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Praise for Dead Stars


“Wagner the doctor/novelist addresses his patients in an austere and loving tone. He grants haunted forgiveness. He is fully aware of the cost of spiritual hunger in the face of fame and all its temptations. He castigates, comforts and tenderly reprimands in equal doses and offers us novels of tenderness and grandeur.”


—James Ellroy


“Written in hyper-hilarious, brilliant prose, [Dead Stars] renders an obsessive pop-culture nightmare of surprising realism and light, illuminating the meanest corners of its characters’—and our culture’s—desperation.”


—Publishers Weekly (starred review)


“Dead Stars is a manic, hypersexualized take-down of Hollywood wannabes and strivers, a relentless, wickedly funny, pornographic flash on the eddies of fame in the present moment . . . a total leap, a stylistic satiric attack, a XXX accomplishment.”


—LA TIMES


“There are few writers capable of escorting us more convincingly into a character’s tender, gnarled mind. Dead Stars, easily Wagner’s best and most ambitious novel yet, is a huge, riveting book. . . the London Fields of Los Angeles, the Ulysses of TMZ culture—an immensely literate, fearsomely interior novel about people who are neither.”


—GQ


“Dead Stars is a tragicomic Hollywood epic: obscene, scandalous, heartbreaking. Best American novel I’ve read in a year.”


—Bret Easton Ellis


“There are passages in Dead Stars that throb with Mr. Wagner’s fury at our toxic culture of commodification, passages that are grounded in a spider web of details harvested by his heat-seeking eye and snared in his caffeinated prose.”


—Michiko Kakutani, The New York Times
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jolly roger


Some people forget there is a hell


August 11, 2012


Uhh get your jollies rodger?


You say that but you are on a porn site?


August 15, 2012


;===0


Omg shes so shy fuck her real gd dude


August 20, 2012


forever77


It is amazing how many of you slept through English class.


August 24, 2012


Der Spermin8tr


Once her hair is down, She getts pretty. No way those are C’s, her tatt’s don’t look good. Great BJ skills. Lovd her hair down!!!!!


August 24, 2012


ketamean


if she has Cs, then I have f-cking Ds lol. So many of these small-breasted casting couch girls lie about their
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Kylie Jenner, 13, Shows Off Her Legs


In Fashion Shoot (PHOTOS)


Read More: Kylie Jenner Model, bikini, hot, legs, skimpy, sexy? Kim, Kendall, sex
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SparkNotes: Inferno: Important Quotations Explained


www.sparknotes.com/poetry/inferno/quotes.html—Cached


It is greatly significant that both Purgatorio and Paradiso end with the same word as Inferno: stele, or the stars. It is clear not only that Dante aspires to Heaven . . .
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Notes


One of my favorite translations, by Dorothy Sayers, can be purchased from Amazon.com via the following links: Hell, Purgatory, Paradise.









You should never


forget that


you’re just a person.


Even though


you’re not like


everyone else,


you are


just like


everyone else.


—Dakota Fanning









Click Here to watch









1ST


TRIMESTER


ICM


(Morning/Noontime)









Morning is the time of Man: the Known


salimmo sù, el primo e io secondo,


tanto ch’i’ vidi de le cose belle


che porta ‘l ciel, per un pertugio tondo.


E quindi uscimmo a riveder le stelle.


—I N F E R N O, XXXIV. 137–9









CLEAN


[Telma]


Hurt Boobies


Telma just found out she was no longer the world’s youngest breast cancer survivor (now 13, she had a radical mastectomy at 9, beating out Hannah Powell-Auslam who was diagnosed at age 10. They took the lymph nodes from under her arms too). Now here comes Mom saying there’s a 4-year-old somewhere in Canada as we speak wearing the crazy uncoveted laurel of youngest juvie breast carcinoma vic. The news left Telma a little at sea, lil Telma with her little big C, wondering if her demoted standing might affect the awesome amazing cornucopia of pink-tie charity events—the gala balls & schmancy fundraisers, the private lunches at the Hotel Bel-Air/Soho House/fijiwater teleflora Resnick chateau on Sunset—she was asked to participate in all year round in LA, and points north, south and east. She was actually famous.


The irony was, her mother had a lumpy tit for months and was herself worried sick she’d been god-gifted with C. Gwen was one of those tiresome people forever skittish and terrified by doctors; it took almost a year for her to go in. She of course got an assist from her shrink who with more than a nudge from her client had prepped Gwen for a lumpectomy at the very least, any kind of maybe-ectomy, but all the oncologist did was some draining. She brought Telma with her and at the last post-drama moment showed him the fleshy pea under her kid’s nipple. A week later, immediately after the unfathomable diagnosis, mother and daughter were sealed into the scarifying rip-snorting over-the-falls barrel of ♥ break CancerWorld 2.0. A half-dozen shtarker moms helped Gwen survive her baby’s mastectomy (St. Ambrose Hosp/Westwood), for which she would be eternally damned/grateful.


(She can never forget: the hospital lobby had vitrines filled with a traveling exhibit of Barbie dolls.)


(The gal who created Barbie and Ken got breast cancer & patented a prosthetic called “Nearly Me.”)


Telma was conceived in vitro when Gwen was 44. Her husband froze his sperm before being zapped for prostate cancer; he succumbed, as they used to say, when his princess turned three, right on her birthday. If Gwen was old when she conceived, now she was fucking old, an old broad old enough to remember the bookstore days. The Sixties. She was what, 12ish? The Village, as they once called it, had a profusion of bookstores (can ya imagine?) & head shops too, with bongs and mushroom-lettered blacklight posters, the whole deal steeped in that sexysubversive patchouli smell imported from beyond—the foggy subversive motherlode of the Haight. In a sun-shadowed courtyard the girlpacks could buy huaraches/leather sandals (but never did) crafted onsite by a fabulous furry freak, fresh (seemingly) from the commune, or some commune or other, his adobified kittycorner wafting with that leather smell, biker leather smell (so the little girls they did guess) and when he got close to them and leered, they could subversively smell scary sexy bearded man smells, & triangulate from there. There was an on-campus bowling alley, wax and pine-smelling, where Gwen and her gradeschool peeps (they didn’t call it middleschool then) sometimes hung on weekends, instead of taking the 83 WILSHIRE or hitching to the beach. The blast of AC hit you right when you walked in, odor of foodcourt and future life, campus bookstore/indoor pool/bowlinglane sounds & smells, a grand and grandly sunlit subversive world: Gwen remembered thinking This is the smell of college, the smell of being grown-up, the mysterious alluring subversive smell of the end of carefree days. Her memories were saturated with the erotic energy unleashed by cliquish tween tribes venturing out on their own, testing wings with parental approval, the Village being a plaza that was considered safe for pubescent gazelles (back in the day when so many things were considered safe), their pairs upon perfect pair of rangy downy legs shod in magic markered Vans, perspiry hormone-blasted packs of flowerpower grrrls wearing chunky boyfriend I.D. bracelets (some of them) bought & engraved at P.O.P. on the pier, virgin wannabe wild childs out hunting and gathering for what they knew not.


Then her trips to Westwood became the stuff of nightmares. Gradually, with the brutal ardent fellowship of kansurvivors (Telma’s portmanteau), dawn broke in Gwen’s challenged kancermom life. The C community was extraordinarily strong and supportive and unflinching, knitting melanoma newbies into a single gargantuan gargantuanly heroic quilt. Aside from the 1,000 useful things Gwen was taught—to change dressings, what to look for in getting the jump on opportunistic infections, what to hope for & what not to hope for or what to hope and not to hope for too much, the useful trick of rolling down the window and screaming as you drove along the spine of Mulholland—the kansurvivors helped her develop a spiritual practice. For the first time in Gwen’s life, she meditated. She yoga’d and breathworked & self-hypnotated. She alternately begged, bitched and railed at—& became inexplicably devoted to—her Higher Power. A mere month from ground zero (all the kancerfolk revved from zero to hero), she no longer needed to listen to CDs to trance out, she was a quick study and by then could guide her own meditation, levitating and vipassanating without aural aid to a private fantasy island, mystical cave or black sand beach, some safe bespoke exhilarating unicorny place, any airy-faerie (or not) conjuring that might serve as a light to shine its incorporeal voltage down on her daughter’s wayward cells, defusing/disarming/disrupting with its otherworldly assassin energy, blasting all those fucked up cells to Kingdom Come or wherever. At first, it was hard, so hard. Gwen was an unbeliever, not XXXL but L, maybe M, not a Hitchens but a large to medium agnostic, L/M, but you couldn’t go through something like this without investing/believing/trusting in something other than unbelief, you just couldn’t. She’d take Reiki, kancerkid Mom workshops, & wishing on falling stars in the Sedona sky over a vacuum any day. You’d have to be an asshole fool to go with vacuum over prayer. You’d have to be sick.


Then something turned. Suddenly she was an XXXL believer, she couldn’t say how or why but Gwen became of an instant grateful, it was that simple, so simple————grateful Max had lived long enough to spend three years with their daughter, grateful for all her kansurvivor ladies (and kancer dads and kancerkids), grateful that after Telma’s surgery the docs said her baby wouldn’t have to go through chemo/radiation at all, seemingly ever, that was the first of a trickling stream of miracles that became a torrent: she could keep her beautiful nine-year-old hair. O thank you thank you thank you, an XXXL thank you for nothing for something for everything.


(Those baldhead, puff-cheeked, irradiated Children of the Corn gave her the willies & Gwen hated herself for that.)


(Ooh! Bad, bad kancer karma!)


So she sucked it up and became an athlete. Embraced the whole subversive ha ha crazysexy Kris Karr/Donna Karan let them eat Sheryl Krow kancer posse, embraced the make C your bitch/I will fucking awesome tigermom ACE this for my baby! shining, crappy creepiness of it all.


Made metastatic lemons into lemonade.


You never know how you’ll behave in the face of the unspeakably shitty and Gwen took herself by surprise, flourishing somewhat in the most god-awful impossible suicide moments. Absolutely the best kind of kancermom—feisty and witty and wry, doggedly contagiously optimistic, a pulse and a beacon to all stricken stripes in all stages (or not) of recovery, because a lot of parents were just too passive to be properly posse’d, &/or constitutionally unwired for warriorship, they could never be anything but flipped-out vics. Fearslaves. Gwen & Telma were soon ID’d by kansurvivor kommunity honchos as the dynamic duo, the LOOK WHO’S HOT! ones-to-watch tag-team on the fast-track to fundraiser glory, rising emo-superstars on the horizon of fatal shores.


. . .


First as patient then short-term into long(er)-term survivor, Telma was a bloody prodigy, a natural, a once-in-a-generation Justin Bieber of HOPE. Funny and fearless, she buoyed her in-patient flocks, becoming unofficial “Hi!” priestess/ombudsgirl to the cause. She went to DC for stemcell hearings on the Hill & played with Sasha at the White House, so much fun tho she not so secretly wished Malia was there, because Malia was closer to her age and more likely to become a pen-pal, but Malia was somewhere with her grandmuhma. Why couldn’t she have just brought Grandma back? While Mom had tea with FLOTUS, Telma did younger-girl (younger than Malia) things with Sasha, hoping against hope they’d be asked to stay overnight but they only wound up spending an hour in toto. She bitched about it on the way back to the hotel and Gwen said stop being so greedy. Stop!


And now there was a way younger kansurvivor on the scene (Telma called the girls hervivors); she needed to take action. Do something BIG. The world needed to be tweeting about her, not the Kanadian Kancerkid arriviste, not Kylie Jenner (dyke-whore) or Mackenzie Foy (so gay, whore), the world needed to be blogging about her, not Abigail Breslin (has-been) or Hailee Steinfeld (hairy/Jewish Whore) or Chloë Moretz (OMG such a bi-whore!!!!! <3) or Elle (slut/SNOB) or Willow Smith (rich biatch/total racist [LM-FAO!!!]) or Willow Shields (so pathetic) or Bailee Madison (dwarfy jesusfreak) or the next Hailee Bailee or next Elle or next Willow (Pink just named her baby that, there was going to be a whole new wave of Willows) or the next Next. Next! And even though Telma had 4 years of non-recurrence and the interloper-ingenue’s recovery had just begun——Telma wished her the best but survival odds were so not in her favor——O Canada!——Telma especially didn’t want the world facebooking about whatshername’s zero to hero so-called courage because 4-year-olds were too young to have (so-called) courage, you just can’t be a kancerhero at 4! Besides, it was her experience that most kancerkids—she always spelled it with a K, to thumb her nose at it, make it fun, that was her trademark, she started a little movement, lots of people were using K now though she’d had the conversation with her mom that probably the Kardashians weren’t wild about it, they thought they owned K-World, & that might be the one thing to keep the K/ancer thing from really katching on, at least not til one of the Kardashians got it in the ovaries or the tits—it was Telma’s experience that most kancerkids were high-maintenance sympathy whores who went ballistic if you didn’t tell them what brave soldiers they were 24/7. The only time they weren’t wusses, snotting up their stuffed, lastminute giftshop animals, was a) when they were on a morphine drip; b) when they were being visited by the pro athlete/reality show star/Bieberish boy singer/Twilight/Hunger Games actor of their (make a) wishes. (The big Twilighters were never available so they always wound up with co-co-co-costars from the latest sequel.)


