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    I guess I am a fantasy.


    —Marilyn Monroe
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    Preproduction




    I would’ve gone down for a pair of Louboutins (I think they call that “head over heels”), but the closest I ever got was kissing the feet of celebrities in tabloid magazines.


    My mother’s closet was basically a sex shop. It was full of costumes and shoes, which she wore to work. That’s “work” in the original sense, although she werked for a living.


    I’d take a pair of her shoes and wear them down in the basement, pretending the cement floor was covered with a red carpet and the washer and dryer were paparazzi. I hoped the conspiracy theory that the iPhone camera lens is the all-seeing eye was true. Big Brother is watching you. Perfect! I loved an audience.


    Ray caught me once. It took me a while to notice him standing in the laundry room doorway because of all the white spots in my eyes. When I blinked, my world coruscated. He didn’t say anything, just stared at me and then shook his head, turned off the light, and went back upstairs. I stood in the darkness, barely feeling my feet bleeding from the patent leather heels, which were too small and dug into my skin. I didn’t care about the pain. My blisters were stigmata! I was their Jesus. I bled for them so that we could have life.


    I remember what shoes I was wearing when we all got together for our first read-through, the summer before I had my brains blown out in heart-shaped chunks. I was flipping through a magazine, waiting for Angela at the graveyard gate in giant white platforms. They made me look like Baby Spice and Michael Alig’s love child. I had a lollipop and a syringe filled with Drano tangled in the laces.


    When Angela showed up, she said, “I brought my camera in case you want to shoot.”


    “You know you never have to ask to take my picture,” I told her. “But if you ever do and I say no, keep taking it anyway. And don’t stop until I have a mental breakdown.”


    “Tight boots,” she said, lighting a joint.


    “They’re my mom’s. She wears them when she dresses as a school girl and dances to ‘Baby One More Time.’ I totally helped choreograph her routine.”


    “Forty years old and still dressing like an underage slut,” Angela laughed. “I think I’ll make a Facebook fan page for her when I get home.”


    I licked a picture in the tabloid I was holding. “Sorry,” I said, “I have to make the Hemsworth brothers as wet as they make me.”


    “No need to apologize, dude,” Angel snapped a Polaroid. “I’d do them both at the same time.”


    “You’d do them both in the same hole,” I laughed. “But who wouldn’t?”


    “Who do you think is bigger,” she asked, “Chris or Liam?”


    “Liam. He’d have to be to fill Miley.”


    We smoked while I climbed over tombstones, posing like a starlet corpse. My pale skin made me look like a wraith. I was one with the white flash. Angela took Polaroids because she thought they made her bohemian, which is the same reason why she smoked cigarettes and had unprotected sex.


    I wasn’t surprised when she got a text from one of her boyfriends and immediately got horny and said she had to go. Angela is a transient being. A hard, fast volt. She asked if I wanted to walk home with her, but I decided to stay. I loved the graveyard. It was filled with so many flowers—it was like the Elysian Fields. Whenever I was there, I’d imagine I was a god walking around in ten-inch hooker heels. Or, depending on my mood, just a hooker.


    Angela gave me a joint before leaving, kissing both my cheeks goodbye. She planted her big wet lips right on my skin. It was like she wanted to leave a part of herself on me. She had to mark her territory and make sure she wasn’t forgotten. I think that’s why she wore so much perfume. Angela always reeked. Everyone told her she smelled like a whorehouse, but I think she took it as a compliment.


    “You can keep the Polaroids,” she called back as she started heading down the path. “I know how obsessed you are with yourself. Just don’t get them all sticky this time!”


    I lit the joint when she was gone, and while I smoked I gave an interview to a tombstone like it was Barbara Walters. I was always imagining I was on her “Most Fascinating People” list. Number one, obviously.


    Barbara had just started to make me cry when I heard them come up behind me. I quickly wiped away my tears as Matt rolled down the path on his skateboard. But it was Luke I saw first, lagging behind him with his hands in his pockets. My irises shuttered like the lens of a camera.


    Kenny and Colin followed, both looking like Aberzombies just burst from graves. I felt sorry for them. They needed so much plastic surgery.


    “Judy!” Matt said, excited to see me. I was his favourite entertainment, the show he couldn’t turn off (or on, for that matter). Matt thought he was so hot, but he was the same height as Justin Bieber. Even their egos were the same size. I jerked off thinking about him once, but only because Angela described his dick as “prodigious.” He snatched the joint out of my manicured hand before I could stop him.


