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  Keith Lemon is a northern sex symbol. If you don’t know already it’s the same Keith Lemon as Keith Lemon Business Man of the Year 1993. You may have seen him on TV

  shows such as Celebrity Juice, Lemon La Vida Loca, Lemonaid, Sing if You Can, Bo! Selecta and Keith Lemon’s Very Brilliant World Tour. As you can see he’s a good looking guy

  and quite a hit with the ladies – from Bang Tidy lasses to stinky mingers, he’s had them all.
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  Introduction fingy




   




   




   




   




  Just got home from t’ NTAs – the National Television Awards. It were the first time I’ve ever done t’ red carpet with a girlfriend. I

  were quite proud when someone shouted they’d smash ’er back doors in. Rosie is lovely. She looks like a cross between someone from Hollyoaks and one of the fit nurses from

  Casualty and her out of t’ Office.




  Anywhere, it were a crazy night, though I were very nervous for some reason – which is very unlike me. It were a big do, like. Lovely to see Holly and Fearne.

  Holly’s bangers looked as big as always and Fearne’s nostrils looked even biggerer! We had a right laff. Fearne cudn’t stop looking at me. There’s no two ways about it.

  Fearne has got the hots for me and I fink Rosie could sense it. There were a moment of sexual rivalry in their eyes. I quite liked it to be honest.
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  F.A.F.




  Anywhere, it comes to the category of Best Comedy Panel Show, the category we were up for (‘we’ as in Celebrity Juice). I had a feeling if the person that

  were presenting the award were somehow linked to the show, or a friend of mine, Holly’s or Fearne’s, then we might be in with a chance of winning. Would it be Rufus Hound? Cos he were

  nowhere to be seen.




  Not sure where he were that night. Probably out with his prostitutes. He loves prostitutes! Just kidding, dingbats!




  So, on walks Russell Kane, the lovely guy from I’m a Celebrity Get Me Out of Here! who looks like Jedward’s older lesbian sister. I know Russell,

  he’s a very funny, lovely man and has appeared on Juice a few times. This were all looking good. He called out the nominations.




  ‘And the nominations are – QI, Mock the Week, Have I Got News For You and Celebrity Jews’. I fink he meant

  ‘Juice’.




  ‘And the winner is… Celebrity Juice!’.




  I saw me face in t’ corner of the screen looking nervous. I looked at Fearne and had sex with her three times in me mind, then looked at Rosie and had sex with her four

  times, including some oral and some stuff I better not say cos she don’t like me talking about it. She’s the one for me… For now anywhere, as Sam Faiers from TOWIE were

  sat a few seats away from me and her bangers were crying out for some TLC – Tender Lemon Cuddles. Anywhere, where was I?
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  SAM FAIERS




  ‘And the winner is… Celebrity Juice!’




  Shit me backwards, we’d won! After six series and lots of begging for votes on Twittor, we’d won t’ big ’un. Celebrity Juice, a show on ITV2 on

  Thursdays at 10pm, were officially the Best Comedy Panel Show on telly. I were swallowed up in a vortex of joy (that sounds good, don’t it?). I cudn’t believe it. I were literally

  without belief. I dint even hug Rosie, which I fink I should’ve. (I did more than give her hugs when we got home that night though.) I jumped straight up for Fearne. Even though I give her a

  lot of grief on Juice, she’s me mate and I do respect her a lot as a beautiful woman that has to carry those large nostrils on her face on a daily basis. Can’t be easy for her.

  Then I hugged Dan, the executive producer of Juice, who is married to Holly (the spawny bastard), nuzzled into Holly’s massive bangers and approached the stage.




  I were overcome with joy and had to display me joy with t’ power of dance. Dint have a clue what I were gonna say. I fought about me mam, me dad, me old school friends,

  me girlfriend Rosie sat in t’ audience, the team. It were incredible. And what did I do? I sang two brief extracts from the songs ‘When the Going Gets Tough’ and ‘Caribbean

  Queen’ by Billy Ocean, who I often joke is me dad. But deep down it in’t a joke. I honestly believe Billy Ocean is me dad. Ya can see it in both our eyes.
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  BILLY OCEAN IS ME DAD




  Backstage at the NTAs were a total buzz, doing all those interviews and having the victory photoshoot. Mark Wright, another one from TOWIE seemed to crawl into our

  photo. TOWIE are like how So Solid Crew use to be. There’s always one of ’em in ya peripheral vision as there’s so many of ’em. They're like Gremlins!