Telma was a warrior. It was time to enter the public eye again—she’d been away too long. Mom needed to touch base with that gal who did press for all the big [image: Image]s, the gal who got them into People on Telma’s 2nd anniversary of being kancerfree. Maybe now that it was Year IV & counting Telma could get a perfume, a fragrance, maybe call it hero™ or warriorgrrl™, Telma wanted someone savvy to pull out all the stops, wanted to do the Ellen Show victory dance with Flotus or Emma Stone or Greyson Chance, steal Greyson away from Jackie Evancho, she wanted more hits than Charlie Bit My Finger, wanted to rock together with Greyson or whoever, maybe Rihanna & Katy & Avril, to the SU2C (Stand Up To C) Manifesto to music . . .


This is where the end of cancer begins!


When together we become a force unmistakable


A movement undeniable


A light that cannot dim!


When we take our wild impossible dreams


And make them possible,


Make them true . . .


when together we rise as one.


When we stand up—


when we Stand Up To Cancer . . .


——it was her time, hersurvivor time, her mom loved watching Laura Linney have C on TV, kancer was in the air, kancer was hot, Telma wanted someone to orchestrate the swag, the kancerswag, copyrighted back-to-school backpacks, journals and calendars just like Taylor Swift, she wanted to go kancerdashian, entrepreneured greeting cards and keychains with hands in the shape of ♥s logos, t-shirts, headbands & lunchboxes, maybe her own zero to hero clothing line, bandaids & babypowder & pajamas & K(ancer)-Mart pajama jeans, maybe even design the bottles the medicine comes in——the wheels were turning . . .


. . . everything old is new again————


She got a big idea and maybe the genesis of the big idea had something to do with Lea Michele and (an unannounced) Barbra Streisand dueting on “Children Will Listen” at the NMJC! Ball (No More Juvenile Carcinoma!) at the Beverly Hilton—she was supposed to be there but that was the weekend she went with her mom to the White House——maybe it had something to do with Miley Cyrus, Drake, Jeff Bridges (Gwen loved Jeff Bridges), Chris Colfer (Telma loved Chris Colfer) and Rihanna taking the stage at that very same event . . . maybe it had something to do with (an unannounced) Steve Perry joining all the above ½way thru “Don’t Stop Believin’ ”——or maybe it had something to do with the upstart Canuck’s malicious personal best . . . because Telma wasn’t interested in the silver: she wanted Olympic gold.


Whatever it had something to do with, she already had that tried & true familiar tingly feeling in her tummy, same as when Christina Applegate flew her & two other hervivors (dubbed “The Pink Bucket Brigade”) to Louisville to lipsynch dance a raucous, hypomanic “Single Ladies” at KFC’s lavish corporate HQ “Buckets For the Cure” Breast Cancer Awareness Brunch.


So her idea was to be on Glee.


Not as a guest, and not as a Glee Project loser doing a 4-part consolation arc. No way!


To be on Glee—permanent cast member.


They already had cripples and fags and fat sexless mountainous black monsters & whatever. They needed a spunky funny pretty girl being stalked by an unseen predator, the one that would come for us all, it’d be like Lea or Heather or Matthew suddenly got a fatal disease. It would be hot and awesome, & it would rock.


With newly minted brainstormy resolve, the fear receded—that wild, vicious little-girl-fearing-littler-girl poison fear—not rescinded but softly retreated, soaking her to the bone in Ellenish Hope, & the ajar world opened wide like an awesome fragrant flower blooming in the night.









EXPLICIT


[Reeyonna]


Everyone’s a ★*


(*and deserves the right to twinkle)


Reeyonna’s mother insisted she go with her to the Central Library for an event. She rolled her eyes and took more pills.


“You’re going to go, Jerilynn, and you’re going to like it. And no texting. For one whole hour.”


She used to call herself Jeri but it’d been Reeyonna for a while now. Mom was the only person left who called her by the hideous birthname. She could h8t on her twice—for calling her that, and for naming her that.


Friends sometimes called her Ree, for ReeRee (the singer’s nickname tho Rihanna spelled it RiRi; Rihanna’s closest friends/family called her Robyn). Every girl at middleschool had a mad crush on the Rihannaissance Woman, with different cliques having different ogle alerts: Rihanna fashionwatch, (secret)body(spray)watch, hair&wigwatch, chrisbrownwatch, S&Mwatch. Ree liked RiRi way more than Nicki—Nicki was awesome, she was genius, an amazing actress, a comedienne, OMG that song shitted on em was so hardcore, LMFAO, but Nicki was kind of cartoony, she liked being cartoony, all that Barbie stuff + she had that cartoony Kardashian ass—but Rihanna was a woman, not that Nicki wasn’t but maybe Rihanna was more of a woman. Sometimes it was just too hard to relate to Nicki, like she was moving too fast or whatever, but you could always relate to Rihanna, or aspire to be like her, or relate to aspiring to be like her. Plus she was more upfront sexier than Nicki, or maybe it’s just that she was more upfront about sex period, you never really heard too much about Nicki’s hookups, maybe Nicki had some hangups, but Rihanna was out there. ReeRee & her friends didn’t like what Chris Brown did but they all loved Chris Brown & didn’t care if they were fucking again as long as he didn’t hit her, everyone thought it was swank when Rihanna changed the restraining order so it wouldn’t interfere with Chris performing at award shows Rihanna was at because before she changed it he couldn’t be like within 100 yards of her meaning he couldn’t even go to the same award shows she went to even if he was nominated, swank that she could move on & swank that she told all the hashtag h8trs to back the fuck off. Besides, no one could dance like Chris flying thru the air on the VMA, Reeyonna’d been getting stoned and watching that performance every day for a year now——& that youtube of him dougie-ing OMG it made her cum, Sex in the air I like the smell of it, she was sure they’d get back together one day, a fairytale that began grimm but frog-princed in the end, Ree just wished she’d seen the hacked foto of his dick Chris sent her to make nice but Rikki couldn’t find it on the internet.


One day ReeRee wanted to be in a magazine with perfect abs, perfect tits, perfect tatts. Rihanna had about 20 of them so far, she & Chris Brown got matching [image: Image]s, how awesome was that, hers was on the back of her neck, his behind his beautiful little ear. She kept it after he beat on her but added more stars. How awesome was that. (She loved the idea of getting a [image: Image] somewhere, maybe near her pussy, she loved the Marilyn quote Lindsay had everyone’s a star and deserves the right to twinkle, Lindsay had a [image: Image] on her wrist too and a live without regrets and clear as a crystal sharp as a knife I feel like I’m in the prime of my life on her ribs but Rikki said rib tatts hurt like fuck no matter how loaded you got.) Ree had the idea to get one of those totally lifelike portrait tatts of her baby when it was created (the Kardashians used created instead of born), which was only like 7½ months away, no one but her 2 BFFs even knew she was pregnant, them and her bf Rikki. ReeRee wanted to get her baby’s face on her arm or thigh or even maybe on her ribcage below the tit, they could do tatts of photos so amazingly real and eerie, she saw one on an old LA Ink, a gal got her nephew on her shoulderblade, he was thrown from the car & died when they were hit by a drunk——maybe a poem on the ribs that swept below her ♥, like in keltic or Hebrew or maybe in Buddhist, lots of movie stars had those, but how could you even pick a poem, there were so many? The trouble with getting a baby pic or a poem under your tit was one day your tit would sag & cover the pome ;(


Reeyonna googled what celebs had, Angelina had one about praying for the wild at ♥—Ree wanted something trés femme on her back, not the usual disgusting tramp stamp but like a psalm from the Bible, or whatever about a biblical woman————huge-ass angelwings like Natalie Portman in Black Swan? or maybe was that Mila. Natalie probably doesn’t have any in real life, she’s the kind of girl who’s too beautiful to get tatts. Angelina’s beautiful too but tougher, Natalie you just want to protect. I love you Natalie! ReeRee thought it might be awesome to have something hardcore for the top of her butt (Rikki called them ass antlers) or the side of the V right above her puss or maybe wrapped around her thigh—something tight like a snake or barbed wire or lyrical like from a song by Drake or Eminem or even the bible that would be so tight—she imagined everybody clicking on her TMZ slideshows, looking so fly, topless or in a black&white Chanel bikini diving off Jay-Z/Beyoncé’s (Queen B’s nickname: JuJu) yacht (dubbed by Ree the HMS Bed, Bath and Beyoncé) in Martinique or Sardinia or Cannes (a circled ZOOM-IN pic of Ree’s fresh raised-up skinswollen “hooker”/“criminal” tatts, which would do in her mind until she found the right pome/lyric), with her new Justins friends Timberlake/Theroux/Bieber, Natalie (Ree & Jujubee & Natalie could share the same nanny for their babies), and Gwyneth & Reb’l Fleur, which is the nickname meaning wildflower given to Rihanna by her grandma, & the name of RiRi’s fragrance developed by or maybe just in partnership with Jay-Z. Nicki & Beyoncé & Kreayshawn/Katy Perry/Gwen Stefani had fragrances too (& Marc Anthony, but you could only get it at KOHL’S!!!!!!) . . . . . . . she put Snoop, Kreayshawn & Usher on the yacht, and Adele, and Rikki of course, Rikki the b.f., Rikki the current&future father of her child, their child (soon to be Blue Ivy’s bff), tho maybe instead of its babyface tatted on her it’d be tatted on Daddy instead, right on his sixpack, totally officially transforming him into awesome BFFF (Best Friend Father Forever <3<3<3<3<3) . . . . . . it’d be good to have him on the yacht to look after their baby if the nanny was busy with the others’, Ree didn’t want to be worrying about changing diapers, not while she was gangbangin with Eminem and Skylar Grey——& Sasha Grey too, like that video Rikki showed her!!!!! Reeyonna sat there in the Central Library auditorium & tripped on getting fucked by Drake/Dre & Fiddy, and that freak Yelawolf too, DP’n til dawn. She thought it’d be weird getting fucked by Lil Wayne, probably a taste you had to cultivate, she thought he was so sweet but he was a ugly-looking nigga, like a devil, she wondered if he had bodystank, but if she tried which she sometimes did when she was up in the trees getting fucked by Rikki she could make herself come thinking of that youngmoney cashmoney cock . . . she told herself (still in her little reverie) that if her b.f./father-and-husband-to-be hooked up with Rihanna she’d be hella tight with that ;D——in her fantasia she put a few others on the boat—Jennifer Lawrence & Emily Watson & Robert Pattinson and Kristen, at the OBGYN she read a Vanity Fair saying they earned 25 million each for the last two Twilights which made them by far the poorest on the HMS Bed, Bath and Beyoncé!!!!! (in Ree’s dreams she and Rikki always had around 100 mil + another 35 coming in a year from where she knew not, the music business/movies + merchandizing/concerts/spatial appearances.) Now Nicki was on the yacht too, right? And Ye & Kim Kardash . . . . . Rikki could Nickifuck and Kristenfuck too, Ree told herself it was only fair, she’d fuck Kristen too, Kristen Stewart was hot, she didn’t usually go that way but now & again she’d fool around with her BFFs who were all shall we say slightly broadminded, she’d fuck Kimmy K & Skylar Grey & Nicki & Jenny L———broadsminded broads on the mind Heh heh heh


M M M Money on my mind


M M M Money on My Mind


M M M Money on my Mind


Fuck bitches


Get money


Fuck bitches


GET MONEY


<3<3<3<3<3<3


Reeyonna’s mom (Jacquie) was a photographer who became famous taking nude pre-pubescent pics of her daughter. It was a cyclical thing but back in the day there happened to be a whole crowd of arty photog moms who got their kicks from family nudies. Jacquie (that’s what Ree called her, never Mom) always had legal problems when she showed at galleries which was kind of the point because it was good for sales. She had affairs with whatever 1st-Amendment lawyers represented her, just to give em a little more incentive heh heh. Jacquie loved when her work got banned, she came alive & glowed like she was preg (Ree wondered when she was going to start to glow, and worried if the glow started too soon it might be a giveaway). Once when they almost charged Jacquie with kidporn, the gallery got so much press it totally sold out of pics & Jacquie had to go print more. The whole mom putting you in nature au snatchurel at age 8 with your Lord of the Flies hair & no tits/nohair’d slit was a total creepathon. Which definitely got creepier as Ree grew older & more self-conscious of her body.


