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Perfliction


Deliver me from reasons why youd rather cry. Id rather fly.

THE DOORS






Hollywood, California, March 1994. For the safety of the general public, there ought to be a sign on my ass reading CautionExtra-Wide Load. When I sit down, it registers a 6.0 on the Richter. Luckily this is Los Angeles, where were obsessed with the earth actually movingand no, Im not getting to my sex life in the first paragraph of this book. (Youll have to read at least three or four more lines until we get there.)

Back to my bod. Its humongous, gargantuan, Orca-likewhich is not how the worlds first supermodel (me) likes to describe herself in print, but I have to be honest. Im so big I wonder if Ill wind up on CNN: Janice Dickinson plopped down on a couch today, forcing hundreds of people to run for cover in doorways.

Im eight months pregnant, eighty pounds overweight, and Im going out of my mind. For the first time in my life, I let it all go and did something insane: I picked up a fork and ate, which is strictly forbidden when youre the worlds first supermodel. For eight months, there was also no binging, no purging, no cocaine, and no alcohol. My drug of choice was food: I was mainlining Hostess and Snickers. I ate like a heifer, looked like an elephant, and dressed like a blimp in a mans white overshirt and black pants.

Im waddling through the lobby of the ultra-chichi, totally fabulous Odeon restaurant with my soon-to-be-ex-husband, Simon Fields. And thats when I happen to see my former lover walk through the door, glance my way, and ignore me completely.

Thats Mick Jaggers love for you.

I stare hard at him, wanting a little satisfaction, but I cant get nowell, you know. Mick looks startled by my intense glareand the fact that I mutter loudly, My God, theyll let anybody in here.

Ah, the lightbulb moment that follows. He clearly recognizes my voice, but when youve met so many women and fucked so many people, it takes a minute to process whos who on the horizontal food chain. Meanwhile, Im seething, burning, explodingand Mick deserves my wrath. The nerve of him, dismissing me as if figuring which decade he did me is just too much bother tonight. (I can just about see a faint question mark lingering on his face: Did I actually go through a period of fat chicks?)

I slept with Mick for the better part of a year. In fact, there came a point when I couldnt get rid of this annoying megastar; I once described him to my girlfriends as the most famous unwanted guest. Frankly, I wasnt that into him, and in hindsight Im fairly certain the only reason I stayed was to tell my grandchildren that Id slept with a Rolling Stone. Yet I know Mick was into me, in more ways than one.

In that affected English accent, he kept begging me, Baby, I want you to have my baby. When I ignored his mood to multiply (imagine the lips on that kid!), he switched tactics and started sending me huge pink elephant roses, signing the card, I love you. Prince Philip. Meet me in the lobby right now. Im at your hotel.

Jerry Hall? Jerry who?

Around the six-month mark, something happened in our little affair that made things very tricky. I got swept up in the private jets, the fast lane, and the free tickets to the shows. Who wouldnt? So what if he wasnt a Greek godthis man knew how to seduce a woman. He knew how to love me.

Eventually we broke up, and afterward I never expected to be on his Christmas card list again. I did think, however, I might warrant a simple nod or hello if we ever met again in public. I wasnt expecting to be defeated and deflatedin other words, snubbed.

Here is how it goes: Mick runs his hand through his long hair, glances at a few women at the bar who might be good for dessert, eyeballs me for one second, and then brushes past looking for greener pastures. After all, Im no longer a ninety-five-pound pixie waif with short hair and no breasts. I didnt look like a hot little boy anymore, which is the way he seemed to like his women, or at least the way he seemed to like me.

No wonder he named his first child Jade. Hes so jaded.

At this point, I start to fume and spew out the following under my breath: Son-of-a-bitch-asshole-mother fucker. Does he think he can fuck me and just turn around? You werent that good anyway! As for Simon, he appears, well, uncomfortable. Janice, he whispers. Bloody hell. Let it go!

