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​Preface

 


***

 


I don’t want this to sound like a
suicide note. I would love to dedicate to the family yet this book
would be the last thing I’d want them to read with all the
scandalous stuff in it. So I am dedicating Hello Bitches! to my
gorgeous friends who never left my side in those craziest days
before I had Mi Antoinette, my little treasure. I am doing this
because of her, and not for recognition. Without you, dear
Antoinette, Mommy would’ve stayed lost and blinded with the idols
of the world.

Hello Bitches! is not for the
uptight, pretentious, conservative, close-minded and under-aged.
Otherwise, it might cause a stroke or heart attack. The book is
about the scandalous life of Georgina Vogue and her partyphile
friends who believed in living life to the fullest by going out
each evening to hit the hottest night spots in the city. My stories
are told in a series of open letters that could shock and bewilder,
and at the same time, entertain with the my gossipy manner of
talking about socially acceptable topics like love and friendship,
as well as thought-provoking subjects such as alcohol, drugs, sex,
and the opposite sex in the uber high end University of Scandalous
Affairs and the extraordinary events that happen outside the
campus.
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​THE BITCH IS BACK

 


***

 


Hello Bitches!

-

I can smell you from here. Yes, I’m
alive. Quite looking like you’ve seen a ghost. Did you honestly
think that I would die and sink with the boat? Please, you’d have
to try harder than that. Next time, make sure your target’s onboard
and not enjoying on a road trip with her best friend.

Last year’s been nasty, yet just as
exciting, and it’s only right to bring it all out for those who
wished they knew us better, and for the ones who’d celebrate as if
we didn’t exist. Not that we should reveal each other’s secrets.
But you know I would, though.

Welcome to the spotlight. You’re
asking for it, more than you wanted that lip gloss that you almost
sneaked out of the mall if the CCTV hadn’t caught you stuffing it
into your purse. So tell me. Who’s shaking now?

Thanks to you. I’m back and nobody’s
getting away with anything. About my plans for this year’s social
calendar, I wouldn’t tell just yet. Can’t wait to throw a party? Go
ahead. You don’t have to look out for my signal. In this planet,
freedom holds our survival; at least it does, for us. As far as our
parents don’t know, we’re up to no good. And no one’s really a
graduate if she doesn’t get her effortlessly earned degrees in and
out of the campus.

Hoping you’d all consider staying,
and never dropping out or transferring to another college. Don’t
worry, I’ll be watching you like an angel watches a child. I have
eyes everywhere, so no more running this time. Hop in for a fun and
memorable ride. You’ll never forget it.

-

Yours truly,

Georgina Vogue
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​SEPTEMBER PRIDE

 


***

 


Hello Bitches!

-

Wish I could bring you good news,
like I’m transferring to another college, quitting school, or
better yet, graduating. Duh! As if we’d ever get to that point
soon. Girls like us never know when our college fate will reach its
end. Remembering last semester, our exam result didn’t impress Dean
so much, not that we’re trying to get into her list. Nobody tried
and none of us really exerted any effort to pass, not even the ones
on probation. If we’re about to get kicked out, we’ll be gone with
our insured asses before they know it. And every teacher would be
glad not to see our rouge-smudged faces back in class, although
they probably would never forget about us. Unfortunately for them,
most of our parents are rich enough to buy our grades, and those
who don’t have the kind of money either bed their professors, or
let their mother come over to negotiate, with genuine tears and
heart-melting speech. When are you ever to graduate?

Who’s back? Everyone’s back! From
the urbane elite who can afford to have your head when they surely
have lost theirs, to the pretentious, dressy social wannabes who
never look sophisticated, no matter how they try to be, and the
extraordinarily beautiful models who go around without a care in
the world, effortlessly clad in whatever, you’ll never know who’s
affluent or downright poor. Regardless of backgrounds, we’re still
bound to walk heads high in our elegant red plaid uniforms and
skyscraper pumps. Anyone can tell we’re all proud to be enrolled in
the university and still clicking our heels on the shiny floors of
Prada hall. Almost everybody can also tell what kind of chick one
is, judging by the length of her skirt, or the cigarette between
her fingers. Nonetheless, we don’t give a damn what you say, as
long as it’s not life-threatening, like HIV or getting hit by a
ten-wheeler, or finally getting expelled. Or even a hint of
acne.

We’re looking forward to make this
season as unforgettable as we’ll always be. Our beloved moms and
dads, strict or tolerant as they may seem, love us to death and
would never let us down, even if they sometimes swear to cut our
allowances or make us quit school when we do something reckless.
You can’t tie black sheep to fence, especially the ones who
socialize and sometimes sleep with wolves. Pray for our souls, if
you must. Don’t forget to ask for a jolly weather. You know how
cold it is during the fall season, but I and guarantee you a
burning winter. Meanwhile, I’m off to Times Square for a hot latte
with my friends and rest assured we’ll be taking about you, next to
ideas and ourselves.