———now she was 16, way over the hill for the mom to cash in anymore. Plus Jacquie was really struggling, hadn’t had a show in 5 years, didn’t know what direction to take her Art. Definitely couldn’t do the nudie thing again.


Reeyonna thought: it’s my time to shine.


She was slowly coming into her own and the world was starting to take notice, to pay attention in funny little ways.


Dear Reeyonna,


We missed you so much, we’ve created an exclusive Proactiv® package—just for you. . .


. . .


The mom was always dragging her to events, like chambermusic performed in galleries, or artwalks&openings, art this’s & art that’s. The events of course being all about Jacquie promoting herself, or trying to anyway. Kind of sad. Her big brother Jerry (½brother from the mom’s first marriage) joked about Jacquie lugging Ree along as pussybait. That was true; part of Jacquie’s master plan. She called the mom Pimp My Ride to her face. Ree laughed when she saw the Keeping Up With the Kardashians where Kim gets a psoriasis outbreak before filming a commercial & their mom panicks and Kourtney tells their mom not to pretend to be worried about Kim’s health when what she’s really worried about is that the bad skin shit might ruin “the moneymaker, that big fat ass.” I love Kourtney!


But last month was cool because James Franco was the event—Central Library again—talking about a novel he wrote. Reeyonna didn’t understand how or why (anyone) James Franco would want to or could even write a novel, tho Kourtney, Kim & Khloé were writing one and asking their fans to name it. One of the perks of being the World’s Biggest Loser Artist and Has-Been was that sometimes Jacquie could hang with whoever-famous after whatever event, which was sometimes good and sometimes bad. So that was how they came to hang with James Franco (definitely good). At events, there was always that torture moment (sweet revenge for Reeyonna) at the end of each event when Jacquie slowly edged her way to the front of the room toward whoever-famous while letting Reeyonna hang back, she could tell Jacquie was shitting her thriftstore YSL slacks (Ree thought that her mother seriously needed a swag coach) over whether or not whoever-famous would recognize her—even if they once collected her back in the toast of the town nudie days. During those post-event deathmarches Jacquie always tried to be cool, pretending for her daughter she didn’t expect to be recognized, didn’t care if she wasn’t, when the truth was, if whoever-famouses were merely polite upon self-introduction, Jacquie died 1,000 deaths & the ride home would be skulky & sucky, her mother so preoccupied with her bullshit that Ree could swallow pills without really too much bothering to conceal. But sometimes the moment of torture could be avoided/mitigated by a little reconnoitering on Jacquie’s part, say, if she managed to contact the famous-whoever directly, before the Event, by personal email or cell. If that happened and the famous-whoever told her yes, do say hello, evincing a proper enthusiasm, one that seemed promising, well then they’d approach the famous-whoever at event’s end, Jacquie hovering between fear & confidence/hopefulness, & pathetically not let her daughter hang back, not just because the possibility of rejection had (for the most part) been averted, but the pussbait might just be the thing that tipped everything over in her favor . . . . . . of course she’d kept her little secret—that contact had been made—from Reeyonna—it was so pathetic!—fortunately, in the case of James Franco, the mother’s whorish maneuver had been welcomed—by his smile and some of the little things he said Ree could deduce that he knew Jacquie was coming, you could smell her coming anyway, smell her panic and toady whoriness, so pathetic to be an old hooker no one wanted to fuck on top of even still having a sliver of the need to impress your daughter with the amazing legend of who you used to be. So sick & disgusting! So World’s Biggest Loser!


Evidently James Franco apparently (supposedly) owned or once-owned a few of Jacquie’s pics. It was embarrassing to be standing there with James Franco when he probably knew what her naked body looked like when she was 8 or 10 or 12, maybe he even refreshed himself with ipad images on his way to the event, maybe the image was warmscreening in his pocket right while he was talking to them. Or while Jacquie was talking to him, because James wasn’t really saying much. Maybe at home he had that famous pic of Reeyonna née Jerilynn standing in a swamp in Lafayette-St Martinville, the one that almost had her up on a porn charge, the one with her holding a toy gun next to her pee-hole while some anonymous 3-year-old tyke cupid-dick arc-pisses in the artily unfocussed b.g. Whenever Jacquie took particularly risqué pix she made sure to do them in silver gelatin or platinum/palladium or some such other obsolete pricey process/technique to dignify&justify&signify her shit. So fucking pretentious sick. While the World’s Biggest Loser climbed up James Franco’s asshole, Reeyonna stuffed embarrassment by imagining herself sucking on his cock, then him lifting her by the armpits to do with her what he will. She pictured him going over his lines or writing a pome or the chapter of a novel while he fucked her up the ass, her other holes filled by Andrew Garfield & T Lautner, & Taylor Swift/Rooney Mara sucking on her tits too——————————————;D <3 lol


. . .


Tonight’s event’s whoever-famous was called Steve Martin, who she mos def did not want to fuck, suck or be sashagrey’d by. Jacquie said he was a famous comedian who played the banjo and used to work at Disneyland. Whatever! Oh: then she said he hosted SNL a lot, like maybe “I think he’s hosted the most after Alec Baldwin,” so Biggest Loser now ask me if I give a shit. But when her mom said Steve Martin sold a painting for 28 million dollars, one single painting by someone not Picasso who Reeyonna totally never heard of, that got her attention. For like 10 seconds. It made her think of the Hollywood’s Richest Teens article she read in People about Miranda Cosgrove’s multi-mil$$$$$ contract with Neutrogena/Justin Bieber’s fragrance selling $3 mil in 3 weeks/Taylor L splurging on a 300K Mercedes-Benz ALS AMG Roadster.


Just before the event started, she excused herself to the bathroom to text & swallow 4 Percs and a 100 mills of adderall, washed down with a coke zero minican she always traveled with in her purse—the only way Ree was going to get through it. She went back to her seat and not-texted, letting her mind drift—————————— . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the same pic of Whitney Port was in all the weeklies, lounging by a pool with her rockin body at a hotel in Hawaii. Ree wished she had Whitney’s rockin hardbody, not Audrina’s, even though Audrina’s body was awesome, but Audrina had issues, and maybe a mom more horrible than even Jacquie (not quite). She had implants then had them taken out, a lot of stars did that, even Brittany from Glee, they put them in then have infections or whatever then take them out, only the smart ones like Natalie never think of it, they have too much class, or like Drew, Drew had to have a reduction because she was so stacked that she used to get backaches & whatever. But you never really believe Audrina, Audrina might say she took them out when they were really still in. Reeyonna drifted, wishing she had Whitney Port’s face and body, even tho Whitney was kind of over . . . . . . . Audrina was definitely over. No—————better to have a face like Blake Lively or Scarlett or Mila . . . . . . . . . . . . . or a face/body like the Olivias: Olivia Palermo, Olivia Munn, Olivia Wilde, Olivia the pig . . . LMFAO——I love Olivia the pig! At home she’d trip out smoking the Blue Ivy weed that Rikki got her, googling “celebrity baby olivia?” to see who was having or already had Olivia babies, it was like everyone, like the Scarface guy Al Pacino, and Kirk Cameron & Chelsea Noble, the Borat guy & Isla—no wait! Is she called Olive?—& Justine Bateman (<3!!!), Lori Loughlin, James V Der Beek, Ben Stiller, (& Denzel & Kelsey Grammer) . . . . . . oh shit, she could never name her daughter Olivia which was so sad because she loved Olivia, tho maybe it didn’t really even matter——————————————the audience was laughing and she heard the faraway drone of Mr. Steve Martin as her head slopped & slurped around in the methoxycodone mishmash, flitting and drifting to the porn Rikki made her watch then pretending she was a judge on The Voice then just TV overall in general, warm dreamy pillworld backwash. Her BFFs were still totally into MacMainlining whole seasons, they had this rule where they only watched by the season, big clumps on the free tv sites, they were obsessed with that rad motocross chick Lisa Kelly on Ice Road Truckers, she was awesome! no one cared about The New Girl or Glee or Idol but they still liked The Voice and the Kardashians & sometimes watched 2½ Men because they wanted to so bad fuck&suck Ashton . . . you watched different shows on different drugs, the drugs were your clicker. Rikki watched old Dexters & Walking Deads & weird Netflix DVD docs and made her watch when she didn’t want to which was tight as long as they kushed, which they always did anyway before sex or after and even during, she was actually really trying not to smoke, even tho her BFFs said she had it wrong, she could smoke 4ever but stop the roxys & addies til after the baby. 2 fucking hard!!! When Rikki made her watch porn of course they smoked & usually started out with those crazy docs, making girls watch lame scary gross stuff on the internet or wherever was such a guy thing, she didn’t even know how he found this shit, some were kind of interesting but some there was no way she could even, like the site with different drunk women being raped & it looked like killed, Rikki said it was fake but there was no way! or the one with movies spectators took on their iPhones after car crashes before the ambulance got there, poor little kids laying in the road their bodies all bent in the craziest sickeningest ways, people crying and screaming and barfing. He showed her one about a city in China that had this tradition that when a guy died & he was single, his parents would go out and find a woman who was dead to be his bride. They’d dig up her body and bury the two together so they could be a married couple in the after-life! It was like a really gross, really sad version of The Bachelor. The doc said the dead guys needed to be at least 12 to be eligible, it was the law that you couldn’t have a dead wife if you were like underage. Sometimes the parents of the dead girls could make money too, like if you had a daughter & she drowned or whatever, you could fish her out of the water and get money by selling the body like a dowry. So gross and so sad. If you lived in China and your wife died, now you had to worry about people digging her up and selling her like on Craigslist! OMG!!! [image: Image] [image: Image] [image: Image] She couldn’t remember if there was the minimum age thing with girls, probably not, because girls were so discriminated against in Asia and the rest of everywhere, in school the teacher said sometimes in India or Africa or China if the woman has a girl the husband kills the baby right then and there, just like throws it against a wall. So sick and disgusting, so ratchet and beyond! If someone tried to kill her baby (if it was a girl, or even if it wasn’t) she would so torture them forever! Whenever Reeyonna heard shit like that she was so happy and grateful to be living in America, no matter how fucked up things were like the economy. Another doc Rikki made her watch was about a British actress/model with a thing for serial killers—and well of course she lived in LA, where else would you go for your Dexter dreamdate? This girl like became obsessed with a truck driver who was in jail for killing prostitutes. They couldn’t seem to catch him so he like wound up having to walk into the police station like the guy in 7even who cut off Gwyneth’s head, he walked straight in carrying a breast in a Ziploc bag!!!——O M G—like his last kill! So gross and so sad. It said that she visited him in jail and they sang Dwight Yoakam songs through the glass, which actually does go to show there’s someone for everyone. ((( ;p lol ))) Rikki cackled when the voice said the Brit in love with the Dexter used to model for “Herbal Grobust”———a company that made pills supposed to give you bigger tits!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!


Oh.     My.     God.


——————the applause startled her—the event was over, at least the public part. Jacquie leaned into Reeyonna, never taking her eyes off Mr. Steven Martin, who was still onstage, already surrounded by brown-nosing Biggest Losers.


“Steve knows we’re here,” she said, surprising Reeyonna. She had that pathetic lilt in her voice.


Oh fuck that must mean he wants to hang. The thought of Mr. 28 Million ever having seen her flat chest&braces was repulsive.


“Let’s wait for the crowd to thin a little then see if maybe he wants to have a drink.”









EXPLICIT


[Rikki]


Dirty Thumbnails


He’d never been that into porn, not really, but lately he was, he liked to get up in the trees with ReeRee, future mother of his future child (whoa!) & watch xxxtreme Tube links on his fosterdad’s iMac then fuck. Lately he made them watch clips on the daughterdestruction site & he’d get turned on by the way Ree overreacted, she’d freak about how gross it was, kind of overdoing it all the while eyes glaze-glued (goo’d to go) to the screen as the dads wreaked their anal havoc; such-wise Rikki knew she was completely into it. The contrary playacting made him go H.A.M., as they used to say.