Blame it on the hormones. Or on the fact that Ms. Janice Dickinson is no longer perfect. Four weeks shy of giving birth, I cant even fake it. Boobs hanging, face swollen, belly protruding, sucking in my gutwhats the point?

A few minutes later, the biggest rock star on the planet is standing smack in front of me, a pregnant girl now so immersed in her menu that she pretends not to notice the only man on the planet with lips bigger than her own. The vibe is so thick you can feel the glass wall Ive erected between us.

Janice. I cant believe its really you, Mick says. But its hard for him to hide his look of amazement, mixed with a little disgust.

Yes, its finally dawned on Mick that he used to sleep with meor some thinner, more supermodel-like edition of me he used to know. Youd think Mick had never seen a pregnant woman in his lifeas if the tour bus had somehow taken him to some foreign planet where the women have hips that dont fit in size-0 jeans. In fact, Mick is so amazed Im this big that he gives me a head-to-toe appraisal (no, he wont be inviting me home). Then, I swear, one of his huge lips unravels so far forward that the restaurant has to send two model-like attendant boys to return it from the parking lot.

My brain screams, Who the fuck does he think he is not to recognize me? Even if I do look like Jabba the Hutt

I pause, glance around the room, and execute a 10.0 hair flip.

So, Mick, I say in my kindest voice. I guess theyll let anyone in this restaurant.

I just cant believe its you, Mick repeats, stunned. All I can think is, I look like I ought to have an apple in my mouth and a spit running through my back.

Why cant you believe it? Im pregnant, Mick, I say, spitting venom. I cant believe that at one time I actually thought I was in love with this guy. I mean, he was so sensitive he once dedicated Let It Bleed to me at a Stones concert as an ode to my period.

Speaking of hormonal, I was feeling a little more that way every minute. Dont worry, Mick. Its not like Im packing boxes at a Twinkie warehouse and sampling the goods.

Mick cant discriminate. Fat to him is fat. Bulge on my hips, no bulge in his pants.

And hes not the only one. In this town, you cant be a piece of ass if youve got a fat ass. And so it goes. Here is a man who sent me a basket of caviar and flowers when I was in rehab in 1982, who filled my hotel rooms with roses at $200 a dozen back in the day. I couldnt have been a meaner bitch to him back then, but in his eyes I could do no wrong. Now its a different story.

That was ages ago. A few years later, I had a beautiful baby boy named Nathan, and now hes sixteen. A year ago, he turned to size-4 me and said, Mom, youre getting a little fat. (He knows that bothers me more than an unclean room or stealing the car keys.) A few years after Nathan, I had a gorgeous daughter named Savvy, and now she thinks shes getting a little too heavy. Shes ten.

My little girl knows the difference between egg whites and yolks. After all, she was weaned on MET-Rx and PowerBars. She knows Ive had my tits done twice, and the amount of botulism (sorry, Botox) Im packing in my face could wipe out several small European countries.

These days a girl has to work it so the Jaggers, the jagoffs, and everyone in between will get what they wantand she gets what she needs.

Thats why everything about me is fakeand Im perfect. Do I have any other choice?

Thats societys love for you.



Theres a reason I decided to write a second book, a follow-up to No Lifeguard on Duty. In a nutshell, I wanted to demystify the concept of being perfect, which in a few words is a load of crap. I know what youre thinking: itd be easier to stomach that message if it werent coming from a supermodel. But think about that for a minute: do you really want the worlds most heinous troll telling you that being all that isntall that? It takes a supermodel to pull back the curtain and show you Oz isnt all it was cracked up to be.

This book is about ripping off the designer clothes, washing off the makeup, letting the rest of the mascara run, and stripping away all the layers that created my life as a photo shoot.

If I know only one thing, its that perfection is the ultimate addiction. To paraphrase the admission statement of that well-known support group, my name is Janice and Im a perfection addict. My disease? I call it perfliction. Its classified in medical journals as the extreme need to be more perfect than is humanly possible. My perfliction resulted in a four-decades-long struggle for sanity, starting with my childhood and zooming in on my long nights and days of modelmania.