See you later at school, ladies…if
anyone decides to come.

-

Yours truly,

G.V.

 


[image: tmp_46c26a73419c208c7d46c87410fd5162_6tx9Oc_html_31fe05a2.jpg]





 


 


 



​SPOILED FRAT

 


***

 


Hello Bitches!

-

I’d like to propose a toast to
fraternities and sororities who have been part of our social
register through the years. They’re like summer nights, when you
throw a party with an endless flow of drinks and every available
brod and bitch-in-heat, would be just one nudge or text away.
Welcome back, everyone. But the next toast is for the freshmen. Get
ready, newcomers!

No matter where you’re from, whether
you were a sweet pea or the best slut in town, USA is a perfect
place to discover what you want to do with your life, or if you
even want to be here at all, as much as it’s a great escape from
your strict or tolerant parents who trust you too much and let you
live in apartments, dorms and boarding houses with people you
thought you’d never meet. So now that enrollment’s over, you can
sit back in your rooms and anticipate what’s to come on the first
few days of school. But before you even hit the sack, there’s a
text that will upgrade your status from geek to Greek.

Calling all fraternities and
sororities, just the Greek ones, to hurry up and get the best
pledges on campus before the loser Non-Greeks do. You know how
persuasive they are, so if you have to buy freshies to rush into
your cliques, go ahead. While I’m also being wooed into one of the
oldest sororities in the University, masters haze newbies until
they looks so effed up that their mothers wouldn’t even recognize
them. We all know how they haze their pledges with slaps and
punches and kicks and candle wax, not to mention the embarrassing
dares and servicing. We’ve all heard that some pledges get killed
and some quit before they even get hit. Don’t worry, you can always
give up if you can’t take it anymore. They’d call you a quitter.
But I guess you already know that?

The options are not limited. But to
be in the It crowd, you’d have to choose Greek. Otherwise, I’d say
I don’t know you even if we studied, shopped, dined, drank or slept
together more than twice. Although true-blooded socialites like
some of us don’t need Greek letters to follow our last names, it
would be nice to hang out at a frat house, as well as joining a
fraternity to show our parents that we can do whatever we want,
with or without their consent. Hey, it’s not like we’re ruining our
lives. We’re just shaking up a part of it. Better yet, enjoy being
rebellious like in high school and get laid with a brod. C’mon,
they do it all the time, behind their presidents’ back.

Some girls join their exes and
crushes’ fraternities to get closer or prove something to them.
Ugh. Can anybody get more sick and pathetic? Boys or no boys, one
bitter heart decides to rush in. But that’s not mainly why they’re
rushing. Paddles are not the type of thing you’d love to be caught
dead carrying, let alone whipped with, when you’re a
poise-conscious chick. Insecurities are the root of it, like broken
homes and hearts, while frat houses have roofs that aren’t likely
to tumble down. A change of heart is always possible, considering
the people you’d meet along the way. Rush to your chosen
*frasorities before the season’s over, or you might have to walk
like a nobody while others walk around having full social calendars
(charities, rallies, parties, planting trees, etc.) and no time to
talk to, well, loser, freeloaders and parasites.

To those who aren’t rushing, but
eager to get laid, expect to be talk-of-the-house after making out
with a frat guy because he just wouldn’t zip. Frat wars are common
as well as fights between brothers or sisters. The police may be
out to get those who cause riots, yet don’t be surprised if they
later let the lawbreakers out. Some professionals come from
frasorities, in case you forgot, or never had a clue. Keep an open
mind and don’t trust anyone, not even that tequila you’re about to
sip. You may sign up for a scholarship. Strip for a cause. Spread
your legs. Whatever you do, frat or no frat, you’re destined to
either straighten up or get worse in college.

As for the carefree, hardheaded and
liberated, sit back.Don’t grow up yet and have a longer stay. Rest
your eyes on the bright side. It’s the second star to the right,
where you enjoy not growing up. Neverland’s coming your
way.

-

Yours truly,

G.V.

 


*a fraternity and sorority
combined into one group
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​COMING FROM A PROMISCUOUS
BITCH

 


***

 


Hello Bitches!

-

It all started with a stare. When a
guy and a girl exchange glances more than five times, you just
can’t say it’s nothing. You can never tell what happens next.
Generally speaking, it’s only an attraction. Next comes mystery.
Then somebody makes a move.
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