There was always webtalk about celeb sextapes but that shit wasn’t really on Rikki’s radar. Why would he want to watch sicko fanboy slo-mo compilations of that sassy girl who starred in Hugo dancing on Jimmy Fallon or Kim Kardash getting off with Ray J (maybe for a minute) (maybe longer) (definitely would fuck Nicki M) when he could surf the lubesites & trip on dwarfchicks gettin facialed & creampie’d, or dudes with big bald heads vanishing into a bitch’s pussy til you could only see their fat necks, or Sasha Grey getting DP’d/ATM’d* (in HD), 14 lucky volunteers, bearded homeless-looking mutherfuckers with fixed stares and dilated eyes, hands idly jostling/tugging at dicks to keep their stiffies until it came their turn, buncha bums waiting on/line like they do at Midnight Mission mealtime, a cold, slow-moving queue snaking up to that batshit-crazy white girl, no condoms to be seen, the mini-marathon going down in one of those stuccoey porn safehouses, white & empty except for a mattress and maybe a couch, the biggest ugliest white pleather couch known to man in the known world. The Sasha Grey tape he liked most was the one with the guy laying on the floor on his back and her on top trademark-screaming fuck yeah! fuck yeah! the greased otherhole butt-up in its devilish pillow, ready for the ass-jacking, the xxxxxtreme home invasion, & when it came each bum’s turn, the sorry-looking dude took his dick and sort of almost politely placed it in her bunghole, something almost rather civil about it, suddenly they were in, up & running, ruin-fucking the apple-sized void that was really just the deadmouth end of SG’s large intestine, each bum bumfucking in perfect little segmenty moments of time, never over-staying/shooting their wad or their welcome, must have been someone off-camera giving them the wrap-it-up sign, afterall, this was a professional operation, and as the next-in-lines took their brothers’ vacated place, the just-pulled-outs walked two steps to where her mouth was and Sasha Grey sucked them, by definition sucking the sheen of ass & pussy discharge that coated the bumdicks, by the 6th or 7th dipstick there couldn’t have been all that much, rectally speaking, a friend of Rikki’s told him that porn chicks did some enema detoxing before anal gangbangs, so there probably wasn’t too much shit on the stick but naturally bits of blood & viscousy effluvia & whatever from the odd tear in the fabric so to speak, not to mention the dirty leakages/cum & pre-cum courtesy of the bum’s rush, and while Sasha sucked (occasionally pausing to full-throat shout fuck yeah! Fuck yeah! between blowjobs, fuck-YEAH!-shouting with dead pottymouth that was a mouth yes plus being of course the rank scarlet beginning of esophagus/little intestine) the next vagrant dick already politely proboscising, and so on & so on & so forth, on and on it went, a looped lubey-tube daisy-chain rondelay/square dance from Hell. When a buddy told Rikki that Sasha Grey had actually guest starred on Entourage, Rikki thought he was punking him. He never watched that old piece of shit show, couldn’t find a Sasha clip on youtube, he’d have to Netflix, his fosters didn’t have HBO anyway.


Rikki knew lots of kids at middleschool who did celeb sextapes, that’s what everyone called em, “celeb sextapes,” if you were a middleschooler & made one you could call yourself a celeb, just like how any porn actor’s usually called a pornstar. He’d go on one of the XXXXXXwebcam tubes and there’d be videos they grabbed from stickam.com or some innocent social network site where home-alone girls or 3-girl sleepovers are in their bedrooms flirting and shit but occasionally they’d do more than that, and when they did, the webcam porntubes would capture & upload. Like a lion hiding in the grass. The girls didn’t even look stoned to him, they were just sexed up, which made it even hornier. Rikki saw a few girls from school he sort of kind of knew, maybe they were two grades down. It was no big thing. ReeRee knew a chick who didn’t even go to school anymore, webcamming from her room in panties and showing her stomach not even her tits, she never had to strip for men or use a dildo, they’d send money anyway, some would write and say she shouldn’t be doing this cause you never can tell who was out there, all like You know I have a daughter your age, full-on I-want-to-protect-you shit as they squirt-jacked. She put a big teddy on the bed, all the chicks learned that from the live-chat/barelylegal sites, the cruddy stuffed animals shoved anywhere they could be seen, little pathetic clusters . . . . . . lots of middleschoolers FaceTimed themselves (Face Times at Ridgemont High) coming or dildoing or doing ATM or whatever or iPadded/MMS’d movies to each other. Rikki tried not to do that, the one or two times he did tho he made sure his face wasn’t on camera, you could see the girl but not him, his friends called him a pussy but whatever. Now that Ree was pregnant he didn’t especially want to disrespect her that way whoa he still hadn’t even been able to wrap his mind around having a baby (a what?), it felt like a tiny fist punching his ♥whenever he thought about it so he tried not to think about it———at all——except when they were together——————————(Tiny baby fist) . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rikki clicked a thumbnail with the caption Exploited by school pediatrician. 26 minutes long, 92% thumbs-up, 1,549,351 views, 4.4 out of 5.0 rating. A Jap schoolgirl being examined by a doctor with a censored blurface. He fondled her, at first subtly then crazy-brazen until Rikki was watching a full-on molest/half-rape. Cams were hidden, three different angles, once in a while changing POVs like security cameras at 7-Eleven. The call-his-shit-Patricia/pediatrician looked like a retarded Jackie Chan. He fought the girl over her bra, finally pulling it up til it sat strained twistedclumsy on top her tits, she kept crying crying crying as he tweaked her nipples, kept resisting, but the Patricia kept on keepin on, fought with her some more over pulling up her skirt but his fingers gave him the upper hand haha crotchgroped but let her keep her panties on, pain-swiping them aside to expose her stingy bubblegum-pink Just Say No nippy lips. Jackie Chan Patricia kept jabbering the whole time in Japanese & the schoolgirl squirmed and shifted and half-sat up, squeal-crying as he turned to go fish something from a cabinet, all you saw was the back of his lab coat, then the POV switched and another cam showed him stick a butt probe in there but the poor slopehead schoolgirl was no Sasha G. Plenty of cavities but all uncooperative. Rikki numbly massaged his cock waiting for the reluctant bitch to reciprocate Patricia’s intense horniness, that’s how they usually did it, the schoolgirl/cheerleader/babysitter or whoever resisted for a while then got horny in spite of themselves, that’s when the clothes would come off and you’d see all the crappy tatts & piercings or what have you. For Rikki it was always an especial hard-off bummer when a ho had those corkscrew, witchy fingernails, like anything but psycho trailercunt could think that was sexy to a man, think it was sexy to be jacking themselves with those twisty fingernails held daintily up & back, he saw a nigger at the Children’s Courthouse with that shit, she worked there too, they probably couldn’t fire her because of some can’t-discriminate-against-a-crazyass-Guinness-World-Record-Book-longnail’d-bitch-nigger law, nigger even’d figured out a way how to write with a pen, he had to stand there and watch this nigger fastidiously filling out a form, clickclack nails all tangled up like fuckin moose antlers, these longnailed working niggers were real pros with the nails shit———————the thing Rikki hated the most was when a pornstar put on a dumb devilface and talked shit like that’s right fuck my ass with that hard black cock, Rikki always [image: Image]’d MUTE when that shit happened (he never MUTEd on the goth & emo tubes. Found himself unexpectedly partial to suicide girls’ pale white skin & bobbed black hair & the brightcolored tatts that shocked their milkywhiteness, plus they were usually tight, no longass nails + they never said stupid shit while they got raped, some of em even kept their glasses on which Rikki thought was way horny . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


But the girl kept crying crying crying, resisting and crying.


Rikki maximized and skipped ahead, dick in hand, still H.A.M. He moved the [image: Image] ahead on the 26-minute time bar but at 18.08 she was still resisting so he [image: Image]’d some more til he was like a minute from the end but the bitch was still struggling, face looking all rapey & puffy as the ghostface killa/blurfaced pediatrician who probably called his shit Patricia hunched down & boned her on the examination table, his pants comically down around his ankles, why did that always look funny, type of thing that might bring you out of your trance-jack, at 25:28 the schoolgirl still enduring, writhing, suppressing panic while Dr. Phil/Patricia bad breath-whispered kamikaze shit in her ear, the muthafucka never even removed that grimy white coat.


Rikki [image: Image]’d the time bar so he’d have more time to jack. Still strokin but partly creeped out. I mean it was horny but he wondered if it was really for real-real . . . . . . . . . . . . probably wouldn’t be on one of the tubes if it was, cause they have ads running underneath for movies & shit, movies out now in the theaters, big ones like The 3 Musketeers & the new American Pie & shit, they couldn’t do that if the shit was illegal. Cause it wasn’t like one of those Russian sites with the girls being full-on underage, beat-up&raped, it had to be staged otherwise everyone who went online would be in trouble, whole muthafuckin world, tho he did puzzle over why Patricia’s face was blurred out, tho if it was all pretend shit maybe that was just part of the pretend. Patricia likes to pretend. All the vids Rikki looked at usually had thousands of hits, sometimes hundreds of thousands or millions, no one could press charges against that many fuckin people for watching. There would always be some sketchy shit no doubt. Shady shit. Sometimes you’d click on a hinky thumbnail, a little bitch in braces with flat titties or whatever, & it’d say this video has been deleted. It might say something about the muthafuckas in it looked too young, no shit! No doubt. He’d clicked on just to see, just curious, cause it wasn’t his thing, like watching dogs&pigs&horses fuck bitches (get money! fuck bitches! get money!) wasn’t his thing but that doesn’t mean he was never on the animal farm. And that shit could be funny if you were kickin it in the trees with your homies. Chicks trying to stuff pony cock into their pussies. But the Chester tubes . . . some of those lil-ass hookers looked like they were muthafuckin ten years old, what would happen is there were all these legit sites where kiddies did their chats, harmless rite of passage shit, talking to each other or whatever, you could always hear their parents bitchin at them from wherever & the kiddies would roll their eyes with fuck you’s under their breath, tiny rebel shit, but sometimes kiddies got horny and nasty, everyone knew that biologically girls got sexed up way before the men, they were having their periods at six yrs old, & the xxxxx-webcum tubes would be out there prowlin, lions in the bush just waiting to pounce & capture the muthafuckin videos before the so-called legit sites found em & took em down . . . . . . . . . . Rikki went on a webcum site & found two slumberkiddies, webcummers titled the vid “2 hot home alone teens strip & shake their asses.” The home alone category webcum vids always had the most hits . . . . . . . . . . . . the kiddies in this one had tatts too but the tatts were homemade, Sharpie’d shooting [image: Image]’s up and down their arms, one had Hebrew-type letters on her tummy like copying Lindsay or whomever —— & sho’ nuff they turned and shook their asses just like whores & strippers, busting little moves straight out of porn, all the little kids watched porn now. Tho even that tube had banners & shit announcing the latest flicks, ads and trailers that interrupted & Rikki had to wait for them to end before seeing the bitches giggle & shake their meatless asses at the iCam. One of the iKids—there was always one who was nastier than the other—one of em was on her way to being a pro, had two fingers up her ass, you could tell her little friend was kind of shocked/titillated, small-titsillated, whatever . . . . . . . fucking poster of Bieber on the wall. Some shady shit. One of his homies said he went on this site called tiny tiny tiny and there were all these little bitches bending over to show their snatches, he said they were divided into categories like ‘Age 6—12’—damn. No way he was gunna even get near that shit ———————————


Rikki was back at 18:26 on the Jap schoolgirl timeline, he noticed his pants had fallen down around his ankles just like Dr. Patricia, he innerly laughed about that—you know, like, well that’s how everybody winds up one way or the other, all the boys and the girls with their pants ’n panties down around their ankles, but he was too busy rubbing one off to let it brake the flow—bout to jizz then suddenly a tiny RON JEREMY popped up huddling next to an outrageously pink, boomerang-curved penis, looked like a 50-foot parenthesis . . . the skinternet had driven a stake through the ♥of porn, the skeevy muthers were suffering (everyone but Sasha Grey), nothing more pitiful than an O.G. pornstar out of work, even Ron the Hedgehog Jeremy had been forced to diversify, putting silly putty penis elongator pills in his hornporn portfolio. Rikki was still jacking when the words of a satisfied customer crisscrossed the veiny hard-on: “This shit is like steroids for your dick! I’m almost 10” long!” Rikki x’d & [image: Image]’d to get back to the violated schooljap but got one of those skanky live-videos instead, a titjobbed quiff in a cubicle with the ugliest curtains known to man in the known world strung up behind them like they do, hooker Bin Ladens making sure no one can identify their homely shit & locate what cave they’re in, like anyone’d be lookin. He MUTEd to kill the tinny come-ons of the bitch who was trying to rope lonelyass pervs into paying for a private chat—————then right then 10 thumbnails of big-jug skunky skanks popped up, fucking assault on his screen, dialog-box captions informing him they were all in the vicinity, scarily zipcode-close to Rikki’s house, 2 white girls in Beverlywood, 1 in Castle Heights, 3 in Mar Vista, 7 (mixed bag) in Culver City, 4 in Santa Monica, 3 (cute) little niggers in Westchester, all asking if he was horny 2nite & wanted to fuck, he forgot to turn off the location thing but was near the end, too close to webcumming to [image: Image] to System Preferences, but then he got paranoid someone maybe just now hacked into his iCam & was already broadbanding his private home alone self-soothing jackfest to the world ————— cock in hand, he refreshed the screen which now featured a banner celebrating the tech proficiency of the tube he had currently engaged, its corporate slogan crawled across the top of the screen: “WE INNOVATE—YOU MASTURBATE”—then it said CLOSE AD and he clicked the x but it was one of those new x’s that were fake, when you [image: Image]’d all it did was magic carpet you to a new site, you hadn’t closed anything, you’d opened tubeworld & called in the horndog hounds from hell, they knew you were jacking, the whole world was, & all they wanted was to hyperlinkspam you right when you were cumming, they had you by the balls in the palm of their hand ———— fuck these mutherfuckers ———— Rikki was forced to esc, he closed the site & all the herds of x’s that had silently sprouted like deathcaps while he was doing his Doc Patricia thing, closed all the open Windows, cleared all his ogling tubular Google history, logged out, shut down & walked away.