Back in the dayas I love to refer to my supermodeldomI appeared to be living the lifestyle of a character right out of Jackie Collins. But for me it was all very real. There were money, men, mansions, and moremuch more than a girl deserves. Who was this girl, anyway? For those of you who have never met me, I was just your average too-skinny, too-tall, looked-like-a-boy, vulnerable, nervous, winging-it girl from Hollywood, Florida, who took all the shitty things life had to offer (including a pedophile for a father) and turned it into something pretty great. My drive was darn perfect, but my aim left something to be desired.

Speaking of desire, I was the It Girl before there was a new one every hour. My image graced the pages of Vogue, Mademoiselle, and Harpers Bazaar, and all the top photographers from A to WAvedon to Weberwanted to work with me. How I got in front of their lenses was anything but pretty, because beauty is an ugly business. That era was a buffet of surgery, puking, drugs, booze, and moments so horrifying that just remembering them for these pages is sure to give me a few wrinkles.

My fame (or maybe it was my face) got me dates with men who go by last names onlyStallone, Beatty, and Nicholson, for a start. But you know what? The troubles these men gave mewell, it wasnt so different from the crap Im sure youve taken from a shithead boyfriend at one time or another. Only your man just wanted his CDs back; Stallone took back a half-million-dollar painting, a few Bvlgari diamonds, a bagel toaster, and a twelve-pack of Diet Coke. (If I live to be 100, Ill never figure out why he couldnt sell the painting and order in all the toast and Tab he wanted.) I had to learn the hard way that even famous men arent enough to make a girl happy. Its really about whats on the inside. Thats the most imperfect part of all of us, and often the most beautiful.

Cut to the here and now. Im just as vulnerable to perfliction as anybody because the kind of dream life were fed by the media is quite simply unattainable. Yet I know so many great women who wont let happiness enter their lives because theyre reaching for the kind of image I used to sell. And the buyers are still lined up from coast to coast because were all perflicted.

Well, now I want to put that image away and paint the real picture. I want to tell the truth because its important to women out there, and to young girls like my ten-year-old Savvy, who is already growing up chased by the need to be someone or something else. These girls grow up into young women who want to live their lives inside the pages of a fashion magazine. I admire their innocence, laced as it is with hunger. To me these girls are like yearlings, ready to break out of the gates like I did when I was younger. But how many will make it in this perfection game?

When a young woman today tells me she wants to be a model, my advice is simple: Go work at Hertz Rent-a-Car. Get a job at Wal-Mart. Do something else. Im brutally honest because the modeling business is brutalperiod. I love that these girls have dreams in their eyes, but it makes me sad when I think about how far theyll have to goand no matter how far that is, it probably wont be far enough. I know because Ive been there. I was just looking out from the other side, but now Ill take you on the inside.

Warning: This book is a cautionary tale about chasing something thats not within reach. Its for every woman who has ever stared at the strappy little numbers held up by those Victorias Secret models and thought, I wish that could be me. Chances are that can never be you, unless you have breast implants and then tape your boobs together inside the dress, only later to have them digitally enhanced by a nerd sitting at a computer screen. Thats the image corporate America is selling and were buying as a lifestyle.

What Ive learned, through the years and tears, is that no one is perfect. But I can tell you how to raise the bar when it comes to diet, exercise, men, beauty, and everything else. This book may tone your flabby arms; more to the point, itll firm up your flabby notions about beauty. Together well strive to become as good as possible, as perfect as we can be, without losing our minds. Ill tell you how to look great and feel even better.

Rule number one: Fake it until you make it. Act good until you are good. Practice confidence until youre confident, be patient even when its killing you, consider yourself interesting until you truly believe you are, and eventually you wont be faking it anymoreyoull be living it.




