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Praise for How to Become Famous in Two Weeks or Less

“Let’s face it, who doesn’t want their fifteen minutes of fame! But the road to getting there can be as difficult as crawling over broken glass. Karen and Mel take you on an ‘ouch-free’ red carpet ride to the VIP room in this great read, with lots of laughs along the way.”
—ROSHUMBA WILLIAMS Supermodel

Acclaim for Melissa de la Cruz’s novel Cat’s Meow

“Grab de la Cruz’s debut novel and get swept up in Cat’s whirlwind quest for fame, fortune, and designer outlet stores.”
—Glamour

“Melissa de la Cruz captures all the nuances of the New York fashion sillies with wit and accuracy.”
—TODD OLDHAM

“A gift-bag of satire, spectacle, and name-dropping. It’s all too fabulous for words!”
—MICHAEL MUSTO

“Melissa de la Cruz has created a rambunctious first novel that deserves to have its every page encrusted with sand, its binding ringed with condensation from highball glasses. At once calculating and clueless, Cat is a hilarious Virgil…. Writing in the zippy, breathless argot of Vogue and Vanity Fair, Cruz pinpoints the sinister vanities of this air-headed realm while making it all sound absurdly fun.”
—Los Angeles Times Book Review





[image: ]




For anyone who:

never got invited to the prom,

always got picked last for teams in gym class,

wondered where to sit in the school cafeteria,

spent most Friday nights in front of the television,

was too afraid to try out for a talent show,

was in the “cool group” but secretly felt like a misfit,

click your heels (make that stilettos) together three times

and repeat after us,

“Fame and fortune await me. Fame and fortune await me.”



P.S. And to our families, friends, and Mike (Mel’s husband),


who always believed we would become famous,

even if we don’t have the guitar-shaped

swimming pools to prove it.





Come on, shake the covers of this sloth … for sitting softly cushioned, or tucked in bed, is no way to win fame; and without it man must waste his life away, leaving such traces of what he was on earth as smoke in wind and foam upon the water.

—Dante, THE INFERNO


Fame, what you like is in the limo …
Fame, what you need you have to borrow …

—David Bowie, “Fame”
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This Foreword Brought to You By …



Since we were writing a book on how to become famous, we thought it would be excellent—nay, mandatory!—to have a bona fide celebrity write our book foreword. You know, so they could blather on about how great it is to be famous, how they’re put on a pedestal, lavished with gifts, but also mention one or two of the perils (oh, the perils!) inherent in the privileged life they lead (no privacy, can’t have dinner with anyone of the opposite sex without the media harping on your new love life …). We wanted to find someone that you, our reader, could relate to; someone young, pretty, and likable—with blockbuster movie (or television) credits to her name, who would earnestly tell you how great and hilarious our book was.

We rifled through our Rolodexes and came up with the perfect person. A controversial starlet who had appeared in numerous big-budget movies and played a very familiar TV character for years on a major network during a prime-time slot. We had her personal cell phone number, which we procured during a trip to Las Vegas when we bonded with her over blackjack. We called to ask if she’d be willing to do us the honor of writing our foreword and to our delight, she agreed!

(We thanked her with a gift from our goodie-bag stash: candles and bath salts!)

She admitted that she hated to write and asked us to simply interview her on the phone and write it for her. No problem, we thought! We could certainly pull that one off. After three months of stalking her by phone, she finally called us at seven A.M. to give us her quotes. She rambled semi-coherently about fame, fortune, and how she designed her own dresses for awards ceremonies. At one point, she referred to fame as “Christmas on acid.” It was a mess, but we endeavored to fix it—editing it here, rewriting it there, chopping it up and rewording it so that it could have some semblance of prose.