Without coming. And felt like whoa, not too happy with himself. Spanking to girl-rape wasn’t exactly a big self-esteem elongator. You better than that nigger, you know you are. The wetness in his underwear at the tip of his cock made him feel pervy, like when he got beat in a group home for nocturnaling on the sheets.


He jacked and came & rolled some purp. About a ½hour later, he jacked again. Then he watched incest porn and jacked.


[image: Image]


* Ass to Mouth









EXPLICIT


[Michael]


Deep Throat


When the letter arrived by pouch he was in Bermuda watching Glee with his son.


A copy came to three separate places: his agency, his publicist, and Sloan Kettering, where he’d done his radiation and chemo. Written on flower-patterned stationery in the looping penmanship of a child, you could make out the inchoate cursive it would ripen into a few years down the line.


Mr. Michael Douglas,


My name is Telma Belle Peony Ballendyne. (Belle is my grandma’s name & Peony is my mom’s favorite flower and mine too! though Peony isn’t really on my birth certificate, but Belle is!!) I am 13 years old and a Kansurvivor. (YES I KAN!) I became a HERO (not victim) of this terrible disease at the age of 9 years old and have been Kancer-free for 4 years now, making me the youngest Kansurvivor in America and maybe the world! The doctors decided that it was medically necessary to perform a double mastectomy, for which I am also Guinness World Record Book-bound. My father succumbed to K (of his colon) when I was just 3 years old. There is a LOT more of my story which I will not BORE you with (at this time! [image: Image]) but that you can casually access on my webpage www.TelmaTheKancerSlayer.com, also there is a lot of interesting/fun/educational information on YoungestKansurvivor@TelmasKancerKidsArmy. My Twitter is @ telmasurvivor and I currently have 48,000 Twitter followers to date. I also currently blog for HuffPost, and many others, and was a contributer (the youngest) to a book for children called “I Don’t Think We’re in Kancer Anymore.” If you google “Telma Ballendyne HERO Youngest Cancer” (my “K” hasn’t caught on with everyone yet but just you wait, it will!), you’ll find me on YouTube as keynote speaker at the CNBC Heroes Ball and numerous other events in Los Angeles, Sacramento, Boston and New York. My FaceBook page (13,469 friends!!!!! And counting!!!!) has totally rad pics of me and my mom and FLOTUS (Michelle) at the White House, and me with Sasha. Malia is not in the pictures because she was with her grandma who wasn’t feeling well that day [image: Image]


. . . & by the way, if you’re wondering why I spell this terrible disease with a “K” it is NOT to be kute but rather because I think we HEROES can take some of its power away. By not even respecting it enough to spell it rightly (korrectly?), we thumb our noses in its face ;D !! and also, it’s not as scary with a “K,” the Kancer Kidz use Ks for “kandy kane” and that is why I encourage all Kancer Kidz in Telma’s Heroes to ALWAYS spell it this way.


Currently, I live alone together with my mom in the Cheviot Hills neighborhood of Los Angeles, which I am sure you have past through so many times (motoring on Motor Boulevard!) on your way to 20th-Century Fox Studios, the studio you chose to release some of your so many block-busters such as Wall Street 2: Money Never Sleeps (my favorite), Romancing the Stone (my mom’s favorite) and so many others too numerable to mention! Michael, I am SO GLAD AND HAPPY WE ARE KANSURVIVORS TOGETHER!!!! (I am sorry I didn’t write you when this first happened to you. Please forgive me, please [image: Image][image: Image])


There are TWO reasons I would like to now meet you and have lunch or dinner with you or if you don’t have time I could come over for some tea. The more you get to know me you’ll see how PUSHY I can be!!! But pushy people gets things done, don’t they. I’m going to start a Telma’s Pushy People HEROES Army!


Here are the TWO reasons of which I have spoken:


1) I believe it to be pearative that ALL KANSURVIVOR-HEROES should meet each other because we need to set the example of COURAGE in the face of Iniquity to those who have gone before us and those who will be ahead. We are FAMILY and there is as my Mom says STRENGTH IN NUMBERS!


2) My dream is to be a star on the amazing GLEE show (also made by your friends the 20-th Century Fox people. Is Fox different from 20th Century Fox?!! Someone tell me please, I have always wanted to know!!!) Perhaps you might be able to aid me in this endeavor. GLEE I know is in decline but also know it can as my mom said recapture the national conversation. It is such a wonderful example to all kids, whatever be their diversity, & I know it would be such a cool place to spread the Word . . . of HOPE!!!!!! [image: Image]♥♥♥


I thank you Michael Douglas for your time and have enclosed a paper with all of my contacts & information, and weblinks too. By the way confidentially speaking, my MOM has assured me that you are HER hero for so many reasons (I think she has a crush!!! [image: Image]) but I would like to state that I am writing this MYSELF with NO OUTSIDE INSENTIVE and when I told her I was my Mom rolled her eyes and said, “Sweetheart, if Mr. Douglas contacts you I promise I will drop everything and take you to him for high tea, be it in Los Angeles or be it in New York or be it the Bermuda Islands.”


ALL OF MY LOVE to you and your beautiful wife Catherine and your BEAUTIFUL children Dylan and Carys as well (I promise not to ever spell it Katherine Karys!!!) [image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]


Love,


ME aka Telma aka Hervivor (my “coined” word for girl survivors!) aka the Kancer Slayer aka Just Plain GRRRRRRRRL


Gutsy little gal.


Helluva story there . . .


He had his own special needs kid. The letter really touched him.


Since going public with his illness, Michael had received thousands of beautiful emails & what have you, and made a personal vow to answer them all. The postcards and letters were easy enough (tho there was a mountain of them), but he had to put together a small webteam to triage everything else. Occasionally, a note like Telma’s slipped under the transom and touched him—one person’s karma touching another’s, an interaction somehow meant to be. Nothing New Agey about it, either; after what he’d been through, the actor found himself letting go of a lot of formerly glib, judgey generalizations. Now his days were infused by an alchemy of subtle grace he’d never known. The good days, anyway.


Girl had some serious heart. A full mastectomy at nine—holy shit. If we can find a way to bottle your courage, he wrote back, the two of us will never have to work again. He said he’d probably be in LA sometime in the next few months and would absolutely take her up on her offer. I’ll supply the crumpets, and my friends Fortnum & Mason will take care of everything else. “Hervivor”—that made him smile. She’d been through the ringer, that one, but still had hella spark, hella gumption.


He’d call Ryan to arrange a visit to the set, even a sitdown with the casting folks. Made him smile.


. . .


Funnily enough, there were just a couple things he could tolerate entertainment-wise during chemo/radiation. One was Glee and the other was the movie All That Jazz. (Who’d a thunk?) Amid all the nausea, weakness & general tsuris, he even managed to drop Ryan Murphy a line to tell him as much, something he probably never would have done if his kids weren’t such fans of the show. He didn’t know Ryan, but got a lovely note back the very next day saying how moved he was that Michael had taken the time. He said he’d love it if he dropped by, that the cast would be “absolutely thrilled.”


Next month, he would be in LA making a film with Larry Fishburne. He asked Cat, Why don’t we put out a feeler about you doing a guest thing? She said, Naw, they wouldn’t want an old broad. He said, Don’t be so modest, they’d kill to have you on the show. They’re looking for guest stars in your age-group: you’re their next choice after Betty White. She laughed. But she was an actor, which meant she was worried about being rejected. That’s just the way we are, no matter how many awards they give us. Professional hazard.


– You loved what it did for Gwyn. Totally revived her career.


– Is that what you’re saying, baby? That my career needs reviving?


– Of course not. Wrong word. [light/fun] Refreshing. Your career needs refreshing. Refresh the page.


– [sexy, like a horse rearing up] Ho ho!


– I think it’d be fun. You could have fun with it. Gwyn went in and had fun, it was contagious, & suddenly she’s singing on the Grammies and touring with Cee Lo. Ryan’s writing her a musical for chrissake.


– [sassy/blood up] Is that what I’m supposed to be doing? Touring? You know, maybe you’re right, maybe I should be touring. Or better yet, why don’t we see if I can do Dancing with the Stars.


– Come on, Cat, you just won a fucking Tony.


– [all Welsh & fiery] Or maybe I should just latch on to Beyoncé. Isn’t she Gwyn’s bestie? Chill with Gwyn & Jay-Z and do fuck all ———


As an actor, he got it, that fear of being shot down thing, or even the living up to Gwyneth thing. Probably dumb to have brought up. But does she really think I wouldn’t protect her? Afterall, he was Michael Douglas, and knew a few things. His wife was still hurting after all the crap people wrote on the internet (Oh She Bipolar NOT!!! Just spoiled & beautiful can be the Problem sometime she wonts attention What a way to get it!!)(It may very well be that she is in the process of being replaced with a younger woman. Given his history, this would not surprise me in the least)(she is Roman Catholic he is Jew they are lost christ is the only one who brings peace) but he knew she’d have a blast. Maybe he’d approach Ryan—if he didn’t spark to it, that would be that. Catherine would never know.


Ryan Murphy, Glee’s creator, was some kind of multifarious genius. A few years back he had a show on cable called Nip/Tuck, a superlatively sophisticated “plastic surgeons gone wild” soap that MD thought was inordinately, outrageously great. It was super-sexual, super-smart, super out-there, & for a while (to his mind) there was nothing on HBO or anywhere else that could touch it. The show didn’t just break taboos, it diced, sliced, fucked, & burned them, then fucked them again. (His favorite arc was Famke Janssen as a transexual life coach who was sleeping with her stepson.) It took a moment, but Ryan made the seamless transition to network—Glee—where the zeitgeist (and the money) was. And just when Glee was becoming a cultural phenom, off he went to direct Julia in Eat, Pray, Love. Didn’t seem to be anything the man couldn’t do.


Glee was fun & frothy & rude, with that kick musicals always gave him. Watching it with his kids was a gas. But where did All That Jazz come from, & why now? Why would he find himself reveling in that chronicle of a death foretold, during chemo no less? Michael had always been riveted by Fosse, he related to the drugs and Ziegfeldian crash&burn grandeur, the eyes-wide-open chronicle of self-destruct, he was held in thrall by the outsized, nakedly romantic, hypersexually sustained self-takedown. Art as intervention . . . he felt deeply the trajectory of Fosse’s career as well: from unknown dancer to unknown actor to wham! genius of American dance blam! Academy Award–winning film director who worked maguslike without a net but never (not really) fell to earth. In the cold heat of Fosse’s shadow, Michael was humbly reminded of his own (supremely successful) professional life: from unknown actor to unknown-then-wham!-known TV actor to blam! Academy Award–winning producer to Academy Award–winning actor—albeit it sans defining genius, at least in his own eyes. If anything, the actor’s genius resided in the shrewd custodianship of his instincts. He had no problem acknowledging that somewhere in there was real talent, but had privately fretted over his creative quotient for years. Since the cancer (all the awards & past acclaim aside), he’d begun believing (with some chagrin) that his entire legacy was in danger of slipsliding away into a sort of mega-televisionistic triumph, a Cuckoo’s Nest producer’s credit & a HERE LIES GORDON GEKKO written on his grave. Hey, Michael, not fair to compare, he’d say, becoming his own life coach. And to Bob Fosse no less! What’s more important? A man’s work or how he lives and loves? You came back from the dead. You’re shits and giggles rich. Your wife is beyond beautiful & you love her like you thought you could never love a woman before. Two beautiful kids whose rollicking wildhearted innocence feeds you and breaks your heart . . . . . so eff being a fuckin genius, it’s too late anyway, you’re old old old, you’re done. Time to rest on the laurels and smell the cancerfree roses ——


——NOPE.