The fakery for me began at the tender age of six, when my completely-in-denial mother sent me to kindergarten at the Little Flower Catholic School.

Sister No Sense of Humor couldnt have given a shit less about me having paper and crayons on the first day of school. She didnt even fret about the basic worries, like teaching me to read or saving my soul from God only knows what at that age. No, these sistas had bigger worries, starting with exactly how much leg a six-year-old could flash in the name of common decency. It was bound to be that kind of trouble because I grew up in South Florida. Its not like they were worried about frostbite.

Confidence rocks!
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This was serious business. Im half convinced these nuns must have been reading Vogue in the john or something, the way they obsessed with fashionthat is, skirt lengths.

On the first day of school little Janice excused herself to go pee, but it was really just my own attempt at youth perfection. In the john, I rolled my skirt to proper micromini length. Hell, I was upset that my little Mary Janes werent platform shoes, but what could I do? I couldnt afford stilettos just yet, plus how could I pedal my Schwinn in them? Practical, I was. At least back then.

The minute I came out of the john looking much more of the moment, I felt myself yanked into the corner. Sister Child Abuser took one look at my naked legs, pulled a ruler out from I dont know where (use your imagination), and whacked the hell out of the backs of my tiny palms. Imagine, whacking a six-year-old for good fashion sense! I blame our conformity on the Catholic Church. (Save your cards and lettersIm not changing my mind about this one.)

Life was giving me a good beating back then. At the time, I was being battered by my father for not conforming to his idea of parenting, which was to have sex with your children. (Talk about being reminded youre not perfect: when I told him to keep his dick to himself, my father screamed, You should have been born a boy!) My mother beat me for not obeying the rules of our soul-crushing home and this ass-backwards school. The neighborhood bully roughed me up for fun, and now I had a nun on my ass.

So, yes, by age six, while other children were developing their math and language skills, I was sharpening up my acerbic wit and my judgmental, in-the-hood, dont-fuck-with-me attitude. Unfortunately, they didnt give grades for that kind of thing at the Little Flower School. Reading: C. Music: B. Wont Be Shit on by Others: A+! (Incidentally, which one do you think helped me the most as an adult woman in Hollywood or on runways all over the world?)

My attitude was just natures way. I believe its called fight or flight. I lived with my fists up.


But back to the nuns. I remember standing at the blackboard in front of the class, trying to do fractions. Each time I got one wrong, the nuns would smash my head into the blackboard. It hurt, but there were deeper concerns. Hey, Sister, watch ityoure getting chalk in my pores! I cried. That night I went home and borrowed my mothers exfoliating cream and studied harder. I just couldnt risk a breakout.

One day, one of the nicer sisters sat me down and told me, Janice, you need to conform to societys norms. I gave her a blank stare, like I had no idea what she was talking about, but deep down I knew exactly where this little pep talk was going.

We want to teach you to be a perfect little girl, she said, and as I inched forward in my seat, my skirt hiked up about three inches. The nun took one look at my emerging knees and got out the ruler. Busted! Bruised!

Could I sue?

Even my hairstyles were too seductive for these nuns. In second grade I used to love wearing my hair on the very top of my head, a spray of locks coming down like branches on a palm tree. The nuns made me take that down, too. Was I disheartened? Hell, no. I just went home, heisted my mothers purse, and painted my teeny-tiny nails bitch red.

My mother wore this beautiful deep red lipstick, just like Scarlett OHara. I used to sit and watch her apply it in this gorgeous way with a lip brush. She reminded me of a 1940s movie star. In a covert mission before the bus picked me up for school, Id keep one eye out for my father while sneaking into my parents bedroom, which wasnt exactly the safest area in our house given my fathers extracurricular activities. If I made it to my mothers vanity, Id smudge crimson lipstick on my mouth to make it look like I was sucking on cherry pits all day long. Strange, but even back then I knew the power of the mouth. I also knew how to look like a Kabuki princess.