  Me, Holly and Fearne did a lot of laffing before I were whisked off back into me seat for another award that I were up for – Best Entertainment Presenter. God only knows

  how I got that nomination! Anywhere, Ant and Dec won it for the 11th year running and I were happy for ’em. I knew they were gonna win. I’m just lucky. I dint even know how I

  got ’ere. I were just riding a wave, being paid to mess about and have a laff. Now, if it were for somet like ‘Best Hair’, or ‘Best Dressed Person’ if they gave awards

  like that, I would’ve won, cos I looked Bang Tidy, even if I say so meself. But honestly, I find it hard to believe how I got ’ere. And if ya finking ya dint know how I got ’ere,

  well… ’ere’s how I got ’ere…




  I said I dint know how I got ’ere a lot then, dint I? Well, ’ere’s how I got ’ere…
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  'Ere's how I got 'ere




   




   




   




   




  I were invented in Leeds via me mam’s womb. Anatomically gifted with a three–inch tally wacker, ya can only imagine how many inches I’m

  packing now. Said it before and I’ll say it again, fick as a coke can.




  I learn’t nowt at school apart from how to control the mind of the female to convince ’em to do almost anyfing ya like. I’m not talking about getting her to

  cook for ya or do the cleaning and stuff as I’m metrosexually that way, very good around the house. I’m talking about erasicating any negative responses to sexual advances. Turnin a

  ‘no’ into a ‘maybe’ to a ‘yeah’ to a ‘oh my god! There were an earthquake in me knickers!’.




  Hold on! I’m just gonna look at me Twittor page. New series of Juice is on this week so I’m getting lots of tweets and I wanna see if Rosie has sent me a

  message. She’s on holiday at the mo with t’ girls, in Greece. I hope she don’t cop off with some Greek bloke. Don’t know what I’m I worrying for… She in’t

  gonna go off with someone else. She’s dating Keith Lemon from t’ telly. She’s winning!
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  OK, let’s see what they’re saying on Twittor…




  @lemontwittor: Just been watching your dvd, your one hilarious bastard. Il be on your show one day

  and il abuse you.




  That’s nice in’t it? Barry finks I’m a bastard and he wants to abuse me.




  @lemontwittor bang tidy!!




  That’s one I get often. That and ‘potato’.




  @lemontwittor puberty started late on you then ha ha




  Ha ha ha! Not sure what that one means…




  Caprice Bourret @lemontwittor my designer at my office wants to marry u and have ur

  children :) xxxx




  That’s the actual Caprice from retro dreams’ wetness! See, I know all kinds me. Ok. Let me just check if I’ve got a message from Rosie.




  No. Nowt. Last message were 14 hours ago.




  Rosie Parker @lemontwittor fought ya were being rude there and then realised you

  were being a different kind of rude!




  That were in response to me telling her I met up with Kelly Brook, purely on a work basis. She replied ‘Oh your job’s so hard, in’t it!’ I told her it

  in’t hard, but it would be if I were working with her – Rosie, that is. It were meant as a compliment, ya know. It’s hard being with Rosie cos she’s very FAF (Fit as Fuck or

  Flip, dependant on how naughty you’re feeling) and I get a hard tally wacker. I fink that’s how I often get away with saying rude fings. There’s always a nice motive behind what

  I’m saying. Anywhere, back on track…
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  Little Lemon




   




   




   




   




  So, I were born, went to school, learnt nowt but had a lot of initiative, had sexual relations at a very young age and thus were very experienced in t’

  field of lovemeking. I knew Rosie back then as well – we met in the youthclub. But I were thirteen and she were eight so I just fought I’d wait till she got bangers else it would just

  be moralistically wrong. But ya just knew Rosie were gonna grow up to be fit. I knew she’d be a banker for the future, so we stayed in touch.




  I were a ladies man from the day dot. I remember charging girls for snogs in the wendy house, fifty pence a snog, which back then were like five pounds. Looking back on it, I

  guess it’s easy to see that I’ve always been a entrepreneurerer in the meking.




