


As I’m taking a sip of water and Magnus is wiping my sweat off the mat, he starts his usual end-of-session small talk.


‘Are you happy to be back in London? Home-town show, right?’ he asks.


He’s only making conversation, but my internal response to it takes me by surprise. I have, I suppose, been eagerly anticipating this final stop; yearning for this grey, suffocating city and the space it will free up in my head once this carousel is over. I always feel at ease in London, with its rigid and deeply entrenched understanding of status. Not that I would confess any of this to Magnus.


‘Yes,’ I reply neutrally, handing him back the empty water bottle. ‘It’s good to be here.’


‘Sure is,’ Magnus says, chipper as ever. We start walking towards the door; he falls in step behind me. ‘I want to see some of the sights when I’m here, get myself down to Buckingham Palace’ – pronounced Buck In Ham – ‘Abbey Road, just go full tourist mode, you know? That’s if you’ll let me stop doing these damn squats for an hour or two...’ He grins foolishly, flashing his too-white veneers.


I raise my eyebrows at him in return. We’re at the lift. I’m full of endorphins, but I still have no interest in continuing the conversation any further.


‘I’m sure I could get us into Buckingham Palace to do some squats if you wanted, Magnus,’ I say. And then, stepping into the lift, ‘See you tomorrow.’ He salutes at me as the doors close.


Back in the suite, I head to the bathroom. The decor in this room is less offensive than the rest of the suite, all white marble and low lighting, and the bath faces the window so I can look out towards the city as I’m lying in it. I turn the tap on, and when the bath is ready, I take my phone in with me and open up the dating app I downloaded a year or so ago to entertain myself in precisely these sorts of in-between moments.


I open ‘Jules’s’ profile, which I made during a particularly boring film screening. It was fun to make, getting her answers just so, equal parts sexy and wholesome. I chose the best possible pictures of her I could get hold of. My Jules avatar is nothing like the real one. The real Jules is still much the same as she was when she interviewed for my assistant job all those years ago, fresh out of film school: uninspiring and hungry for my world. There’s a weakness to her want, like a kitten abandoned on a highway, listlessly hoping some food might simply come its way. Feeble. But the Jules I’m pretending to be is different. She’s very adventurous. She’s coquettish. She uses a lot of suggestive emojis. She wants to show you a good time, if you’ll let her, and naturally everybody does, because people are predictable. They’ll all take the easy route if it’s presented to them.


She has no idea, of course, which makes it so much more enjoyable: my own little secret. I am, as they say, so good at acting. As I scroll through the matched profiles, all the hey Jules how are you doings, several viable options present themselves to me. I tend to ignore the good-looking ones, who are usually less interested in dowdy Jules anyway. I find the ugly ones more satisfying. It’s so rare that I encounter these people in real life.


Adding more hot water to the bath, I settle on Jules’s next paramour. A man, somewhere around his mid-thirties, wearing a tired baseball cap in every image in a clear attempt to conceal what little hairline he has left. According to his profile, he’s looking for someone to do the Sunday morning crossword with, which is ironically exactly the sort of lame line the real Jules would absolutely die for. I think about striking up an overtly sexually charged exchange with him, but something tells me I could play it smarter this time. Why not draw it out a while longer? After all, I’m here for a few more days, and this one has an appealing sheen of loneliness. There’s a lot to work with here.


I send a red love heart his way, and wait for him to take the bait.


Marina Touches Down in London for Final Leg of Promo Tour


Marina was seen arriving at a central London hotel to a swarm of adoring fans ahead of the eagerly anticipated London premiere of her new film, Interspace. The star, who had her long-term boyfriend and co-star Henry Easton in tow, was ushered swiftly into the hotel but made sure to stop and take a few selfies with some lucky fans on her way inside.


‘Screaming crying throwing up just met Marina in London she was so beautiful omg I CANT’ wrote one fan, @marinaseyezzz, on X, formerly known as Twitter, sharing a picture with the star.


‘Marina was so sweet to us today!!! Can’t believe she took the time to say hi, honestly made my day!’ wrote another, @catjenks__98o.


The London event is the final stop in the press tour, following hot on the heels of the star-studded New York premiere two nights ago and the Los Angeles premiere just two nights before that.


A source close to the star revealed that Marina requested London as the final premiere so that director Lucy Kissig could celebrate her first major motion picture release in their shared home country.


‘Lifting up the women around her is close to Marina’s heart, and she knows how important a milestone this film is for Lucy,’ the source told us. ‘She knew it would mean the world for Lucy to round off this intense promo period on home soil.’


The film, an epic intergalactic love story, has already generated awards buzz, with early reviews praising the five-time Oscar winner’s nuanced performance and Kissig’s bold directorial vision.









SUNDAY CROSSWORD


I love premiere days. I love starting the morning with an expensive, elaborate facial that tightens every square inch of skin on my face, and spending the rest of the day watching everyone run around, getting more and more stressed out the closer to 7 p.m. we get. I love having a team of people make me look absolutely fucking incredible, and for my own reflection to make me gasp. But more than anything: I love that it means that after today I won’t have to talk to any journalists or fans or anyone in this room again for months. There’s nothing like that anticipation. It feels like Christmas Eve.