Sorry . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


Still mesmerized:


still covetous:


of Fosse’s psycho panache.


That petite, coiled athleticism; those god-perfect reflexes; that aesthetic of the twitchy, animal-pawed psychosexual dance. Michael never told anyone, but he’d always wanted to move like that—who wouldn’t?—black derby, black bodysuit, black malice/mischief pulsing thru intricate, ladder-hanging routines, the impossible legerdemain that made it look easy. (Hell, Michael Jackson wanted to be Bob Fosse.) The actor ached to dance like him, had that closeted, heavy, sell-your-soul yearning, the way some people would kill to be able to sing. To be a rock star . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Michael was almost religiously enamored of that distinctive, distinctively American genius of how Fosse moved, glided, hunched, lurched, swaggered, carom’d, winked, locked, loaded & sprung, the soaring sex of his fight and flight, the ravenous twinkling gaiety (his passion for dance surprised Catherine when she learned of it, & was the thing that really won her over). More than anything, MD admired the balls-out vulnerability of the man, the fearless transparency, the diamondhard chestpained breathless rockface nobility of shared sheer risk. No one knew it, but his decades-old man-crush was the reason he took on the role of Zach, the director in A Chorus Line; the offer to embody his hero was irresistible. Nicole Fosse was a dancer in the film, and he spent as much time as he could talking to her about her dad.


All his life he’d prided himself on being a chameleon. Ambition and good fortune had allowed him to do spectacularly well with the middling artistic hand he’d been dealt, and for that he was grateful; his genius lay not in the art of his craft but in the seasonal confounding & upending of expectations, a nearly mischievous, overreaching, against-the-odds grab at the brass ring. Another thing he’d never shared with anyone, not even his wife (especially not her, he had his pride): the vain notion there was the possibility of a discernible, other-than-entrepreneurial genius nestled in some frozenly findable place within, an aspect of MD transcending his populist iMDb filmography. There came days now where he felt tough enough to storm the gates of heaven & snatch his prize from the gods; & (mostly) nights when all he sought was sleep. It was always said to seize the day, but why not seize the night? The cancer war had bestowed upon him strength and validation, & the spoils necessary to affect his new venture—an excavation of longburied things. He would drag them into the moonshadows. It was time to dig for hidden codices & calendars, forgotten scriptures, scripts & sundials bearing signs & symbols written in a mother tongue he’d never bothered to learn. He would need to draw on that same courage he had summoned in the dark public noon of his disease, and see himself at last for what he was: either artist or quixotic fool—a brutal, delicate, holy enterprise.


Now it was time, & it felt like only a short walk from the community plunge to the ocean. He would leave the pool, with its useless, obsolescent lifeguards, to go swim with the ancient salt-water giants, living and dead . . .


. . .


All That Jazz.


The movie Michael had watched probably 30 times in as many years was still talismanic, still incantatory, still possessed the thaumaturgical effect of sponging up his anguished depression, preventing it from overpuddling—regulating and distracting. After the shock of diagnosis, he gravitated (again) toward the fatal themes of monomania & greasepaint grandiosity running through Jazz like a funhouse burglar. Fosse was writing about the dexedream years when he simultaneously put on Chicago while editing Lenny—the choreographer’s Love in the Time of Cardiac. He hadn’t watched the movie in a while & this time was amazed to see it for what it was, as an unmitigated failure, a stupendously conceived, curdlingly self-indulgent, terribly written, crassly executed mess. A FAIL from the likes of Fosse was magnificently riveting; yet, because Jazz was so egregiously flawed, this mortal wound of a film left ample room for other voices, other rooms.


As they blasted the tumor from his tongue, he began to conceive himself as the chain-smoking black-shirted paws-up King of the Dance. (Who’d a thunk?) Made him smile. He immediately saw Catherine in the rôle limned by Jessica Lange—the white-gowned gossamer-veiled Angel of Death, the protagonist’s last seduction. His wife would make an iconic, dusky, sensuous angel indeed. His medical travails had made their marriage stronger & the Jazz variations would memorialize that. Show the world they weren’t afraid to meet The End clear-eyed & unafraid, that love was stronger than death. Cat seemed a natural to play another part as well, the dancer-mistress that Fosse cast his ex Ann Reinking in, but that was tough. He knew she’d prefer that rôle over beckoning Death—plus, in the Reinking part, she’d be able to dance, pull out all the stops. But it would be tough for him, & he had to think of himself. He needed to marshal his energies and protect his heart. He saw the Angel of Death as a caricature, which was OK—but for Cat to play a beautiful dancer/lover felt too close to the bone. Besides, he hadn’t conceived All That as a project for husband & wife. No: the notion was born in a place far from commerce and calculation, shamanic, mysterious, & much was unclear. He did not know if it was meant to save his life, or save his death.


In those perilous, ghoulish dog days when malignant thoughts of recurrence stuttered on the tip of his insulted tongue, his jazzy desire coalesced; such was his cancer’s sequelae. It gave him something to shoot for, a major pursuit. He knew if he trained very hard he might just be able to pull off—with merit—a personification of that swagged-out Fosse Swagger of derbied, soft-shoe’d nomadic royalty. Fosse wrote the book to Chicago as well, which gave Michael the encouraging nod to begin a 1st draft of Jazz, a potentially radical reimagining. He would show it to friends—Aaron (Sorkin) & Tom (Stoppard) & Steve (Kloves) for feedback, suggestions & general help. What was there to lose? If the cancer don’t kill me, I’ll be 80 years old in the blink of a wet macular degenerated eye ———————


It came to him out of the blue (where the best ideas always seemed to live) (that mysterious, excavated out of the blue place), from irradiated sleep (Week 7 of radiation, & after the three chemo seshes):


Michael Douglas Catherine Zeta-Jones


All That Jazz


Heather Morris


. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Heather Morris AKA Brittany Pierce, Glee’s drop-dead funny deadpan surrealspeak gal. (Cat & the kids were gaga for all things Brittany.) A fresh face with no feature experience to speak of, a working dancer turned improbable, show-stealing comedienne, she was an inspired choice (and one helluva dancer) to play the Reinking-mistress.


Maybe deliriousness in the wake of the cytotoxic campaign the doctors waged had beckoned him manically knit together the karmic thread that weirdly sewed it all together: 1) his wife won an Oscar for her performance as Velma in the movie based on Chicago*; 2) when Beyoncé came across an old curiosity on YouTube—three dancers (including Fosse’s wife Gwen Verdon) doing one of the master’s signature, flirty, muscularly jaunty, thrown-away routines—she liked it so much she copped it for the famous “Single Ladies” video; 3) Beyoncé hired pre-Glee Heather Morris to go on tour & be one of the back-up dancers replicating the dance clip; and 4) the karmic circle was complete when the Glee people asked Heather to teach the cast the “Single Ladies” moves, a road that eventually led to Brittany S. Pierce. Lately, Michael found himself making connections like that, big and little, whimsical and not, as if something alien had given him a tune-up. How extraordinary was the world! Not too long ago, he was certain he would die before his father, unthinkable, but now he felt more alive than he’d ever been.


The critics would have a field day, they always did.


Let them eat cancer.


How could he care?


. . .


He dozed into cancer dreams.


Steve Jobs approached him on the street, asking for money. He had huge tits.


“It’s for Aaron Sorkin,” he said. “He needs the money for his mastectomy.”


Jobs’ smile was vulpine, his beard sickly, his breath rotten and prodromal.


“What’s the matter, Michael? Aren’t you going to help Aaron?”


[image: Image]


* The internet informed that Bill Condon, who adapted the musical to film, happened once to have lived with Ryan Murphy—one of the detours of MD’s bewitched, bewitching reverie.









EXPLICIT


[Jerzy]


DikiLeaks


Ialready got her sis, & now I want Elle, I want to see her cunt, know what I’m saying? Dakota’s cunt we have. But her “sister . . . I see her in Vogue with her slutfriends Hailee & Chloë, I watch her goo-goo giggly on Leno in her Chanel & I pray to God those parents are hiding sixteen more lil orphan Fannings in Sleepy Hollow! Cause let me tell you something straight up: Harry Middleton WILL NOT SLEEP until he sees every hair on their chinny-chin-chins. And you’re the one who’s gunna make sure that I do! You’re the one who’s gunna show it to the world. As the song goes, Baby, it’s you!”


He took a deep breath and focused.


“You are the Chosen One. Make no mistake, I have not had a hand in this. God has chosen you to memorialize all the cunning Lady Fanning cunts.” He bounced in his chair & sang; he burst into song all day. All the single ladies! All the single ladies . . . All the single ladies! All the single ladies. Now put your hands UP—”


Sometimes he sang the whole deal, every verse, and you just had to sit there. Well let him. Jerzy was shocked. Hired just 10 minutes into the interview. Never happened. Like, ever.


His birthname was Jerry, Jerry Jr. to make things worse, from Jerome, his dead dad. Their mom gave them shitty names, Jerilynn sounded supertrash (which Jerzy thought was supersick, in that Jeri-lynn was yet another nod to dead dad, only problem being, his ½sister’s dad’s name was Ronny) and Jerry just sounded Jewy & forgettable, a name that should fucking be suppressed, like J. D. (Jerry) Salinger suppressed his. Even more fucked up and insidious of the mom was that Jerilynn & Jerry were sort of the same. Victor/Victoria——— . . . growing up, his assmates at school idiot-brilliantly called him Jerry’s Deli, the local place families went on the weekends so fuck that loser name. When he was a senior he read The Painted Bird by Jerzy Kosinski & dug the name. So he did a little reinventing, tweaked an r to a z & called it a night. He wouldn’t respond to anything but Jerzy, not to his teachers or bitch mother or anyone & if friends fucked around and called him Jerry or Jerome he’d just slap their fucking faces till they got it right. Which they did soon enough.


Jerzy Kosinski was a rich & famous author who made up everything about his own life. Jerzy the Second wiki’d the shit out of the guy & there was like nothing about him that was real, it was such fucking genius! He had college kids writing his novels and still won all the awards. The guy was married to some sort of heiress, he played polo & acted in movies, & was handsome too. You’d think life was perfect but he killed himself—took a bunch of dope, got in the tub & put a bag over his head. Jerzy the Sequel took his hat off to anyone with that kind of schweddy balls, really admired them, he’d wanted to die so many times in life but was too gaping a pussy to do anything about it. He was kind of fascinated too by the way people offed themselves: gun, dope, gas, jumping, hanging, drowning . . . occasionally there’d be a fucked up one on the internet, like that chick stabbing herself over and over or the bullied fagteen who chugged Drano.


In contrast, the man interviewing him—owner of http://wwwTheHoneyshot!.com/—veritable duke of his domain—THE HONEYSHOT!, proudly serving horndogs online since 2003—in contrast, you could call him whatever the fuck you wanted to and he probably wouldn’t mind, probably wouldn’t even notice. Plus nobody cared enough to even hang a bogus, brilliantly retarded nickname on his perved, grody ass. His name was Harry, Harry Middleton, & Jerzy nicknamed him Harry around the Middleton but kept that to himself. Come to think of it, J2 didn’t know which was worse, Jerry or Harry. If you had em both, you might just have to commit Jerry-Harry hahahahaha.