But before we even sent her the final draft, we got a call from one of her friends who we happen to be friends with, too. Apparently, our movie/TV star no longer wanted to write the foreword since the lawyer of her high powered, much older Hollywood boyfriend told her it wasn’t a good idea. We were shocked. She told us she was “excited” and “flattered” and “honored” to be a part of our project. And we were upset. We sent her a gift, dammit! We called her a dozen times to find out what went awry and tried to salvage the situation. But we never heard back from her. Not even to apologize. Nothing.

Instead, we got an angry call from her manager, someone who was clearly playing the role of the wicked stage mother. She berated us for not going through the starlet’s publicist from the get-go. She called us unprofessional and said that the foreword we had written in no way depicts her client. (We faxed a copy to the starlet’s publicist after the rejection call to say “See how cute this is…. Please convince her not to bail.”) We tried to defend ourselves, but no amount of groveling, begging, and pleading would do. The starlet was out. And it was our problem.

“That’s Hollywood. Celebrities are like that,” we were told by those in the biz. (Later, when the starlet showed up at an awards ceremony in an atrocious dress that was a veritable fashion disaster, we had a good chuckle at the karmic boomerang.)

Our nice editor gave us a month to find another celebrity. But we were panicked—and desperate. This is why they call trying to convince a celebrity to do something “celebrity wrangling.” Celebrities are a skittish, difficult-to-pin-down bunch, akin to a herd of stampeding buffalo. Trying to lasso one is an art in itself. We messengered our manuscript to every publicist, agent, and producer we knew, even to those we just met once, at a party, four years ago.

A call to a certain pretty woman who makes twenty million a picture garnered us no luck. “Sorry,” her publicist said before we even finished our sentence, “but she doesn’t do things like that, not even for knitting books. And she’s really into knitting.” We were friendly with the manager of a much-married singer/dancer/actress who likes to think she’s still “from the block,” hoping that she would understand our plight and happily lend her services. But her manager said, “not unless she gets royalties.”

So it was on to Plan B. We sent one to the cute star of a racy HBO sitcom, who was hot on the idea until she realized our book “wasn’t a novel.” We sent one to a very famous former child-actor. His publicist didn’t think it was a good idea for him to talk about fame since he was in the middle of attempting a comeback. We received the great news that the edgy widow of a dead rock star was reading our manuscript on her Hawaiian vacation. Unfortunately, we read in Page Six the next day that her trip to Maui ended in her arrest at the airport, so we figured, correctly, that writing a book foreword was the last thing on her mind. At a fancy dinner, we sat next to the famous daughter of a red-carpet maven, who raved about our article in Marie Claire and loved the idea of our book. She promised to pen our foreword. We were beside ourselves. She’d gone to an Ivy league college! She could write! But needless to say, we’re still waiting….

So alas. We do not have a celebrity foreword. We weren’t able to find a famous person who will tell you that our book is funny and smart, sarcastic and honest, a journey through the ups-and-downs of trying and succeeding and trying and failing, in the art of being famous. If you’re the kind of person (like us) who gets haircuts that resemble famous people’s haircuts, or buys boots because somebody famous bought the same pair, you are out of luck. You’ll just have to trust us.





Introduction
CHASING FAME



Like anyone who’s ever stuffed her face full of popcorn while watching Joan Rivers needle celebrities on the red carpet, we have been obsessed with fame and those who are famous for as long as we can remember. We longed for attention—glamorous dresses, standing ovations, and a reason to thank the Academy. Growing up in the suburbs of New Jersey (Karen) and San Francisco (Melissa), we used to transform our bedrooms into theaters and produce one-girl shows with our tolerant parents as our only audience. We wanted to guest star on Romper Room, Sesame Street, and The Electric Company because we believed it would lead to the kind of success that would garner us more than three and a half stars on Star Search.

Unfortunately, we couldn’t act to save our lives—Karen tried out for countless plays in elementary school through senior year in high school, always landing the part of understudy for a non-speaking role, while Melissa developed an acute attack of stage fright during a kindergarten Christmas performance as the an gel of the Lord who forgot all her lines. Moreover, our last names weren’t Spelling or Spielberg. We had to face reality: we would never find a place on Hollywood’s coveted A-list or land a role as a spoiled virgin on some kind of teen dramedy.