Janice, you wipe that sinful red paint off your mouth, the nuns would scream. Do you want to go to Hell?

How could I? I wanted to respond. I was already there.




At this point, I thought I might take my quest for perfection to a higher level. Id start asking pertinent questions about our world, to help me begin to develop a perfect mind and heart. My first question to the nuns: Why is Jesus in a diaper on the cross? I was put in the corner. The nuns couldnt answer my question because they didnt know. Being a naturally inquisitive child, I didnt let my quest for a higher truth die. What is the Immaculate Conception? I asked. Whack! Whats a virgin? Whack!

For Gods sake, we couldnt talk about sex. Hello! I was the type of kid where if you couldnt talk about it, then I was Little Miss Curiosity times one hundred. I knew Id figure it out in my own way. And thus began my career in voyeurismwhich before long included peeping into my neighbors windows. By that time I was about ten, and I noticed that the people who seemed so conservative when they were out grilling a steak, washing their car, or yelling at kids to stay off their lawn were actually porn stars in private. They were always fucking in the shower, which made them either very clean or very dirty, depending on your point of view.

My typical diary entry from the time:


Dear Diary,

As usual, some of my neighbors are going at it 24-7. I think she has fake tits. I also watched both of them get each other off. Ill write more tomorrowI have algebra homework.



On certain nights, when the weather cooled off, I thought about bringing a barrel of popcorn to my hiding spot where I sat and peeped at them: this was better than any late-night movie I wasnt supposed to watch. I should have printed tickets and set up a concession stand in the bushesbetween the acts of love I could have served Janices Snacks of Love. If Id had access to a supplier for Junior Mints and Red Vines, I could have become a millionaire.

For me, watching the neighbors have sex was certainly better than listening to my parents fight, or watching the tube with my zoned-out mother. On TV, you never saw Gilligan bend Ginger over a straw bed. There were no blow jobs for Mary Tyler Moore because what if the guy messed up that bubble-helmet hair? Of course, you couldnt blame her for being so celibate; after all, who was she going to do, Mr. Grant? Murray? My neighbors, on the other hand? They seemed perfect for each other. Of course, there was always a chance she was faking it. I was too young to know the difference.

The peeping-Tammy act was only one way I wasnt like other kids. I also bucked the norm in my own family. By the age of eleven Id convinced my mother that Id had enough of nuns, and that she had no choice but to get me out of those ugly blue uniforms, which would have added fat rolls to anyones hips. I insisted that she enroll me in good ol regular junior high school, where I could dress like a human being.

The perks of normal school were unbelievable. Forget those boring little navy blue uniforms. I started wearing lowrise hip-hugger jeans to school. I was working those pants before most of todays fashion designers had pubic hair.

And as I got older, I began to notice something funny: I wasnt the only one interested in my advanced sense of style. Men were beginning to notice that I was a perfect specimen. And, frankly, I was a little bit too familiar with those kinds of looks already: my dad was a leering virtuoso.



Lets rewind one more time

The first person who got me agonizing over being perfect was my father, the pedophile. The rat bastard took one look at his not-even-close-to-okay daughter, and suddenly I was convinced something was wrong with me. Sure, I was a girl; nobodys perfect. But there wasnt much I could do to change itshort of major surgery, and the kind of hormones that give little girls facial hair.

My fathers words echoed in my elephantine ears: You should have been born a boy. You should have It was a constant refrain, along with What good are you? Youre nothing but a two-bit punk. That one I first heard after I wouldnt be coerced into granting him sexual favors. I guess if I wasnt going to put out, all he could do was act out. He filled my ears with so much shit that my innocence pretty much went out the window. Shutting out his words and pushing away his hands made my childhood one long string of heart-racing days and frightening nights. The one thread that got me through was learning to embrace my fear, to realize that terror, above all else, is a great motivator. I began to fight like a tigress: before I had nails, I had claws.