Our floor of the hotel has been completely taken over by the film team. It’s been shut off to everyone else: even the hotel staff aren’t allowed up here without clearing it with Jules or Henry’s assistant, Anthony, first. There are hair and make-up people everywhere, waving brushes and curling irons and long, expensive extensions for the rest of the cast, who are all in one of the other suites together. Henry is amongst them, I believe, as is Lucy. The doors of all the suites are flung open for ‘flow’, apparently, and I can hear the earnest, corralling speech she’s making to everyone from the next room.


‘This is it, team,’ she’s saying. Even without being in the room, I know she’s squatting on the floor, leaning so far in towards her audience of cast and crew that she’d topple over if pushed.


‘I know it’s been a long few weeks taking our baby on the road. I know we’ve been dialoguing with this story – these characters – for even longer. And yeah, I know you’re all probably desperate to get this over with – Come on, Lucy, get on with it! – and I hear ya!’ – a ripple of laughter amongst the cast, an eye roll from me – ‘but I just want to take this opportunity to let you all know, one last time, how proud I am to have been on this journey with you.’


There’s a murmuring of agreement amongst the cast.


‘It’s been the greatest honour to see you all bring this vision to life. So tonight, let’s celebrate the magic we’ve made together! To Interspace!’


An eruption of cheers, followed by a chorus of dull thuds as all the men in the cast pat each other on the back. I can’t bear to be present for this sort of intimate display of sincerity, but I’m glad to hear the rest of them lapping it up, getting giddy from ego inflation like laughing gas. Premieres work best when everyone on the carpet believes for that moment that they should be there, even if most of them shouldn’t. Just one weak link can throw the whole vibe off and then you’ve got a problem on your hands with the coverage. It’s why I no longer take a film to Venice these days – too much of a risk. All those sensitive artists crowded onto one island for a weekend, jostling for the world’s attention, their work laid bare for all to judge? It’s a petri dish of insecurity: poison to on-carpet chemistry. I have a specific, direct hire for all my premieres. Her name is Jocelyn and she understands as well as I do the importance of a good premiere to how a film’s received by the public. Now that I think about it, she’s probably the one who told Lucy about the importance of that pre-showtime pep talk. Lucy is not really a people person.


That said, Lucy is integral to my next career move: the Siren Calling Foundation, which will ‘actively seek out and support young female directors wanting to make their way in the film industry’. Working with women directors and shouting about it makes me look good. Championing women directors makes me look even better, and that’s my next, great strategic cause. A project like this takes me to a higher level: it makes me untouchable. Or it will do, provided I get Lucy Kissig on board to legitimize it and my very expensive lawyers pull their fingers out to make it all line up.


I make a mental note to check in on the Siren Calling progress tomorrow, when the premiere is wrapped up. I’m naked but for a pair of towering heels and someone is buffing out my arms in preparation for some shimmery stuff that makes them look even longer and more toned than they already are. With my free hand, I pull up the dating app on my phone. The Sunday crossword guy is falling hard and fast for ‘Jules’. We’ve had quite the heart-to-heart these past twenty-four hours. Mike’s told Jules things he’s never told anyone before, he says. He feels so comfortable talking to her – he can’t believe what a good listener she is, how it feels like they’ve already learned so much about each other. How kind she is. It’s my Cancer rising sign, Jules says, and Mike says he doesn’t really know what that means, with a crying laughing emoji, but for her he’ll learn. God, this is easy. Mike wonders if Jules would like to go for a drink with him. He’s sure she probably has plans, but if, on the off chance she’s free, would she like to go tonight even? Bingo. Now we’re talking.


Jules: Owh, I have a work event tonight, probably shouldn’t... ☹


Mike: Ah, that’s okay, it was a long shot!


Jules: Although... maybe we could do after? Would you mind meeting later on?


Mike: ☺ Not at all, later on sounds great. Grateful you can find the time at such short notice, aha!


Mike: I hope it’s not too forward to say, but.... I can’t wait to meet you x


It goes something like this with every one of these men, but I have to say Mike got here a lot quicker than some. He must be really starved of attention. I would feel bad for him if it wasn’t so funny. As the person buffing my arms moves down towards my legs, I send him the address of an exclusive, covert bar he will never have heard of and will never be able to get into again. I tell him to get there for 10 p.m. and tell the man on the door he’s there for Jules, and then I text the host of the bar to make a reservation under Jules’s name.


I can’t wait to meet you either! I type back in the app, and then, because I’m on a roll: my turn to be forward... I think we’re going to have an amazing time together x.





 


@marinaupdates_ Marina looking ethereally gorgeous in custom Gucci this evening at the INTERSPACE premiere in London
7:30 PM • Jun 3 • 1.6M Views


|


@calypsogirl456 @marinaupdates_ an absolute icon!! We don’t deserve her


|


@justcallmemayax @marinaupdates_ the way i’m obsessed w her... wow


|


@richowen_90 @marinaupdates_ the most beautiful woman the world has ever seen that Henry Easton is one lucky cunt fr lmaooo


|


@DerekJ4ck @marinaupdates_ cause of death: Marina in this gown. Like, OMG.


|


@eloise_dunne @marinaupdates_ As a rule, I’m not that interested in celebrities, but I make an exception for this woman. I mean LOOK at her – she’s grace personified. Can’t wait to see this movie.
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