We spent junior high imagining our lives as rock stars. The screaming, frenzied fans! The skintight leather pants! The gravity-defying haircuts! The world tours! The feather boas! The limousine lifestyle! The shopping! It seemed to suit us perfectly. C’mon, we air-guitared and handled fake microphones with divalike aplomb. Multiple karaoke experiences however, confirmed the unthinkable—we had the worst voices on Earth! And what good is being a rock star if you’re not a lead singer? As much as we longed to be fitted for our own Gaultier-designed cone bras (remember Madonna’s, circa “Express Yourself”?), we had to admit that mega, arena-stadium-filling, iconic rock stardom was not in the cards either.

How would we ever achieve our quest for massive recognition? we wondered. The covers of Vogue, Harper’s Bazaar, W, Elle, and even the JCPenney catalog were closed to us. A modeling agent who visited Melissa’s all-girls high school on a talent-scouting trip broke the bad news: she was five inches too short. And at four feet, eleven inches, Karen never even stood a chance at catwalk glory. (Oh, well. We weren’t prepared to give up Cad-bury chocolate bars!)

We were never going to be famous. So we did the next best thing. We moved to New York City. And a funny thing happened on the way to the subway.

In New York, we soon came to realize, anyone could be famous. As we devoured the pages of glossy magazines and scanned the gossip columns of daily metropolitan newspapers at a feverish pace, we discovered a city filled with people we had never heard of but who boasted tons of press clips anyway. This glittery group was invited to the best parties, given gaggles of free clothes, and never had to pay their bar tabs. Oh, sure, some had last names that doubled as condiment brands and hotel chains. Some had powerful husbands. But most had no name and no talent to speak of, other than the ability to look pretty in the right dress.

They were famous simply for being famous. And we wanted to be one of them.

Instead, we wound up writing about them. As journalists we covered the salmon-tartar and caviar-potato circuit, went backstage at fashion shows, survived throbbing champagne hangovers, and perfected the art of talking in patently fake British accents (the better to wrangle invitations with!). We wrote about the rarefied world of private jets, chartering yachts, celebrity dentists, and invitation-only Botox parties. We befriended publicists who had access to the hottest celebrities and the most exclusive shindigs. We rubbed shoulders and thrust tape recorders under the noses of Ethan Hawke, Jason Priestly, Puff Daddy, Marisa Tomei, Will Ferrell, Alicia Silverstone, and many, many more famous people who brushed us off with a gruff, “Oh, there’s Alec (Baldwin). I’m going to say hi.” (A true story!)

We may have had the dress, the shoes, and the bylines. But we were still on the sidelines. So close, yet so far from our very own stars on Hollywood Boulevard.

SMALL WORLDS

[image: ]

The media is a small industry. Everyone knows everyone—at least by name. I had heard of Melissa de la Cruz a million times. I knew her as the fashion addict (she wrote a style column for a groovy Web site called hintmag.com), who had penned a hilarious novel called Cat’s Meow about a wanna-be socialite that was a must-read with the catty jet set. When I read the opening line of her book, “I am the type of girl who laughs loudly, smokes incessantly, and is hell-bent on destroying herself, but stylishly,” I became obsessed with her.

She gets it, I thought. Her book totally encapsulated my bipolar, love-hate relationship with a city where anyone can be the next It girl, the Nazis who man the velvet ropes judge you by your shoes (Manolos, darling), and Page Six (the New York Post’s gossip column) is God.

Then I saw her picture in New York magazine. She was wearing an insane white silk, one-shouldered top with cartoon-like kittens all over it by Alice Roi, a trendy New York designer. I owned that same shirt! (I found out later that Mel and I bought them from the same store, where they had only two in stock because the owners thought, No way would more than two people want something this ridiculous.) I knew right then, I had to be her friend. She was just like moi!