And the jungle didnt get any safer as I got older. Men kept jumping out of the bushes, giving me testosterone-fueled kicks to the solar plexus.

Take Sly Stallone. (What? You thought youd have to wait a while before we got back to the name-dropping part? Please. Im Janice, the worlds first supermodel, and like Scheherazade I have stories to spare.)



Think of the following as a little primer of things to come in this book.

On the topic of Sly, let me tell you, when it comes to opening lines, Ive gotta hand it to Romeo Rocky. The first thing he said to me after he got a load of my slim little thirtysomething body was: Yo, Janicelooks to me like youve got to get to a gym.

A gym! Me?! Hey, Sly, I said, I was on the cover of Vogue before you learned to spell Rambo. I mean, who was this guy to go dissing me while hes standing there in his custom-made elevator shoes? I dont think so.

But I let Sly take me to the gym, where he showed me how to use those gigantic, glistening, silver weight machines, which were supposedly there to enhance my muscle groups. Can I have some steroids? I wondered aloud, but Sly just gave me his best steely, hangdog look, with a dash of standard Italian macho attitude. In other words, My way or the highway, little girl. (Years later, I smiled when I heard he had two daughters with wife Jennifer Flavin. I bet the minute his new baby daughters took their first wavering little steps, he made them log an hour apiece on the treadmill. Feel the burn, then feed the formula.)

When I was his babe, back in the day, Sly treated me wellwell, sort of. One day, Mr. Famous stuffed four hundred bucks smack in the palm of my well-manicured hand. Frankly, I wasnt that impressed; four C-notes wouldnt even get me a decent Dolce and Gabbana skirt. When I found out why he was offering the cash, though, I was actually pissed. This is for a gym membership, he grumbled in that way he has, like hes sucking on a bag of marbles while talking.

Of course, I took the money and spent it on a pair of fabulous Dior fishnet stockings to go with my new Manolo Blahniks. Youll never make it in Hollywood, Sly reminded me as I rolled on my fishnets. Youre not perfect enough. To shut him up, I pulled out the old Visa card and charged a few months at the gym, all the while muttering, Why, oh, why is dating always so damn expensive?

While we were a couple, Sly even found a way to incorporate his three passions: himself, me, and sweatand Im not talking about morning quickies. When I joined him in balmy Florida on the set of his dud movie The Specialist, he practically shoved me out of a warm bed at five-thirty in the morning.

Instead of using this time for something sanelike having room service bring a tray of Bloody Marys and mushroom egg-white omelets up to the balcony of our luxury hotel suiteMr. $20-Million-per-Movie had me follow him to a local high school football field. As the sun peeked out for the first time of the day, Sly would stand there in the dewy, moldy grass and yell, Janice, were going to do lunges. (Of course, this wasnt entirely foreign territory for me: Id done plenty of lunging beating the other bitches to the best pumps at the Jimmy Choo annual sale.)

Working it hard is how an actor prepares, Sly said. My mind was on overload at this point. Stay with me: He was acting in this movie; I was just there to hang out. Question: What was I preparing for, Sly?

I never expected an answer from the man who turned yo into an acceptable international greeting. Later on, I figured it out for myself. I was getting ready for what were all supposed to do in this life as women: I was prepping to embody perfection for my man. What a relief when I finally discovered what a crock that is.




The best advice I ever got had nothing to do with facial scrubs or moisturizers. It was more a cleanser for the soul.

My good friend John Lennon put it all in perspective for me.

One morning, at the height of my supermodelhood, I was leaving my New York apartment to go to the drugstore and there was John Lennon walking down the street. Imagine! I glanced his way and locked eyes with someone who looked serene, happy, and at peace with the universe. Suddenly this Lone Ranger strolled up to me, but he wasnt dressed in white: this Beatle was wearing a hot pink beret, jeans, and a yellow polka dot shirt. Ive always had an affinity for rock royalty, but this was just too much. I would have fallen to my knees and wept, if it wouldnt have ruined a good pair of Gaultier jeans.