THE HONEYSHOT! paid cash money for their niche-market specialty, celebskin flashes, of which the genus he trafficked in Harry cannily estimated to be 95% accidental (the remaining 5 percent being exhibitionistic/PR-ploy dross), all submissions welcome but only nipple slips & xxxtreme wardrobe malfunctions need apply. Harry called his boys the Smarmy Sidewalk Army—but his happiest coinage & contribution to the skinternet was and would remain papsmearazzi, perforce THE HONEYSHOT!s distinct, some may call it obsessive, emphasis on the mossy, shrouded nether regions. You clicked on the homepage & the 1st thing heard was the Stones singing “It’s just a shot away!”—THE HONEYSHOT!—with its Cash Money MondayShots! (Mondays were big after a weekend of premieres/celeb debauches etc)—THE HONEYSHOT!—with its Thighs on the Prize deep page CUNTdown to Victory!-IBL to Cradle-Snatch!, Harry’s controversial bonus rogue gallery of underage starlet/up-&-cumming HONEYSHOT!s-to-be (each one represented by the most tasteful & demure shots Harry could find—such was his brilliance!)—THE HONEYSHOT!—with its Times Square toteboard of the ticking hours/minutes/seconds left before his “hairly legal hits & Missies!” turned 18—THE HONEYSHOT!—with its splash page banner searchandizing all cummers to a nostalgic subweb showcasing commemorative 18th-b’day papsmearazzi honeyshot!s of years gone by: the Em&Em’s (Emma Watson & Emma Roberts) & iHoneys (Miranda & Victoria Justice) Dakota & Katniss & Selena, Bianca Ryan AND fuckin Sunshine Corazon & so & so & such & such . . . . . . . well, THE HONEYSHOT! was hot hot hot. Daily traffic was definitely on the upskirt Upton upswing.*


THE HONEYSHOT! posted celebrity skin of all ilk, with that very special emphasis on the classic Bermuda Δ crotchshot, a cash crop that yielded panty shots & the occasional much-coveted, crème de la crème panty-less twat shocker. If you were 18 showing cameltoe by the pool in Maui (Xmas in Hawaii was a very busy time for papsmearazzi: tis the Four Seasons to be jolly!), scuba-diving in Sorrento, aimless in Amalfi or aqua-marooned in the Maldives, one of Harry’s minions would be on you like ants on feta—“Wherever there’s a wench with an uncovered stench-trench,” said Harry, in his best Tom Joad, “I’ll be there.” If a papsmearazzo looked perplexed, he’d say, “What’s the matter? Didn’t you ever see Henry Fonda in The Rapes of Grath?” Then (of course) he’d bust into I’ll Be There (Jackson 5).


It worked like this:


Cum 18 years of age, all the single lady [image: Image]let crotches were fair game, and it was Harry’s Hairy Crusade to webmorialize each fresh minty smell moment. Looking back on his collection of legendary Honeyshot! V-Days, he almost got teary-eyed. He remembered Emma Watson’s like it was yesterday. They got her exactly 45 minutes after her 18th, in Mayfair, disembarking from a Maybach. Emma was the kind of girl who didn’t need to be coached, tidy & proper & properly gamine, she’d been carefully sliding out of cars for years . . . but this time, in the wee morning hours of her birthday she’d been out celebrating & simply wasn’t careful enough———revealing in the process a sliver of hairy (very) pot- and Pottered poody tat. Harry told his papsmearazzi that if you were hunting hairpie you damn well better know that your best bet was shooting it as it debarked a Range Rover, Benz, or SUV. Do it right, & it’s fish in a barrel. He promised to show Jerzy the technique tomorrow, give him a crotch course in the mechanics of getting the classic out-of-backseat snatchy snapshot! Harry made it a point to train all of his bushmen personally. He’d throw on panties & a Loehmann’s skirt, park his Audi at the curb and position his boys while scuttling from the backseat. He made them shout “Elle! Chloë! Hailee!” for that certain Je ne sais queef. It was important to know the right stance and GPS (Global-labial Position) for the perfect ( {} ) shot!—it was really just vectors and math. Another cool thing about the backseat exit experience was that lots of times just when you thought you screwed the pooch, you’d bagged the hooch.


“See,” said Harry. “Sometimes it feels like hit & miss. You think the night’s a bust. You get home, fix yourself a drink, & stare at your navel. But then you play it back & see: that big paycheck of blowdried pussy, so fresh, monied and young! Coddled, cosseted & guarded for fucking years by parents, handlers, agents, lawyers, personal managers, publicists . . . but now it’s yours for the taking. Know how we bagged Emma? She let her guard down. That simple. Would’ve happened sooner or later, ain’ no stopping it. Sooner or later the hairpie will be placed in the bakery display case. Cause once they’re legal, I don’t sleep till we got it. Can’t sleep or eat, can’t even shit. See, cause know I’m on it. And they didn’t even used to have to even think about this shit, streetside celebrity piss flap shots didn’t even exist until THE HONEYSHOT! came along. I’m the pioneer. And as smart as they were, Emma’s people weren’t on it. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . who can blame em? I mean to know that someone was lying in wait to skate your sacrosanct client’s stink rink—we used to call it the ‘wizard’s sleeve’—well Jesus!——Hermione Granger slid out of backseats a million times without incident, why would there have been any incidences, all my single ladies have! But comes a time they cum of age . . . . . & they’re distracted. Maybe they just had a fight with the boyfriend, just hung up, & now they’re stepping out of the limo for the premiere . . . or maybe they were just watching a video of supermodels falling on the runway, maybe they’re even a little stoned—or they weren’t talking to the boyfriend, they were just thinking about him, maybe things aren’t going so well or maybe they’re going too well, maybe they’re thinking about dick, cause a lot of my single ladies have been getting dick’d since they were 13, I can guarantee you that, nothing wrong with it, I don’t pass judgment on my girls, kids grow up quicker these days especially in show biz but a girl like Emma, a good girl, upper class—upper class with a lower crust!—maybe she only just started getting dicked, maybe only even like just a few weeks before her 18th, so maybe right before she’s about to step out of the car she’s thinking about getting a little more. After the premiere, or whenever. Which is a lot to be thinking about. There are other potentially distracting states of mind. Like maybe one of my single ladies is a little remorseful she didn’t take Petra Ecclestone up on wanting to throw her a boffo 18th, with Kanye & whomever, & deadmau5 DJing. Because they didn’t really even know Petra that well. But maybe it would have been a goof to have had the party at the old Spelling mansion instead of just with friends & family. These are the quality of problems accorded my single ladies. Or maybe they’re wondering about the burning lately when they pee, if it’s chlamydia or maybe their throat’s a little sore & they’re paranoid about maybe having smoked a New Year’s sparkler with HPV or who knows they could be beating themselves up for not having listened to management & waiting till they were 21 but just going for it and dressing like a sick whore for a Maxim shoot . . . . . . . . . . . or maybe they’re pondering what it’s like to get fucked up the ass, which, no offense, might even cross the mind of a gal like Emma who hasn’t maybe been getting dick that long, how can we know what’s in the mind of Mrs. Weasley? I doubt if it’s Emma’s thing, but that don’t mean she’s never fancied taking it in the mugglerump, please keep in mind that all the single ladies usually do go thru a somewhat rebellious phase, after all those years of being branded and pimped, it wouldn’t surprise me if they spent a month trying it, fucked in the starfish, could be a bucket list thing for girls these days . . . who knows, maybe right before they leave the Town Car they were cogitating about the rumor that Lea Michele only likes it up the ass and is saving her pussy for marriage—that’s one of those urban myths, every few years there’s some rumor about a starlet who only takes it in the ass, now it’s Lea, Selena Gomez, and Jennifer Lawrence, I remember when it was Sarah Michelle Gellar & Jennifer Love Hewitt and before that it was Sarah Jessica & Kyra Sedgwick I think . . . Jesus, I’m getting myself horny now, I’m thinking about Hailee Steinfeld about to climb out of a Bentley shifting those Jewish animal haunches on the seat——


oh oh oh -


& still:


he can remember


(like it was yesterday)


when his dear dear


Emma, when dear


Emma got out


of the back


of the Maybach


oooooo


slither-leathersliding


Slip-Sliding-Away (Harry loved to sing that song) over the expensively slaughteredskin seats, but that maneuver (just getting out of the fucking car!) has never been an elegant thing for homo s’apes, you may as well still be getting out of a horse & buggy, but who gives a shit if it’s elegant ’cause it was never hyperscrutinized . . . . . . . . until NOW———no easy solution not unless handlers hang up sheets to shield the celeb til they’re out of the papsmear-free zone, same as it ever was, at least until some engineer thinks to make a seat that pneumatically telescopes out the back onto the sidewalk then slowly tilts like those geriatric TV Guide La-Z-Boys, it ain’t like GM’s gunna get right on it, but until somebody did, Harry’s Heroes would keep stirrin’ the honeypot & smoking the cracks, exercising their rights in this great Uptonian upskirt democracy.


Harry had no patience for the truculent managers and hypocrite PR flaks who tried to put him down when the truth was he respected those kids more than their handlers. They were shown from an early age how to be ladylike when leaving a car but now, in the ticking weeks before each one’s 18th, all the single ladies had to have that embarrassing parental/management office conversation about the birds and the papsmearazzi bees, you know, one by one, all the Hailees and the Bailees and the Chloës, Mackenzies, Abigails & Olivias were told to be mindful to cover the goods with whatever was handy—Missoni scarf or Prada/Hermès/Chanel clutch held discreetly just so to make sure the unmentionables wouldn’t be mentioned in the global conversation. What was so great about Emma’s virgin frontgryffindoor honeyshot, unmentionably so, wasn’t merely the hosiery (which Harry internet I.D.’d as a seamless silicone-beaded cat-girlish Wolford bodysuit. Emma was a Wolford/Smythson/Burberry Prorsum lass), the unmentionably perfect thing was, Harry got her by fluke, it was a new-hire schlep in the right place at the right time tho not yet fully trained, one of those sophomore in high school kids Harry liked to break in because the [image: Image]s let their guards down when they saw them, “He was a newbie just like you, Jerzy Shores”—his nickname for him & Jerzy took it because it could have been so much worse—“the newbie didn’t actually think he got the honeyshot! The newbie thought it was a FAIL but I knew better, I had this feeling . . .” So he took the kid’s camera for a little late-night alone-time in the privacy of his bedroom & gorged on the the iMage, gorged, enlarged it & engorged———and and and and an . . . . . O O O oooooooooooo—there—there—perfect English rose, wilding of heathery soap-scrubbed slit hair, peach of an unimpeachable patch sequestered behind Santa Maria Novellapowdered briefs, dampish twittering #tagged coming-out panties, evocative (to Harry, such were his passions) of mulch-dank Lake District moors, “or shall I say s’mores,” a perfectly manicured mons that never saw nor ever thought it would the light of online-day———————————————but no no no! what was unmentionably mentionably awesome about Hermione’s honeyshot! was that once in a blue moon, an unsuspecting, very fortunate papsmearazzo captures the honeyshot! holy Grail: that epiphany of smushed candlewick, the sanitary napkin—a rara avis indeed! Early bird caught the worm—tail of the kite—by my word, Lord Middleton almost had a ♥attack when he saw it, for never in his wildest dreams—his Hermione!


Misty-eyed, he related this exuberantly memorable anecdote to young Jerzy—he’d waited so long for that moment—Emma’s moment—and how much it meant to him that he’d been there to see it first, before it entered eternal history, “and that, my new friend, they can never take away. We will always be connected in a way she will never know, & I shall love & cherish it, & carry it to my grave.” He went on to speak of that difficult moment before posting, when he knew she’d no longer be his: in the bedroom, Harry’s features illumined by dandelion (milky latex) pussywillow (furry catkins), alone with the image, before Send would rob him of the sacral intimacy of fumbling promnight ecstasy, before he shared her with the world—if you love them let them go—to Send was, afterall, his bold and righteous duty—but still—for a few shining hours she was his. He, Harry, his Highness of lowness, he, Harry, high priest of yeast, sat in bed woefully staring at the rectangular cloud of the Mac that lapdanced him in those tenebrous hours, he, Harry, could practically taste the bloodwort copperiness of Emma’s new moon menses—for it was a new moon: a tender, slender crescent—and oh! that infernal cotton string! His God and his Devil had given him that. He was deserving, & forever grateful.


He was certain he’d live to be very old. The single ladies gave him life, each and every one of them, but he had always loved Emma the most, nothing untoward, nothing that was a problem, he took his sons to see all the Potter movies, and the 1st time he saw her he was struck by her beauty, he saw what she would look like as a single lady & full-blown adult woman [image: Image] yet he never objectified her, promised himself he never would, not until her 18th, in thought nor in action, instead he would wait for her on the sidewalks (Harry sang: If it takes forever I will wait for you, for a thousand summers I will wait for you), not with the SmArmy but with the fans—her fairytale crocodile prince at river’s bottom, patiently biding his time . . . . . . . . . .before devouring & disseminating that toothsome, magian honeyshot!—a Julian Assange of cunt, acting on behalf of the millions of boys, men, & boys-to-men who adored her, grew up with her, and would forever keep her in their hearts.


. . .


He was a late starter, Jerzy was, he’d frittered away so many years in the shadow of his mother.