At a friend’s brunch party, I spotted her at a table across from mine. Wearing gold high-heeled boots with torn “dirty” jeans and a fur-trimmed pink corduroy jacket, she was every bit the cool, brashly funny fashionista I had imagined her to be. She had the whole table agog, laughing heartily while divulging the inside scoop on perhaps the most well-known fashion editrix, who was rumored to be going bald and had her hairpiece fly off during an editorial meeting. I wanted in on that convo!

But I wasn’t sure how to introduce myself. I didn’t want to seem like a stalking fan. I had devoured all of her pieces. The one she had written about her weakness over giddy indulgences like fur tippets, zipper mules, Victorian jean jackets, and all the superfluous trends of the moment was holding court right smack in the middle of my corkboard in front of my desk. I constantly read it for adjective inspiration when I suffered from writer’s block. She might be “just” a writer, but to me, she was famous.

She was the Melissa de la Cruz, the girl who did high-profile book readings, traveled to the Hamptons on a chopper, and wrote outrageous stories about crashing her fiancé’s bachelor party—while disguised as a man! And she seemed refreshingly laid-back, unaware of her fabulosity. Sometimes, when people reach the limelight, they lose sight of who they are. They think their you-know-what doesn’t stink. And they have that constant neck-craning habit of having a conversation with one person while looking over their shoulder to find someone better to talk to. But Melissa didn’t project any snobbery.

I decided to approach, and as I walked toward her, she practically leaped off her seat. “You’re Karen Robinovitz!” she yelped. Oh, my God. MdlC knew who I was! It was love at first sight! And the rest, as they say, is history.

MEETING THE $2,500-BOOTS GIRL
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I had been a fan of Karen’s for a long time before I met her. Her name was popping up everywhere! I was slightly annoyed. She was a writer too, but she seemed to be living a much, much more fun life than I was. There she was, photographed in St. Bart’s on a yacht next to Liev Schreiber in Harper’s Bazaar. Or else writing for the Times about her unorthodox foot laser treatment because of her predilection for wearing four-inch heels. Or else looking foxy in a Details spread, wearing nothing but a cat mask and rhinestone underwear at an haute orgy in Soho. The $2,500 Manolo Blahnik knee-high boots she wore in a photo shoot about her “favorite shoes” was the icing on the cake—and more than I could take. “Who is she?” I groaned, throwing the magazine across the room in disgust. Even if I wrote about Manolos, I had never owned a pair.

At a brunch organized by a mutual friend, I finally met my “rival.” She was wearing a ripped-up T-shirt with Karen playfully spray-painted on the chest, just like a similarly personalized one Madonna was sporting that week on MTV. She had the shortest denim miniskirt I have ever seen, with the waistband and the hem hacked off, so that her Calvin Klein boxers peeked out of the top (and the bottom). On her feet were buttery-soft calf-hugging fringed moccasins, and to complete the outfit, she wore these crazy earrings that looped continuously from one earlobe to the other. She looked fierce, tribal, funny, and over-the-top. She had this huge grin on her face, and when she sat down she pulled out a quilted Chanel bag. Purple. Suede. Gorge.

She kept getting up and taking people’s pictures with her disposable camera. She seemed to know everybody at the restaurant but me. And I desperately wanted her to be my friend. I grabbed her elbow as she made her rounds. “You’re Karen Robinovitz!”

“Yes, I am.” She nodded.

I kept saying it. “You’re Karen Robinovitz! Karen Robinovitz!”

She didn’t seem annoyed by my enthusiasm. I was so excited to tell her I had been following her career from the beginning—from the “Extreme Dating” article, to the wicked profiles of real-life princess parties for three-year-olds, to the televised stints on Entertainment Tonight and CNN as a trend expert, to her sex columns about dating moguls in the Hamptons. So of course I blurted out the first thing that came to mind.

“You’re the girl who was masturbated by the eighty-year-old sex therapist in Marie Claire!”

She blushed, but took it in stride.