    “I wouldn’t smoke that,” Colin told him. “You might get the hiv.”


    “Ew, that like doesn’t even exist anymore,” I said, rolling my eyes. “What decade are you from?”


    Matt made a big show of wiping off my contamination anyway before bringing it to his mouth.


    “Nice boots,” he sneered. Smoke coiled out of his mouth—he was a snake. I started to walk off, and he skated after me. The others followed—I guess they wanted autographs too. Matt passed Luke the joint and he took a long puff, holding the smoke at the back of his throat until his eyes burned. “I said I like your boots,” Matt said, picking up his board and blocking my way. He shoved my chest. “You don’t thank someone when they compliment you?”


    “Ugh,” I sighed, like he was an overzealous fan. “Fuck off, you stalker.”


    “That’s not very nice,” Matt smirked, getting in my face. He totally wanted to kiss me. “I’ve seen them before, you know. Your mom was wearing them when I tucked a dollar bill between her tits.”


    I pushed him, harder than I thought I could without breaking a nail. He seemed surprised when I knocked him to the ground, but quickly recovered and jumped back up. “I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to punch a girl,” he said, swinging at me. I flinched, protecting my face, and he missed, but I lost my balance in the platforms and fell onto a grave.


    “Let’s just get out of here,” Luke sighed, acting bored so that I wouldn’t end up in the grave. Yet. He passed Matt back the joint to distract him. Matt took it, blowing smoke in my face.


    “I know you’re used to being on your knees, Judy,” Matt said, “but for the last time: no, you cannot suck my dick.”


    I jumped up and spat in his face as if it had been choreographed. I did my own stunts!


    “Dude,” Kenny said to Matt, disgusted. “You’re totally going to get pink eye!”


    “Yeah,” Colin laughed, “pink triangle eye.”


    I almost laughed too, not just because Colin had said something witty for the first time in his life, but because I was nervous. I didn’t usually fight back, aside from blowing kisses, and something told me I was about to pay for it.


    Matt’s skateboard came for my head before I could duck. He kept hitting me even when I was down. Later, the doctors worried that he’d injured the ventromedial prefrontal cortex part of my brain, which can leave you without morals or compassion. I was disappointed that it wasn’t damaged, because wouldn’t it be nice not to give a shit? Blood streaked down my face like I’d been punctured by my crown of thorns as I lay upon a spike of asphodels. At least that’s how I chose to remember it. Cinematography is so crucial.


    When I came to, the park was empty, and the blood was pooling in my nostrils. I told myself it was a performance, and I was up for an award—I was up for all of them. I tried to stand to make my acceptance speech but got dizzy and fell back down. When I opened my eyes again, I thought I had died and gone to heaven because Luke was looking down at me.


    “Shit,” is all he said as he gave me his hand and helped me up. I couldn’t believe I was touching him. The shock gave my heart back its beat. He let me lean on him as we walked out of the graveyard onto the abandoned street. I got blood all over his shirt. The hospital was only a couple blocks away, but I was staggering. I acted like I couldn’t hold my head up just so that I could lean on his shoulder.


    He lit us a joint. It was like he didn’t know what else to do. He tried to get me to take a puff, as if I’d be okay if I could at least take a puff. He basically shoved it in my mouth. Fantasy fulfilled. The joint fell to the sidewalk, and I wasn’t sure if the red smudges were from my lipstick or my blood.


    I told him I loved him. I just said it like it was written in the script. I always thought I’d say it with a tear, but it didn’t come. The director could only expect so much from me when I was under pressure. I felt Luke freeze up, like he was about to push me away, like he was going to let me fall to the sidewalk and crawl the rest of the way to the hospital while he ran in the other direction in his bloody shirt, pretending he bought it with the red splatters at some store in the mall where they spray cologne until you’re choking and play music so loud you feel like you should be doing a bump every time you go to the change room. But he didn’t push me away. Luke had no imagination. He helped me the rest of the way to the hospital and left me on the stairs next to a nurse who was on her smoke break. I thought the step was still his pec until I shivered from the cold.


    I hoped he might come to the hospital to visit me while I was recovering. I sat in my bed waiting, and when he didn’t show up, I was so furious that I almost told the tabloids, I mean the police officer, everything when she asked about the boy who dropped me off. “Did he do this to you?” she asked. But I kept my mouth shut, even about Matt, because I knew that Luke would go down with him. And maybe that’s what he deserved, but I wouldn’t do it. I wouldn’t destroy the only memory of him that showed he felt something too.