  I were youngerer back then and even though I left school with no education on account of all me messing about and cos I spent most of the day trying to get off with girls, I

  got a job on Leeds market and soon I were owner of me own business selling Rhino Jeans. Basically, I bought a loads of jeans off this man and stuck a label on ’em and called them Rhino Jeans.

  Rhino as in they were right strong, like a rhino. I basically saw a gap in the market cos I fink that jeans always get a lot of wear and tear around the happy area and that’s where the

  material goes first. I don’t know whether it’s just cos I’ve got a big cock and balls but it always goes down there for me. But these Rhino Jeans were right tough so they’d

  stay strong, even for me. I’ve still got a couple of boxes in the spare room for memories sake. Some people would complain saying one leg were fatter than t’ other, but I would say

  that’s the style. It’s encapsulating both the ragamuffin look and the emo look – which hadn’t even been invented back then. The emo look, I invented that.
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  Me Rosie




  I lived with me mam and brother in Leeds and me family have always meant a lot to me, me mom in particular so I wanted to share a bit of the success I’d had with Rhino

  Jeans with her so I started saving to pay for her to get a new set of teeth. At the time they were right mashed up – like a picket fence in her mouth – so I wanted to sort them out for

  her. I weren’t connecting meself to one woman at this stage as I had too much love in me pants for one woman.




  Anywhere from Rhino Jeans I went off to Securipole which I won Business Man of the Year 1993 for. I were proper chuffed with that. And if ya don’t know what Securipole

  is, let me tell ya what it is. It’s a 2 foot reinforced aluminium shaft ya can have installed on your driveway to prevent evil scum buggers from stealing your car, or your auto-moto-vehicle

  as scientists call them.




  And for me services to Securipole I was awarded the Business Man of the Year 1993 and that’s where it all got a little more interesting. Not that me life weren’t

  interesting before telly, it were! I’ve always had an interesting life.




  But for now let’s just concentrate on t’ bits ya know me for. I’m gonna start in America because that’s where I first found I had a face for telly on

  Bo! In the USA.




  





   




   




   




   




  In the USA!




   




   




   




   




  After the success of Securipole in the UK we decided to take Securipole to all t’ needy people around the world. So I were over in America, LA to be

  pecific, trying to promote Securipole and I just so happened to be staying at the same hotel that they were filming Bo!, which were that documentary fing with those masks, that little

  penguin/monkey/bear fing and that ginger stalker from Transylvania who were married to his sister, the freak. It were a mad old time with all sorts staying there. Craig David, Elton John, Holly

  Valance to name but a few.




  But let’s talk about Holly Valance. Oh my god! She were Bang Tidy. I would’ve let her stick a digit up me and I’ve never let any girl do that. Me poo shoot is

  a deposit box only. She smelt of right nice perfume and had legs the colour of hotdogs. She wanted it, that Holly Valance. When I first saw her, she did that fing where she’d look at me too

  much, and she were obviously not looking at me shoes, she’s gone beyond me shoes and she’s looking right into me soul, via the eyes. So I said, ‘Hello, my name’s Keith,

  I’ve got me own business, I’m here in the United States of America promoting that business. I know who ya are, but I’d like to get to know ya more furtherer.’ And she said

  ‘I’m Holly Valance’, and I said ‘yes, I know that. You sang, “I wanna kiss your mouth mouth, kiss kiss your mouth”’ and then we just took it from there.

  It’s very strange that I never got off with her back then. She gave me plenty of come ’ere and back skuttle me looks. But maybe because the cameras were around all t’ time. She

  were sunbathing by t’ pool all t’ time and I fink she enjoyed the admiration from all t’ blokes. She were right nice to talk to and I still talk to her now. She still has that

  look in her eye. When I came back from LA I bumped into her at The BRITs and she came over to say ‘how do!’. I fink she were a bit surprised by all the attention I were getting. I

  weren’t as well known as I am now, but I still had Pixie Lott and Geri Halliwell round me like flies on shit. (Did I just liken meself to shit then?). Anywhere, ya know what I mean! We

  exchanged numbers and that were it. I’ll tell ya what happened with her later though. It’s getting like Pulp Fiction this, in’t it? Back and fourth with t’ story