Jacquie Crelle-Vomes was famous, one of the phonies of her gen who achieved notoriety for taking snaps of pre-stacked progeny. PreJerry’s Deli Jerzy hated that she’d taken nudies of his little sis, saw straight thru all her bullshit. He knew that his mother’s one-time obsession was to have a show at MoMA—she thought her daughter’s underage body could catapault her over the museum’s walls—that’s when he started calling her MoMA instead of Momma, which irritated her to no end. O how he loved to tweak her shit. Still, MoMA went further than her firstborn thought she would. Had to hand it to her, the woman was a real hustler. She really knew how to work the wealthy adolescephiles, & acquired (marginal) fame in the process. She was famous enough to have a Wikipedia page anyway (not even Harry around the Mersey had one) even if it was stubby, with a giant [image: Image]This biographical article needs additional citations for verification. It didn’t even have her picture.


MoMA used to have him assist on some of the shoots, which felt weird toward the end when his sister was getting tits. He would at least have respected her if she’d taken skinnygirl pornshots but apparently MoMA never had the heart; her shit turned out like “subversive” David Hamilton. How fucking pathetic. The bitch who thought she was so incendiary couldn’t even light the fuse. Total rampant pussification.


It was far out, tho, to watch her work, a real education that maybe he could learn from. From his teens, he scoped haughty MoMA’s cynical traveling circus with its floating galleries & carefully orchestrated, county-by-county 1st Amendment uproars; the ensuing staged-for-maximum-PR-effect local library bans of her books; the rote howls of the conservative media; the rote, smug rebuttals of the liberal media; the pious ACLU voices advocating in her behalf, shoved between sports and weather—and there was MoMA, ever MoMA, with her recondite emotions, quietly nobly preening, stealthily thrilled with herself, all her bullshit-fancy monographs frontloaded with fancy bullshitting essays by bullshit-fancy fake geniuses, fake poets and incomprehensible tenured pervs—skunkhaired Sontag lites + other sundry putative superstars, meaning anyone MoMA deemed worthy to co-opt/seduce/fuck into sponsoring her barfy, exploitative, flat-chested body of work—well, Jerzy thought his new boss was so much cleaner in the pursuit and publication of his quarry, so much more the accidental artiste than MoMA because he didn’t try to hide behind Art or his upskirts, didn’t dress it up to be anything but what it was: xxxxxtreme pervation. Pervomatical pervatoriness. His nocturnal prey signifying what MoMA was too chickenshit to nail to the wall. MoMA hung out in the shadows. MoMA cockteased her collectors with a silver gelatin tween’s sexless come-on. MoMA pimped out her oblivious daughter’s cobalt palladian thighs.


There was a space in time when Jerzy aspired to be the new Weegee—or Son of Johnny Pigozzi, anyway—but it never worked out. He was a vulturazzo in Manhattan for a while, staking out hospitals & clinics & the offices of Park Ave docs with a camera, waiting for skulking celebs. Facelifts, freakouts & O.D.s. He shot Michael Douglas in the subway, scrawny & disoriented from chemo, poor schmuck, leaning on one of his kids. (Jerzy used to buy coke from his son Cameron.) Stalked Michael J. Fox when the actor was in town, waiting for that elusive Parkinsonian pantspiss, which sadly never came. Would’ve paid the rent for a year.


But it was cold in NY and Jerzy was burned out. The streets didn’t make him feel brand new, no dreams to be made, nothing he could do—not the Jay-Z experience. The move to LA felt right, but nothing had clicked. Nothing until he met Harry.


On the way home from the apartment office of THE HONEYSHOT! he got the idea of his life. He’d become Harry’s secret weapon, his sniper, his 5- honeyshot General, Commander-in-chief of the Smarmy Army. He would enlist for 18 months, then hopefully, with his patron’s blessing, gather up his edited work—nip slips, honied moneyshots & everything in-between—and show them at Gagosian.


He’d take another new name.


Some kinda cross between Weegee & Banksy: Squeegee, maybe.


MoMA won’t even know what hit her.


. . .


“For me,” said Harry, “after Emma, I got a bit depressed. It was like, Where can you go from here? But I’m moving on. You know what honeyshot! I’d like to get? I’ll tell you. And it ain’t Kate or Pippa, let somebody else get em, it’ll be soon enough. Cause Emma was the real royalty. And it ain’t Amanda Knox, either. You know who I’d like? Gabrielle Giffords. That’s right—my ♥belongs to Gabby. Jesus, did you see the picture of her in People? Post-headwound svelte. Wearing denim, with that little trake scar . . . thumb hooked in her jeans, like one of those hot bored MILFs you see at Anthropologie or Trader Joe’s . . . I’d like to hook my thumb in her jeans! Cause I ain’t all about the juvies. Like to get that perimenopausal kite string—a clear shot. Ain’ never gunna happen. A guy can dream, can’t he?”


“Sure, Harry. Got to.”


“You can make 200,000 a year, minimum.”


Jerzy pulled out a joint and lit up. He had the very strong notion it was OK & it was.


“Minimum. Guaranteed. But you gotta be serious. You gotta be diligent. You gotta eat, sleep & drink THE HONEYSHOT! It’s all about longevity, Jerzy Shores, & persistence of vision. You want to do right by all the beauties. All the babes in toyland soon to be appearing in a chauffeured Escalade near you: I’m talking Hailee Steinfeld. I’m talking Elle. I’m talking Madonna’s kid—Jesus H! Between the two of em, Hailee and Lourdes could support the depilatory industry without any help! I am guessing there are rumored bales of hair down there. And Elle ain’t ethnic, as you know, Elle’s fair, but sometimes the fair ones can surprise you in the southern regions . . .


Elle’s fair in love and war—


mirror mirror on the wall


who’s the hairest . . . . . . . . . .


———————there is a serious bumper crop a-comin! New muffs & mufflers, major single lady bidness up ahead! Kylie Jenner is seriously on the tote—she’s five-ten, did you know that? Of course, my Christmas wish would be to have something beforehand, a sextape, or a topless—I can dream, right? O Jesus, I want that one almost as much as I wanted Emma. Maybe just as much, who knows, the ♥’s a funny thing.


“I’m gunna give you a special assignment, Jerzy Shores, think you’re ready for a special assignment? I don’t want to wait anymore. As long as I don’t put em out there, don’t got to wait for the single ladies to be legal. Understand? I’ll pay 5,000 for any you bring in, no one’s gunna have a clue what you’re up to, how could they. It ain’t even against the law unless you upload. That’s what got Perez in trouble, he should have kept Miley to himself. This is between you and me—little keepsakes. Because the world is going to hell & I don’t want to wait anymore, it’s fuckin too hard on me. I want to see what I can now. I want to see the world. I don’t want to wait for the Willows. I want Judy Moody’s too . . . . . . . . that’s right, go out and get me Chloë, get me Hailee, get me Elle! Get me little Sally Draper, get me fuckin Ariel Winter . . . don’t be shy! I’ll take Rebecca Black, she’s got a forest growing down there. Kendall too. Kylie I’m more interested in but I wouldn’t turn my nose up at Kendall. I’d do something with my nose, but I wouldn’t turn it up! Get me Janet Devlin . . . the devlin made me do it! Get me Drew Ryniewicz . . . get me Sophia Grace and Rosie the Hype Girl! Rosie the Riveter! I wanna see axe wounds, I wanna see movie SCARS . . . get me to the geek. Marc Anthony’s kid—Ariana’s 18 soon. Michael Fox’s twins. Get palsy with em—should be a walk in the parkinsons! I want to see the Depp kid. A little depp’l do me. And the Baldwin girl, Ireland. Go ahead, get your 30 rocks off & pig out on that thoughtless pig!


“But I’m thinking ahead, son, way ahead. About all the little ones who become part of the family, the national quilt, over the years, cause it takes a village. I’m thinking of all the little ones, the Suris and the Shilohs! (The Suri with the fringe on bottom.) The Obama girls—they are not ungettable nor are they sacrosanct. THE HONEYSHOT! is out there, THE HONEYSHOT! is its own rite of passage, THE HONEYSHOT! is a visionquest, out there like a tidal wave of baby beaver bounty: Here come the Gosselins! Here comes Honor Alba! Here comes Nahla Berry! Here comes Naleigh Heigl! Here comes Violet & Seraphina Affleck! Here comes Ava Witherspoon! (We just got her mother’s cunt sliding out of the car to do a Kimmel.) Here comes Ella Bleu Preston-Travolta! Here comes Sadie & Sunny Sandler! Here comes Cleo Schwimmer! Here comes Satyana Hannigan & Billie Beatrice/Georgia Geraldine Gayheart-Dane & Savannah & Eden Cross! Here comes Indiana & Clementine Hawke! ‘Ever’ Jovovich! Harper Renn Thiessen! Here comes Vida McConaughey, and Charlotte Gellar-Prinze Jr.—here comes Britney’s sister’s fucking kid—a girl, right? And Haven cashwarren Alba—thank Haven for little girls—& Harlow & Apple . . . . . yeah . . . . . . . yeah yeah, the HONEYSHOT! needs an Apple a day——oops! Here comes Maddie Duchovny! Amaya Hargitay! Vivienne Jolie-Pitt! Stella Luna Pompeo! Jessica Springsteen! Vida McConaughey! Destry Spielberg! Evie Bono Hewson! Krishna Lakshmi! Archie Poehler & Alice Fey! Coco “Coochie” Arquette-Cox! The little bitch from Modern Family, what’s her name? Aubrey. Aubrey Anderson-Emmons. Coming down the pike and legal in just 12 short years! Rebecca Romijn’s got twins—of course she does, she’s 65 years old—Charlie & Dolly! Sarah Jessica’s got twins—of course she does, she’s 82—Tabitha & Loretta! Don’t you see what we’re sitting on? THE HONEYSHOT!s gotta keep the faith . . . which brings me to Faith Kidman-Urban——and let us not forget Sunday Rose Urban-Kidman, it’s a month of Sundays, kid! Tobey Maguire’s got Ruby, Salma Hayek’s got Valentina, Tori Spelling’s got Stella, Diddy’s got D’Lila & Jessie—both girl-childs—J-Lo’s got an Emme, Heidi & Seal got Leni & Lou—Lou’s a girlchild. Bethenny Frankel’s got a Bryn . . . . . . . if I live long enough, I’ll see Blue Ivy’s black velvet . . . cause you see we get to know them from the time they’re babes, we watch em laugh, we watch em cry, we see em dragged thru Barneys, see em squirm in rich and famous arms leaving Starbucks & Whole Foods & the fucking Malibu Lumber Yard, see em tousle-haired & toddler-jogging beside their toned-up yoga moms in the Colony, see em in Sandra Bullock’s arms, Jesus, Bullock’s arms must be more ripped than Cameron Diaz cause all I ever see is her hoisting that blackie like a kettlebell. We feel their joy & we feel their pain (and I am telling you, Jerzy Shores, the day you hand over a shot of Paris, Michael Jackson’s kid, that will be a day of celebration, a day of healing, of giving thanks to the Divine!)————we watch em grow up & grow tits, watch their teeth come in, buy our kids whatever style crap they’re wearing . . . . . . . . . then before you know it, they’re staring out at us with their dead, hungry eyes from Vogue and W, in their Rodarte & Manolos, their Margielas & Louboutins, & they’re leaving Starbucks or Whole Foods or the fucking Malibu Lumber Yard under their own power. Suddenly, our babies are going to premieres & museum costume ball fundraisers, I am telling you my new friend that it takes a village, & the village, We the People of the United Village of Honeyshot!s hold our breaths watching each little career begin, & we wish the best for our sisters, that’s what they are, our little soul sisters—our daughters too & our future Moms—and we cushion the falls—the rehabs, DUIs, botched surgeries, 4-month marriages—just as we tally their triumphs . . . . . . . . . . until one day it’s time, time for me to show their cunts to the world.


“And when that time comes, we are there to help. We are there to help them from our heads & our ♥s.”


[image: Image]


* Even Harry was caught off-guard by the rampant success of THE HONEYSHOT!s webpage Honeyshot! Olden Goldies (Ms. Hawn’s two faces conjoined at the top of the page like those of comedy&tragedy, her Laugh-In-era face with her Medicare one), said page being wholly devoted to peeholes of a certain age as they stepped from their cars—Helen Mirren, Julie Christie, Diane Keaton, Susan Sarandon, Debra Winger. Zsa Zsa got hers as she was lifted from wheelchair to gurney, but that was more of a goof—Harry, who always wrote the webtext, called it a funnyshot!
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