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INKED

BACK TO HER ROOTS

THE TRANSITION FROM 
TATTOO ARTIST TO 

MAKEUP ARTIST

KAT VON D ON HER 
HISPANIC HERITAGE AND 
HER COSMETIC LINE
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JUST THE 
BEGINNING

A NEW NAME IN MAKEUP

HER NEWEST PLANS 
FOR THE LINE

RIHANNA ON HER NEW 
FULLY-INCLUSIVE 
COSMETIC LINE

LAYOUT DESIGN. MAGAZINE AND SPREAD DESIGN



LAYOUT DESIGN. MAGAZINE AND SPREAD DESIGN



LAYOUT DESIGN. MAGAZINE AND SPREAD DESIGN



GRAPHICS AND LICENSING. BRANDING AND PRODUCT DESIGN



GRAPHICS AND LICENSING. BRANDING AND PRODUCT DESIGN



LOGO DESIGN. LOGOS AND APPLICATION



LOGO DESIGN. LOGO APPLICATION AND PRODUCT PHOTOGRAPHY



LOGO DESIGN. LOGO APPLICATION AND PRODUCT PHOTOGRAPHY



LOGO DESIGN. LOGO APPLICATION AND PRODUCT PHOTOGRAPHY



spring water

LOGO DESIGN. LOGOS AND APPLICATION



LOGO DESIGN. LOGOS AND APPLICATION



CD DESIGN. PACKAGING AND MERCHANDISE DESIGN



Tonight we are victorious Champagne pouring over us All my friends were glorious Tonight we are victorious Oh-oh-oh-oh, victorious Oh-oh-oh-
oh Double bubble disco queen headed to the guillotine Skin as cool as Steve McQueen, let me be your killer king It hurts until it stops, we will 
love until it’s not I’m a killing spree in white, eyes like broken Christmas lights My touch is black and poisonous And nothing like my punch-drunk 
kiss I know you need it, do you feel it? Drink the water, drink the wine Oh we gotta turn up the crazy Livin’ like a washed up celebrity Shooting 
fireworks like it’s the fourth of July Until we feel alright Until we feel alright I’m like a scarf trick, it’s all up the sleeve I taste like magic, waves 
that swallow quick and deep Throw the bait, catch the shark, bleed the water red Fifty words for murder and I’m every one of them My touch is 
black and poisonous And nothing like my punch-drunk kiss I know you need it, do you feel it? Drink the water, drink the wine Oh we gotta turn 
up the crazy Livin’ like a washed up celebrity Shooting fireworks like it’s the fourth of July Tonight we are victorious Champagne pouring over 
us All my friends were glorious Tonight we are victorious Tonight we are victorious Champagne pouring over us All my friends were glorious 
Tonight we are victorious Oh we gotta turn up the crazy Livin’ like a washed up celebrity Shooting fireworks like it’s the fourth of July Until we 
feel alright Until we feel alright Tonight we are victorious Champagne pouring over us All my friends were glorious Tonight we are victorious

Alright, alright Alright, alright Alright, alright, it’s a 
hell of a feeling though It’s a hell of a feeling though 
Alright, alright, it’s a hell of a feeling though It’s a hell 
of a feeling though Who are these people? I just woke 
up in my underwear No liquor left on the shelf I should 
probably introduce myself You shoulda’ seen what I 
wore I had a cane and a party hat I was the king of this 
hologram Where there’s no such thing as getting out of 
hand Memories tend to just pop up Drunk pre-meds and 
some rubber gloves Five-thousand people with designer 
drugs Don’t think I’ll ever get enough (don’t think I’ll 
ever get enough) Champagne, cocaine, gasoline And 
most things in between I roam the city in a shopping 
cart A pack of camels and a smoke alarm This night is 
heating up Raise hell and turn it up Saying “If you go 
out you might pass out in a drain pipe” Oh yeah, don’t 
threaten me with a good time It’s a hell of a feeling 
though It’s a hell of a feeling though Alright, alright It’s 
a hell of a feeling though It’s a hell of a feeling though 
What are these footprints? They don’t look very human 
like Now I wish that I could find my clothes Bedsheets 
and a morning rose I wanna wake up Can’t even tell 
if this is a dream How did we end up in my neighbors 
pool Upside down with a perfect view? Bar to bar at the 
speed of sound Fancy feet dancing through this town 
Lost my mind in a wedding gown Don’t think I’ll ever 
get it now (Don’t think I’ll ever get it now) Champagne, 
cocaine, gasoline And most things in between I roam the 
city in a shopping cart A pack of camels and a smoke 
alarm This night is heating up Raise hell and turn it up 
Saying “If you go out you might pass out in a drain 
pipe” Oh yeah, don’t threaten me with a good time I’m 
a scholar and a gentleman And I usually don’t fall when 
I try to stand I lost a bet to a guy in a Chiffon skirt But I 
make these high heels work I’ve told you time and time 
again I’m not as think as you drunk I am And we all fell 
down when the sun came up I think we’ve had enough 
Alright, alright, it’s a hell of a feeling though It’s a hell 
of a feeling though Alright, alright, it’s a hell of a feeling 
though It’s a hell of a feeling though Champagne, 
cocaine, gasoline And most things in between I roam the 
city in a shopping cart A pack of camels and a smoke 
alarm This night is heating up Raise hell and turn it up 
Saying “If you go out you might pass out in a drain 
pipe” Oh yeah, don’t threaten me with a good time