  line. I hope I dint forget to tell ya what happens. In case I do, I’ll tell ya now, I fucked her. Tell ya in more detail later.
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  Okay, so back to LA. The weather were shite. It were cloudy a lot of the time, but I weren’t there on a jolly, I were there to work. It just so happened that I had a

  camera crew following me. Nice enough lads they were. There were this gay fella Ben, who later turned out not to be gay (a bit of a shock) and this good-looking fella called James, who’s

  nearly as good looking as me. We made a great pulling team. The cameraman, called Pete, looked like t’ little lad out of Jungle Book but a grown up version with a job instead of

  eating bananas all day and singing ‘I wanna be like you O-oo O-oo’. The sound recording recordist man, Joe, were a proper gonk though, one of those techno-nonces. Knew everyfing about

  computers and stuff. Turned out to be a sound lad in the end (no pun intended!) and he later helped me build me phone app, Keith Lemon’s Mouth Board. He lives on a barge now. I fink

  he’s a sea gypsy or a pirate. Or a tax dodger. Only joking, Joe, if ya’re reading this. Top bloke! Oh, and I forgot Roy! How could I forget Roy? He were t’ oldest one out of us.

  We called him ‘Yoda’, among other fings, but all in jest.
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  Roy, our cameraman, he looks like Yoda don't he?, top bloke




  I remember one night we all went to a nightclub. Apart from me, we looked a right set of dingbats. I had a nice off-white linen suit on from H&M. For some reason camera

  crews all wear t’ same sort off clothes: army shorts, Abercomby and Fish, which is just Gap clothes all broken up. They wore North Space a lot as well. All dress t’ same they do. We

  looked too old to be in there, again apart from me. Just a bunch of English dingbats. We all adopted American accents so people could tell what we were speaking about. Joe’s American accent

  were ridiculous. Like Kermit t’ Frog’s granddad or somet.




  Anywhere, we were meeting Jack Osbourne inside the club. Not quite sure how that happened, I fink t’ crew must have been filming with him earlier in t’ day with

  Avid Merrion. Once at t’ door we just had to say ‘six English blokes’, that’s what name they had down on t’ door for us. Soon as we went in, one of the cameramen Dave

  went straight off on to t’ dance floor, quite well spoken he were.
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  Avid Merrion




  ‘Excuse me gentlemen, I’m going off to have some fun.’




  Tell ya what, he wun’t have got through t’ finals of Davina McCall’s dance fing on Sky. They’d have just said live on t’ telly, ‘’Ere

  mate, fuck off!’. Funny moves he had, but he were definitely enjoying himself. I showed him how to dance proper later on. We met Kirsten Dunst from Spiderman in there. She were fit,

  but not a very sexy dancer, dint express herself in a positive manner. Bit hunched, like how I imagined Dot Cotton to dance.
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  DOT AND KIRSTEN




  We met Paris Hilton in there too. I’d have a go on her. I bet she’s proper dirty. I’ve seen her sex tape. She did a good job! Lindsay Lolan were there too.

  Fit for a ginger bird! Anywhere, in case you’re wondering, I got off with a few people people in the club. I can’t remember their names, just faces. They all look the same, like

  they’re all out of Sweet Valley High. We dint have too much of a late ’un cos I had a meeting the next day with a bloke called Fabio early in t’ morning and they wanted

  to film that. If ya dint know who Fabio is let me tell ya who he is, or just show ya a picture.
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  The mojo maestro




   




   




   




   




  In t’ 80s, Fabio were t’ face of many love romance novels. He is the mojo maestro. He looks a bit like He-man and has biggerer tits than Holly

  Willoughbooby. I fink he later went on to not only be on’t cover but write romance books himself, with such titles as Pirate, Rogue, Viking and Champion.

  Anywhere, he’s also been in a few films – Dude, Where’s Me Car, Spy Hard and Zoolander. In the United States of America he’s also known for being

  in t’ ‘I Can’t Believe It’s Not Butter’ ad on t’ telly. And a goose flew into his face while he were launching a new rollercoaster in a theme park called Thor.