We traded e-mail addresses, found out we owned the same silly clothes and were addicted to the same tabloids, and were soon discussing the finer points of Mötley Crüe’s biography over “special salsa” at a neighborhood Mexican dive.

It was more than infatuation. It was a meeting of kindred spirits. And we have lived happily ever after ever since.

Almost Famous …

Until one fateful Wednesday afternoon, when our editor at Marie Claire magazine called to give us our new assignment. “Do you two want to do a story on becoming famous? You’ll have two weeks to get famous—be in magazines, get invited everywhere, hang out with stars, and become a celebrity,” she said.

DID WE? WANT? TO? BECOME? FAMOUS? DUH!!!

For fourteen angst-ridden, exhausting, and thrill-a-minute days, we had to do whatever it took to become a boldface name in the annals of celebrity. Fourteen days to navigate the nightlife, host A-list parties, canoodle with a star, get our photographs in the society pages, appear on national television, and score hefty sacks of swag (industry-speak for “free stuff”).

We used every ounce of knowledge we had picked up from writing about the famous flock to pull it off. We both wound up in the party pages of the New York Post, on the tube, and in obscenely expensive borrowed clothing.

Karen had a birthday party that rivaled Matt Damon’s, wearing $2 million worth of Harry Winston diamonds, including the twenty-two-carat ring Whoopi Goldberg had worn to the Oscars, as well as a bodyguard named Lou who was straight out of a Scorsese film! Melissa hosted an intimate dinner at Orsay, a posh Upper East Side restaurant attended by the city’s most powerful gossip columnists and spent a glorious week in a five-star resort favored by the likes of Britney Spears!

It took fourteen days to achieve our common goal for the last thirty years, but we did it!

We’re famous.

Sort of.

This book is our story of begging, clawing, crying, borrowing, cheating, lying, stealing, and bribing our way to celebrity. It is also a guide to claiming your own fame. We provide how-to tips to stardom. Whether you live in New York or Omaha, Milan or Middle America, you can be legendary, the most sought-after kid in town, the one everyone wants to befriend.

So fasten your seat belt, prepare yourself for very little sleep, and get ready for your close-up!
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Days 1–2:

A “BRAND” NEW YOU

As a star, it’s important to be instantly recognizable, even when you’re hiding in plain sight in a baseball cap and sunglasses. What is Gwyneth without her beautiful blond locks? J. Lo without her bodacious butt? Gwen Stefani without her steel midriff bared? Celebrities are like boxes of cereal—packaged and promoted to offer a consistent, bite-size message, so that everything from the clothes they wear to the color of their hair is a reflection of their particular trademark.

The first order of business on your search for the spotlight is to start thinking of yourself as a product, a commodity, and a brand. Witness the golden arches of McDonald’s. Every time you see the giant yellow M in the sky, you know you deserve a break today. You, my friend, will need to acquire your own set of golden arches, that certain je ne sais quoi that will make people think—even subconsciously—of you every time they see it. The trick is being true to yourself—and possibly coming up with a fabulous stage name (flirt with prestigious identifiable brand names like Kennedy or Rockefeller, or think about adding “Von” or “de” before your last name to give it an upper-crust spin).

You also need to be original. Imitation may be the sincerest form of flattery, but the public can spot a cheap knockoff a mile away (although for some reason boy-band amnesia seems to set in every five years; the success of ‘N Sync was spawned from the Backstreet Boys, which in turn was coded from the DNA of New Kids on the Block, which really stemmed from New Edition, a total reproduction of the Jackson Five). Take it from us, the Fame Highway is littered with celebrity roadkill: starlets and also-rans who never elevated themselves from the Blond Clone Army to Hollywood Heaven.

