
Are you still stalking me, or did you drop me for some other bitch? 

I hope I won't have to replace you--there are a few interested candidates that I might 
start interviewing... 

It would be hard to replace your sexiness, though. 

Suck your load out of my ass

Why don't you go on a scavenger hunt of my trauma? Try the 
Denny's in DeWitt, Erie Blvd. near the Barnes and Noble. Have 
a cup of coffee and fries and think of me as if I was still there 
every  night  of  the  week  with  my  motley  crew  of  teenaged 
friends. I took all of my boyfriends to Pratt Falls, somewhere out 
there past Jamesville. I'll take you on a psychic date. 



I got your mails. Blank postcards are fascinating. 

Enjoyed the pictures--eerie. 

Hope you're enjoying the city. For a year I lived by Prospect 
Park  in  the  teens,  and  around  the  Dark  Slope  area  for 
another, I moved around a lot but always in Brooklyn. I don't 
miss it that much. All of my friends are still there. 

Thank you for all of the attention



Are you making me women's underwear? And you will 
photograph yourself in them before shipment? 
Sounds good. 

It appears as though someone shot a load on my door, right below the handle. It could 
have been any number of men, but I had a sneaky suspicion that it might be you... 

Are you familiar with Comme des Garcons' fragrances? 
They're my favorite--I've worn most of them, but my 
favorite, by far, is "2" (the women's version that 
comes in the silver dispenser, not the brown men's 
one). It's complex, unique, androgynous. It is 
seasonally appropriate for fall. Whereas, a fragrance 
like "White" is more appropriate for winter. I don't 
have either at the moment, but it may move you closer 
to my smell and I thought you should know. 
Other favorites are "Kyoto" from the incense series, 
"rhubarb," and "Odeur 71" which might be good for you. 



You know I love all of this, but it's probably best that we treat this 
particular situation with sensitivity as my boyfriend will be attending 
along with the rest of my security detail. 

You're the best stalker a self-deluded queen could ask for. 

 

I like "Nasty" the Janet Jackson song, it is, in fact,
my favorite "Janet" song.

Which nasty pictures of mine do you have? I hope it's 
not that "Chicks with Dicks" spread I did last year, so mortifying... 

Glad you enjoyed my emceeing and legs. Wasn't that 
saag paneer divine? 

That was you, wasn't it? 



melted 
all over 
my hands and face 
 

 

When you shoot a hot load up my ass you will have to 
suck it out Immediately 



You're so sweet and sensitive. Will you still be 
sensitive when you're pulverizing my ass into bloody 
pulp? 

I'm not crazy about baby seals... 

I would love for you to sacrifice the seals 
for me. 

You are glamour, glory, and gold.



I look really flawless right now. In pink/orange 
light, and a haircut. Some facial hair. I'm gluing 
rhinestones onto an eye-patch. 

You didn't find me today. You're not scared are you? 
 

thinking of you anyhow. 



Did you think that was a nasty e-mail? It was actually pretty mild compared to the 
humiliation I'm going to put you through when I force feminize you into the 
little-lady-rag-doll-whore that you are, and shoot champagne enemas up your ass, with 
a full audience of (mostly) people that you know. 

What do you think? 

Drinking piss is much easier than you'd expect. 
I love having my mouth treated like a urinal. 

The trick is to have your trick drink a lot of water. 
It basically tastes like warm water. 

Maybe I should leave the bad drugs outside of my studio for you to send back.
Would that be good? I may throw in a souvenir to take with you on your month away.

I will for sure. Okay? 

You'd love that, you filthy, filthy pervert.



Maybe you should start stalking me at the Spotlight. 
I was there 8 nights in a row last week. 

You could try to slip me date rape drug. 
Everyone is a star at the Spotlight. 

shopping at Fred Segal, the one on Broadway in Santa Monica, 
fell in love with but didn't buy a pair of cheetah print leggings. 
They were $81, or so, and I couldn't justify buying them. 
It was really heartbreaking. 

 



It was sweet the way you said I love you on that phone message.

You are my frisky calico friend. 

 
Last night my boyfriend asked me if I've had sex with you. 
Felt like I'd been picking up some new tricks lately. 
And found what looked like one of your hairs in bed. 
 

Are you a flea? 



One of my favorite things is to get fucked asleep. 
 

I'm not sure your fist will fit into my delicate little ass. I've tried it a few times with a few 
different people, but don't think my bone structure will allow it. I'm at an internet cafe--
this bear guy is looking at porn on his laptop next to me. He's angling the computer 
towards me to see if I'm interested. So perverse. I love it. It's pretty good porn. He's not 
so hot, though. "Daddyhunt" I think that's the website he's looking at. 

Glad you got your dick-suck on at Griffith park. I got gang-banged last weekend by three 
Argentine guys. Two of them were cousins (gay, I assume), the third was a friend of 
theirs who was married with kids. Must have given my number to someone, who calls 
me everyday and doesn't leave messages. 

Would you really get me those leggings? You're too much! If you prefer me in leopard 
print, they have those too. They are spandex, the cheetah ones are stretchy cotton. 

Do you think you could take on this correspondence 
full-time, and make it the product of your residency? 
Melt your mozzarella in my chili-hole. 
Keep it coming. 



In 1996 I was getting a Bar Mitzvah. 

In 2001 I went to college.

got a blowjob from a cop in the backseat of his car outside of Flamingo on 2nd avenue.
He opened the door and spit my come out onto the sidewalk.

 



What was it that you wrote in the dirt exactly? 
Thank you so much for taking care of your little lady, 
for being so generous with me. The leggings are 
spectacular, I will indeed treasure them for eternity, 
and make sure to wear them at my next red carpet 
event. You'll see them on Page Six and feel like you 
finally found a way to work your way into my life. 
It occurred to me today that maybe you don't have a 
cell phone, and if the phone you're calling from is a 
calling card then you should be aware that I've text 
messaged your calling card. Twice. Both times on 
Saturday nights. Late. To offer you my sloppy, 
santorum-filled, stretched-out hole after getting gang 
banged by three Argentine men. 

my BF has access to my e-mail and all 
accounts, and perhaps has read all 
this correspondence. Not that he'd be surprised, but 
he has already expressed suspicion, perhaps an 
indicator that it might happen at some point. 



LOVE. 
will tear us apart 