    Once the stitches had healed, Angela would touch the scar on my forehead and say, “You’re a wizard, ’arry,” every time she was stoned.


    I saw Luke again on the first day of school. I was in the bathroom touching up my face when he walked in. The tap stopped running, and the only sound was the water swishing through the drain in the wall like hushed gossip. He came over to the sink next to me and put down his backpack. Our eyes met in the mirror before he turned to look at me. At the real me. I was sure that the reflection in the mirror was just another scene from the movie always playing in my mind; I was scared that if I looked away and faced him, the screen would fade to black. So I stood perfectly still as the reflection of his hand came toward my face like the most beautiful special effect ever created. He traced my scar slowly, from top to bottom, then looked down at the makeup on his fingertip and smiled.
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    Hair and Makeup


    



    It was the beginning of the end. The first day back to school after winter break. I had to hit snooze, or I’d have had a breakdown by third period. When I finally woke up, my eyes squinted from the light shining through the snow packed against my basement bedroom window. The dog-piss streaks were glistening like the yellow brick road, blinding me. All I wanted for Christmas was a sleep mask, but my grandma said Santa thought I was already too dramatic.


    Stoned Hairspray started licking my face. Her tongue felt like sandpaper, but it was my favourite feeling in the world. She was purring so hard my mattress vibrated. Stoned had brown- and caramel-coloured fur and yellow eyes. She followed me home one day, and I decided to keep her because Ray was allergic to cats. My mom said she couldn’t stay, but I promised to keep her in the basement where Ray almost never went. There was nothing down there but my bedroom and the laundry room, both of which he avoided. So Stoned became my cellmate, making prison life more bearable. Angela and I named her Stoned Hairspray on account of huffing a can of hairspray when we were trying to come up with a name. It just sort of stuck.


    When Stoned was done cleaning my face, I reached for my laptop on the floor so I could Facebook stalk Luke Morris. He still hadn’t accepted my friend request. I jerked off to my favourite picture of him, which he’d posted from his family’s cabin during the summer. He was standing on a dock, and his swim trunks were wet. If you looked closely, you could see the outline of his crotch. That did it every day. Usually more than once.


    I had a new comment on one of my Facebook pictures, the one I took in Photo Booth where I’m posing like an underage girl doing a Terry Richardson shoot who actually thinks dreams come true. The comment was from Kenny Randal. He wrote, “faggot!!!!!” with five exclamation marks. I don’t know why I bothered with my privacy settings when Facebook just went back to default every time a bored Zuckerberg got even more Orwellian.


    I almost deleted the comment, but decided to keep it like another badge from the Pretty Boy Scouts.


    When I went upstairs to shower, I saw my mom was in the kitchen, burning pancakes. She’d just gotten home from work and was still dressed like a slutty nurse. Keefer sat at the kitchen table playing a game on his DS. All I could hear were gun shots and screams. The shower steamed up the bathroom mirror, and when I got out, I drew a heart so I could see my reflection. The steam streaked it, and it looked like the heart was bleeding.


    I used my mom’s eyeliner and pink lip gloss, and then sprayed some of her Mademoiselle in my wet, dirty-blond hair. The bottle I’d stolen from her was already empty. My hair was almost down to my shoulders—long enough that I was always getting mistaken for a girl, which I liked. Tranny chasers are so hot.


    I stared at my reflection in the perspiring glass, tucking my dick between my legs and pursing my sticky pink lips. I was transparent; I could’ve already been a ghost. Every mirror I looked into turned to water, and I was always ready for my close-up. Since I was born by caesarean, I wasn’t deformed from childbirth. My mom said all the nurses and parents told her how beautiful I was. “Lord knows you were no immaculate conception,” she laughed, “but you sure were immaculate.”


    In the first picture ever taken of me, I’m lying in the hospital nursery wrapped in a yellow blanket. Not blue like all the other baby boys or pink like all the girls. It was a yellow blanket, which I kept my whole life. I’d sleep with it every night. Even when I was too old and it embarrassed me, I loved it. But then I always loved things that didn’t love me back.


    I used to wonder if the parents who looked at me and my yellow blanket in the nursery with all the other babies thought I was a little boy or girl. If it mattered. If, on my first day on earth, I wasn’t either.