If you don’t want to become a bloody mess, discarded like yesterday’s trash, your brand must be strong—and likable. In private you can be as quirky, odd, and contradictory as you want. But in the public eye, your brand should always come first. Whether it’s the calling cards you hand out at a party, the type of drink you order at a bar, or the kind of car you drive and the esoteric monikers you name your kids (Demi Moore named her three daughters Rumer, Scout LaRue, and Tallulah Belle, for heaven’s sake!), you need to adopt a larger-than-life persona and live it to the hilt.

Exhausting? Maybe. But Hugh Hefner didn’t become Hef without his silken PJs and breast-implanted accessories.

This chapter will help get you started by teaching you to establish your brand name. We will delineate the types of personas you can adopt (nothing like a little multiple-personality disorder amongst friends). Once you pick your MO, we’ll show you how to use it to your advantage and keep up appearances, from creating a business card and letterhead to assembling your own press kit, honing your personal celebrity style, bulking up your social calendar to its desired A-list status, and asking for what you want without making apologies for it (it’s called being high-maintenance, and nothing’s wrong with that).

Be warned, all of this may come with possible public humiliation, but that’s to be expected. Renée Zellweger didn’t have us at hello until she made at least a dozen films that flopped, including Return of the Texas Chainsaw Massacre in 1994.

THE BEGINNING: ACQUIRE THE FAME PERSONA

THE NAKED TRUTH
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I was Rollerblading down Second Avenue on a sunny Monday morning. At Forty-second Street I stopped at a red light. I didn’t spot any oncoming cars, so I decided to go. The second I started to roll, a Volvo came from out of nowhere and clipped my left leg. I went flying back toward the curb, but I was in so much shock that I got right back up. Hordes of people surrounded me, asking if I was okay. “I’m fine. I’m fine. I have to go to work,” I said.

“You’re not going anywhere,” a woman shrieked in a high pitched, anxiety-ridden voice that led me to believe she was very concerned. “You’ve been hit by a car.” I looked down. My left leg was bleeding. I thought: Oh, my God, my leg is bleeding. Then I thought: Oh, my God, I can see my leg. My pants had gotten caught on the fender of the car that hit me … and ripped off my body … completely! And I wasn’t wearing underpants! (I know, I know, Mom always says to wear clean underwear in case you get in an accident … and I had none!)

I was standing on Forty-second Street during morning rush hour, wearing nothing but Rollerblades and a T-shirt. It was mid-August. No one had a jacket to lend me. I was horrified (though I did sport a very fierce Brazilian bikini wax). I cried, “I’m not wearing any pants!” like a madwoman until the ambulance came to my rescue with a sheet, which I wrapped around my lower half like a sarong.

Twenty stitches and one fat scar later, the story spread far and wide. I once had someone from Philadelphia tell the tale of the “naked blader” back to me! I was a living urban legend. That’s when it dawned on me: I could be famous for being naked.

Look at what nakedness did for Sharon Stone’s career. Rose McGowan once showed up to the MTV Awards wearing a see-through dress made of silver chains—and a G-string—and the ensemble turned her from Marilyn Manson’s girlfriend to an It girl. Even Leo’s been photographed nude sunbathing in the Caribbean. And when was the last time you saw Christina Aguilera, Mariah Carey, or Toni Braxton covered up? Since I managed to survive the accident and the humiliation, I decided to brand myself as the girl who doesn’t mind being in the buff.

I spent the last six years taking on the most intimate assignments for magazines like Marie Claire. For one story, I had to walk around the city streets of New York—topless. (I was photographed for the publication, covering my areolae with nothing but a magazine.) And for another, I had intercourse with my boyfriend in front of a sex coach who was there to improve our technique.

For the record, I do not have a perfect figure. Far from it. But I have always been comfortable in my skin. And doing these kinds of stories has helped me become even more at ease with my body. I built a reputation as the daring writer who likes her birthday suit. Editors assign me their most outlandish ideas, knowing that if it requires me to bare a private part of myself, I’ll do it.