Whats wrong, luv? John said, taking another step toward me. You look so sad.

He asked for it. I just feel so ugly. I have my period so I need to buy some Midol. Then I have to meet my boyfriend, who I dont even want to see because I feel so hideous, I replied, waiting for him to run for the hills.

Instead, Lennon just looked into my eyes. He was listening to me. I couldnt believe it. The least I could do was make him smile. As miserable as I am, I said, I do like your hat.

In the most gallant manner, he took the beret off and placed it on my head. (I still treasure it to this day.) Dont be miserable, luv, he said, tossing some of his serenity in my direction. Youre the loveliest thing alive. Then he broke into a little dance right there on the sidewalk and started to sing: Whenever I feel afraid, I whistle a happy tune And he actually began to whistle, working his soft-shoe number right there on the desolate New York concrete.

My eyes welled up with tears, but suddenly I was feeling quite lovely inside.

John even came with me to the pharmacy and talked to me while I bought my Midol. On the way out he said, If your date doesnt work out, why dont we just have a picnic in the park?

As of that moment, my date wasnt working out.


I waited patiently (Yoko, dont hate me) while John ran upstairs to his apartment to grab some cheese and wine. Sitting on a torn wool blanket on a crystal-clear spring day in Central Park, John said the words that made me want to change my lifeand, when I thought of them again years later, write this book.

You dont have to live up to anyones expectations, luv, he said. They should live up to yours. You dont have to impress anyonethey have to impress you.

It was a perfect moment. For every Rolling Stone who gathered no moss when it came to women, I now see theres also a Beatle to get under your skin. Mick Jagger, eat your heart out.









    

PART I

MODELING




I was staying at the most expensive hotel in the Bahamas on a trip for Vogue recently when I spied a woman across the pool. She was having a fight to the death with this very baggy, very hot (in a good way) designer bathing suit, and the damned Lycra cost-a-months-rent suit wasnt cooperating. Naturally, our heroine did the obvious thing: she cursed, smoked, drank real Coke, and looked like she was going to have a nervous breakdown in the midday sun.

Seeing that she could use a few words of wisdom from this Big Dog, I put on my beige Manolo Blahnik stiletto pool sandals and sauntered over to her in the sexiest way. (How, exactly? Well talk later.)

Honey, I said, approaching her as she shot me the look of death. I didnt blame her: there are times in life when the last thing you need is some tall model getting in your face with swimsuit advice. But I felt it was my duty, as a fellow member of the X chromosome set, to go on.

Hello? I can feel your pain, I whispered while she continued to adjust and glare. I had to wear that exact suit when I was shot by Irwin Penn for Vogue. It took me and three stylists five hours to get me into that fucking suit, and it only fit right because, a few months before, I got myself a brand new pair of 36Cs to hold it up.

The woman stopped her tugging and stared up at me. Now she was interested.

On top of that, I spent two hours in hair and makeup. Then three assistants had to use large workmans clamps to get my surgically enhanced body into that suit, but it still didnt fit right. Finally someone had to open a seam on the suit and sew me into it. Oh, and later they retouched the photos in the computer, I said. Then, for good measure: Im only telling you this because maybe you saw the suit in the magazine with me in it. Maybe you thought, Hot suit. I dont care how much it costs. I want to look like that. Well, Im here to tell you its impossible for you or me to ever look like that without a team of beauty experts riding shotgun.

By that point the womana very pretty blonde in her late twenties with an almost perfect bodput out her cigarette, grabbed a Kleenex, and almost burst into tears.

I thought it was me, she sobbed. I kept thinking, Whats wrong with me? After spending six hundred dollars on a bathing suit, I still cant make it look right! I figured my body was just falling apart.

I had to pose in that suit for five hours, I told her. By the time we were done I was ready to go under the knife again myselfwho wouldnt want to make that suit look the way some moronic designer intended? Thing is
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