    I was just beautiful.


    


    When I was done with hair and makeup, I was ready to start filming. I walked to school, but imagined I was in LA. I turned the bungalows with snow piled on decaying shingles into Beverly Hills mansions. The dogs tied up in backyards, sticking their frozen noses in the air and barking, became the honking horns of limos with starlets overdosing in the back. The mine was a studio lot. The thick grey smog that hovered over town was the pollution from a traffic jam on the Hollywood Freeway. I zigzagged down the sidewalk, slipping on ice and pretending it was the Walk of Fame.


    I’m not going to tell you what town I lived in because it was a dump, and it will just depress you. It had everything you needed if you didn’t need anything at all. The movie theatre only had one screen, which played one movie a week, and it was usually a couple months old. We always got things a little later than everyone else, once they had trickled through the rest of the world. The town had one newspaper, which you could read cover to cover on the toilet and still have time to raid the medicine cabinet for anything that might help you catch a buzz. There was a mine where almost everyone worked, including my dad before he died.


    The funeral scenes were tragic. It was always a gruesome death. Usually I killed him off in a car accident that left him decapitated like Jayne Mansfield. If I wanted real tears, I’d think of her. My father always came back from the dead like a Soap Star, so maybe that’s why I cried for Jayne, because she couldn’t. Her heart only beats on a screen in the dark.


    When I stepped through the school doors, my fans went crazy. I had arrived just in time for the end of morning announcements. Our principal, Mr Callagher, was saying through the speaker that the school was throwing a Valentine’s dance, and if anyone wanted to help organize it, they should come to the office at lunch and shove their finger up his ass.


    Everyone was busy talking about what they got for Christmas and how wasted they got on New Years. No one gave a shit about Mr Callagher. His voice boomed overhead like God’s, but no one was a believer. Hadn’t he seen the portraits of him scribbled on the tables in the caf? Pants down, hairy balls, pencil dick up Janitor Jim’s ass.


    They made portraits of me, too. They were my graffiti tabloids. I was totally famous. I’d imagine that the drawing in the handicap stall of my alleged crotch with “Hermafrodite Jude/Judy” scribbled next to it was the cover of the National Enquirer. Misspelled headline included. I was addicted to them. I’d look all over the bathroom and on all the walls in the hallway, and if there wasn’t one waiting for me on my locker for Jim to paint over at the end of the day, I was crushed. I wanted them to hate me; hate was as close to love as I thought I’d ever be.


    While Mr Callagher made his announcement, I stared at Luke, who had morning wood sticking out of his gym shorts. I couldn’t believe it. It made the crotch-shot on the dock seem amateur. I don’t think he even noticed; he was looking bored and tapping his foot on the floor. He was wearing the shoes with Madison’s lip print still smudged on the side. The shoes were his Christmas present. Of course, she had to give them to him on the last day of school, five days before Christmas, in front of everyone. Standing right in the middle of the hall, she took one of the white Nikes out of the box and kissed it. She wore a glossy red lipstick that made her lips look juicy, like she had just sucked on a tampon, which I’m pretty sure she did once just to get her YouTube channel more views. Luke seemed embarrassed as Madison passed him the lipsticked shoe. He was smiling, but it was like he was being forced to take a picture first thing in the morning before he’d even had a chance to rub one out or eat a Pop-Tart.


    Mr Callagher was reminding everyone that smoking was forbidden on school property as Luke crossed his hands on his lap to hide his bulge—or rub against it. Probably both. He stared straight ahead and barely blinked. His thick eyelashes were so dark that it looked like he bought them at the drugstore, like I do. I fantasized about gluing them on his eyes and then ripping them off as he climaxed. I wondered what he was thinking about. I wanted to crawl into his head and see what I needed to be to become the thing that he was thinking about.


    When Mr Callagher was done speaking, Brent Mackenzie asked Mrs Kennedy if she’d go to the Valentine’s dance with him, which made a few people laugh. The few who’d been lucky enough to wake ’n’ bake. Mrs Kennedy did her best to look unimpressed, but her cheeks were as red as a spanked ass in a BDSM porno. I would know. Angela and I watched all the DVDs in the box under her parents’ bed, like, twice.
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    The Set


    



    My middle school was basically a movie set. No one was real. Especially me. We were all just playing our parts. You might be sort of real when you start school but you’re quickly typecast and learn all your lines by rote—mostly because you’ve written them in detention so many times.
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