Once, an editor asked me to spend a few weeks living in one of those legal brothels in Las Vegas in order to do an exposé. I was all over the assignment … until they told me I’d have to sleep with a john. When I said no, my editor was shocked. “Just one,” she said, as if that would make it okay. I was upset for a second. I couldn’t believe they thought I was that kind of girl. Then I realized, Wow, I really have branded myself well!

So when a gallery-owner friend introduced me to Alexis Karl, an up-and-coming figurative artist who is known for creating seven-foot-tall oil paintings of naked women, I thought, Here’s my chance for immortality! “Please let me take my clothes off for you,” I begged. She agreed to paint me. I was on my way!

My portrait, which required over thirty-five hours of posing, was shown at the Red Dot Gallery in Chelsea, in New York, in September of 2002. I was on sale for $8,000—and I will forever be immortalized as the famous naked girl, residing above the sofa in some man’s living room!
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THE OVER-IT GIRL
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When I first got the assignment to claw my way into the limelight in two weeks, I decided to position myself as the newest incarnation of species It girl. It girls ran around the city without stockings (even in the dead of winter), danced on tables while breaking champagne flutes, and gave in-depth interviews about the contents of their wardrobes. It was an established nightlife brand—and one I thought I could easily fake my way into—after all, how hard could it be? I’d pop over to some parties, wear some tight clothes, and boom! I’d be crowned the latest queen in the It-girl stakes. God knows I can put away the free drinks!

I even found the perfect venue to display my new It-girl persona: the aptly named It-girls premiere party for the It-girls documentary starring a whole host of It girls. The film featured the day-to-day lives of two junior socialites, Casey Johnson and Elizabeth Kieselstein-Cord. Casey and Elizabeth both had bonafide It-girl chops. Elizabeth’s last name was a handbag. Casey’s was a Band-Aid. She was also a shampoo. And a detergent.

The publicist for the party was nice enough to put me on the list after I sent numerous faxes requesting entry and providing detailed, unimpeachable proof of my journalistic credentials. (I sent her a fawning note on swiped magazine letterhead.)

But styling myself as an It girl was harder than I thought. It girls don’t just appear out of nowhere. It girls aren’t born. They’re self-made. Plus, the label is commonly bestowed on chicks who don’t try so hard—or at least, those who don’t look like they do. Just look at Chloë Sevigny, who at eighteen perfected the ingenue’s indifferent shrug at celebrity in a fawning profile in the New Yorker, which fanned the media fascination even more.

Which leads me to ask, if a girl attends a party and no photographers take her picture, did she even attend?

I would have to make sure my presence was recorded somehow. I begged a good friend who worked at a magazine to put my picture in their party pages. “If you get Patrick McMullan to shoot you next to a celeb at the It-girl party, we’ll do it,” she promised. So the night before the party, I called social shutter-bug Patrick McMullan’s office. I groveled on the phone and spent fifteen minutes explaining my situation to Patrick’s helpful assistant. She said Patrick would be happy to do it; I would just have to go up to him at the party and brief him on my mission.

Before the party, I spent two hours at a beauty salon getting my hair blown and fake eyelashes glued to my real ones. I put on a Julia Roberts-inspired cutout black top and skinny leather pants. The pants were incredibly tight and stuck to my thighs like sausage casing. I decided I should probably not drink anything so I wouldn’t have to go to the bathroom, because who knew if I could zip myself back into them again. My It-girl debut would have to be a sober one. So much for dancing on tables.

I arrived at exactly seven o’clock, as the invitation demanded. There was a line of paparazzi at the front of the restaurant, and several more photographers and camera crew inside. I strutted inside, projecting It-girlish vibes. I telepathically communicated my It status by preening on the red carpet. Sadly, not one photographer looked up. No one took my picture. It was disheartening. And there I was wearing borrowed designer clothes and no bra! Just like a real It girl!

I decided to find Patrick immediately, which was easier said than done, as he was the most popular person there. The man was mobbed. It girls of all stripes were throwing themselves in front of his camera. After all, he was radiating Itness himself, with a television crew from the Metro Channel in tow. I had naively believed that somehow he would just “notice” my fabulous presence and immediately snap my picture. But no.