  He looks a bit like Thor as well. Which made him the ideal celeb to be the face of me Securipole campaign.
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  A novel of epic proportions




  He’s not very well known in t’ UK but massive in t’ United States of America. Women throw ’emselves at him. He’s a bit like me. So I rock up to

  his gaff and a lovely place, it were. Dint know what to expect. I wun’t sure if he’d wanna get involved in the project or not. Some people in the United States of America cudn’t

  even understand what I were saying, but Fabio in’t American, he’s Italian and I’ve been out with an Italian bird so I knew a bit of t’ lingo. They eat pizza don’t

  they? I knocked on t’ door. He answered, and I gotta say, it were like looking in a mirror, apart from I looked a bit youngerer, me hair were a bit shorterer than his and he dint have a tash

  – other than that it were literally just like looking in a mirror.




  He asked me in and he were right nice. Not what I expected at all. We clicked straight away and were soon talking about our sexual conquests, just two blokes talking about

  shagging birds. Proper man’s man, he were. He showed me around the place and it were like somet out of Cribs. Kinda place ya dreamed of having. His plasma weren’t as big as

  mine though. His were 60” and mine’s 62”. But his speaker system were outta this world. Four fuck-off speakers as big as me mam’s front door. Bet they threw off some

  wattage. They had a kind of mixing desk to work ’em that were like somet out of Superman 3. Ya know the one with Lionel Richie in it. Were’t Lionel Richie? Not sure, anywhere.

  That big computer that takes over t’ world and mekes all traffic lights fight. The one where the green man on’t traffic lights has a fight with t’ red man. Oh I know who it were!

  Not Lionel Richie, but Richard Prior!




  So, Fabio took me to his garage. His hobbies include a passion for off-road motorbikes and he wanted to show me ’em. All 365 of ’em! Cudn’t believe it. Christ

  knows how he gets one out from the back of garage. He proper loved ’em though. He got one out and showed me a few wheelies. He let me have a go on one, bearing in mind I crash anyfing with an

  engine me. Apart from cars, vans and stuff, I’ve crashed a snowbike in t’ past and a few motorbikes. Anywhere, I get on this little fing, probably made for a six year old. All’s

  going well and suddenly I lose control and crash into some bins, in America they call ’em ‘trashcans’. I fink ‘that’s fucked it’.




  He’s not gonna be part of me Securipole campaign. I were ’ell bent on getting him, as well. He were perfect. Women love him; men wanna be him. He were the perfect

  face for buying into the Securipole lifestyle. Plus, he weren’t gonna be too expensive cos I’m sure he just wanted the exposure in t’ UK.




  I told him I were sorry and he said he’d fink about the campaign. He were worried he fought it were gonna come across a bit gay. Him being half-naked, holding a pole

  covering his knob. I assured him it weren’t gay but sexy and the idea were to attract a female audience, but still keeping it manly. That’s why it were a right clever idea. So, he said

  he’d sleep on it, but offered to take me out that evening. Now, I fought that were a bit gay. But then he said we’d be going out to get some minge. Well… he dint say

  ‘minge’ he said ‘pussy’. But by the end of the time he spent with me he were calling it ‘minge’ and learnt lots of other youthermisms. Such as ‘bangers and

  gash’, ‘ham sandwhich’, ‘mouse’s ear’ and many, many more.
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  Ooof! I’ve got shooty arse. Gonna go for a poo and call it a day. I’ll write a bit more tomorrow. Just check if I’ve had a tweet fing from Rosie... No nowt. I

  wonder if I’ll still go out with her when I’ve finished this book? Who knows, I could be shacked up with Kelly Brook. Super fit. I’d let her kick the crap out of me. Oooosh! I

  once had a dream about her and there were two of me. She sorted both of us out no problem. Can’t believe I actually know her in real life. She’s a lovely lass. Imagine if she were ya

  bird though. Every time ya left her stood at the bar there’d be blokes chatting her up. That’s why it’s nice wee Rosie’s fit, but not insanely fit cos she’s not got

  much in t’ way of bangers. Similar to Fearne Cotton in some respect. Imagine if me and Fearne got it together. That might be good for me career. Fink people would like to see us together. We

  could do the Hello, OK magazine shoots maybe. Perhaps I’ll ask her one day. I’ll wait and see if Rosie tweets me. If there’s nowt by 10 o’clock, I may ask

  Fearne out tomorrow. Me Nando’s card an’t expired yet. I could take her there. See ya in t’ next chapter. Good this in’ t it. It’s very ferapeutic. Wish me computer

  had spellcheck on it though.
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