Storing up my courage, I squared my shoulders and went up to him. “Patrick! It’s Melissa de la Cruz!”

He nodded vaguely.

“I need to get my photo taken?”

“Huh?”

“I need to be photographed next to celebrities! I’m doing the It-girl experiment?”

He brightened, “Oh, yeah!”

We grabbed the nearest It girl we could find, and landed Estella Warren, who was also hosting the party and the third star of the documentary. She had recently appeared half-naked and practically mute in the Planet of the Apes. She was a model-turned-actress, and most definitely It. Estella looked a bit befuddled upon noticing me posing next to her, but she gamely slung her arm around me and smiled for the camera. Patrick squeezed the trigger. Flashbulbs exploded in my face. I noticed the rest of the paparazzi whispering to each other. Soon enough they, too, were taking my picture with Estella.

For the rest of the evening I squeezed myself next to photographs with both the Band-Aid and the handbag heiresses, mugged next to aloof six-foot-tall models, and followed Patrick around like a pesky stray dog. I met Vera Wang. I was rebuffed by Monica Lewinsky. An editor from People asked me who I was. At one point in the evening, Patrick convinced his television crew to film me. He introduced me to his television audience as “a girl who goes to a lot of parties.”

In other words, I was an It girl!

I was also exhausted.

Branding myself as the new It girl didn’t turn out to be as glamorous as I’d expected. Instead of flitting about like a social butterfly and enjoying myself at a fancy party by guzzling magnum-loads of free champagne, I had spent it as a sweaty and anxious wreck. I didn’t even have time to stuff my face with the free hors d’oeuvres. I was too agitated because I had to keep one eye out for the celebrities at all times.

This girl was officially over It.

Until the next week, of course, when I saw my picture in the party pages next to Estella Warren.

“You’re an It girl!” the party’s publicist cooed on my answering machine. “Congratulations!”

Even friends e-mailed their astonishment at my newly It status.

I scrutinized the picture. My eyes were slits. I had two chins. You could see the outline of my nipples through my see-through shirt. Yikes! But there I was, on the same page as Aerin Lauder and Uma Thurman!

I might have It on the brain, but I loved every minute of it.


Can’t Figure Out What Brand Name Is Appropriate for You?
TAKE THIS BRIEF QUIZ TO FIND OUT

1. You’re on the red carpet and Joan Rivers is approaching with the microphone. Last season she called you one of the worst dressed. Your reaction is as follows:

A. You send your assistant to tell Joan you are not available for interviews. You give her a dirty look when you pass by and cozy up to another reporter right in front of her. You also do your darnedest to make sure everyone in your circle ignores her, too.

B. You are nothing but charming. You smile sweetly and kill her with kindness as you tell her Mr. Gesquiere designed your fabulous dress himself.

C. You’re too high to even make it down the red carpet.

D. They couldn’t pay you enough money to go to such a morally decrepit, corrupt zoo where no one boasts an ounce of individuality or intellect! But you’re happy to thank the academy from your ranch in Carmel.

E. You just can’t wait to show off your new implants. You happily pose for the camera, revealing your plunging backline (and new butt tattoo) that’s so low, the censors are having an anxiety attack.

F. Joan who?



2. It’s been an hour, and your helicopter has not yet arrived to whisk you off to the Hamptons for the weekend. Your reaction is as follows:

A. You lose it and maliciously scream at—and threaten to fire—a heliport administrator who is not under your employ. Don’t they know who you are?

B. You say, “Damn

























YOUR FAME PAPERS








































GETTING YOUR ASSETS TOGETHER




































CLOSET CASES



























TOP IT OFF!

















FIND A SIGNATURE SOMETHING—AND STICK TO IT!





















WHAT’S FAME WITHOUT HUMILIATION?










































BUSY, BUSY BEES

































DEMAND, DEMAND, DEMAND!
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