01Victorious

02D0n’t Threaten Me 
with a Good Time

I found a pile of Polaroids In the crates of a record 
shop They were sexy, sexy looking back From a 
night that time forgot, hmm Boy he was something 
debonair in 1979 And she had Farrah Fawcett hair 
Carafes of blood red wine, hmm In the summertime 
In the summertime Oh don’t you wonder when the 
light begins to fade? And the clock just makes the 
colors turn to grey Forever younger growing older 
just the same All the memories that we make will 
never change We’ll stay drunk, we’ll stay tan, let 
the love remain And I swear that I’ll always paint 
you Golden days! Golden days! Golden days! 
Golden days! I bet they met some diplomats on 
Bianca Jagger’s new yacht With their caviar and 
dead cigars The air was sauna hot, hmm I bet they 
never even thought about The glitter dancing on 
the skin The decades might’ve washed it out As the 
flashes popped like pins, hmm In the summertime 
In the summertime Oh don’t you wonder when the 
light begins to fade? And the clock just makes the 
colors turn to grey Forever younger growing older 
just the same All the memories that we make will 
never change We’ll stay drunk, we’ll stay tan, let 
the love remain And I swear that I’ll always paint 
you Golden days! Golden days! Golden days! 
Golden days! Time can never break your heart 
But It’ll take the pain away Right now our future’s 
certain I won’t let it fade away Golden days 
Golden days Golden days Golden days Golden 
days! Golden days! Golden days! Golden days!

08Golden Days 10House of Memories

09The Good the Bad 
and the Dirty
Oh woah oh woah oh, oh woah oh The good, the bad, 
and the dirty Oh woah oh woah oh, oh woah oh The 
good, the bad, and the dirty Truth is that it was always 
going to end This symphony buzzing in my head Took 
a market of filth And sold it like summer True, all of the 
good girls act so good Til one of them doesn’t wait 
their turn Turn the memory to stone And carve your 
shoulder Hey holy roller If you wanna start a fight You 
better throw the first punch Make it a good one And 
if ya wanna make it through the night You better say 
my name like The good, the bad, and the dirty Oh 
woah oh woah oh, oh woah oh The good, the bad, 
and the dirty Oh woah oh woah oh, oh woah oh The 
good, the bad, and the dirty I know what it’s like to 
have to trade The ones that you love for the ones you 
hate Don’t think I’ve ever used a day of my education 
There’s only two ways that these things can go Good 
or bad and how was I to know That all your friends 
won’t hold any grudges I got the final judgement If 
you wanna start a fight You better throw the first punch 
Make it a good one And if ya wanna make it through 
the night You better say my name like The good, the 
bad, and the dirty Oh woah oh woah oh, oh woah oh 
The good, the bad, and the dirty Oh woah oh woah 
oh, oh woah oh The good, the bad, and the dirty And 
you been gone so long I forgot what you feel like But 
I’m not gonna think about that right now I’m gonna 
keep getting underneath you I’m gonna keep getting 
underneath you And all our friends want us to fall in 
love If you wanna start a fight You better throw the 
first punch Make it a good one And if ya wanna make 
it through the night You better say my name like The 
good, the bad, and the dirty Oh woah oh woah oh, oh 
woah oh The good, the bad, and the dirty Oh woah oh 
woah oh, oh woah oh The good, the bad, and the dirty

Woah, woah Woah, woah If you’re a lover, you 
should know The lonely moments just get lonelier 
The longer you’re in love Than if you were alone 
Memories turn into daydreams become a taboo I 
don’t want to be afraid The deeper that I go It takes 
my breath away Soft hearts electric souls Heart to 
heart and eyes to eyes Is this taboo? Baby we built 
this house On memories Take my picture now Shake 
it til you see it And when your fantasies Become 
your legacy Promise me a place In your house of 
memories Woah, woah Woah, woah I think of you 
from time to time More than I thought I would You 
were just too kind And I was too young to know That’s 
all that really matters I was a fool Baby we built this 
house On memories Take my picture now Shake it 
til you see it And when your fantasies Become your 
legacy Promise me a place In your house of memories 
Woah, woah Woah, woah Those thoughts of past 
lovers They’ll always haunt me I wish I could believe 
You’d never wrong me Then will you remember Me 
in the same way As I remember you Baby we built 
this house On memories Take my picture now Shake 
it til you see it And when your fantasies Become 
your legacy Promise me a place Baby we built this 
house On memories Take my picture now Shake it 
til you see it And when your fantasies Become your 
legacy Promise me a place In your house of memories 
Woah, woah Woah, woah In your house of memories 
Woah, woah Promise me a place (woah, woah)

11Impossible Year
There’s no sunshine This impossible year Only black days and sky grey 
And clouds full of fear And storms full of sorrow That won’t disappear 
Just typhoons and monsoons This impossible year There’s no good 
times This impossible year Just a beachfront of bad blood And a coast 
that’s unclear All the guests at the party They’re so insincere They just 
intrude and exclude This impossible year There’s no you and me This 
impossible year Only heartache and heartbreak And gin made of tears 
The bitter pill I swallow The scars souvenir That tattoo, your last bruise This 
impossible year There’s never air to breathe There’s never in-betweens 
These nightmares always hang on past the dream There’s no sunshine 
There’s no you and me There’s no good times This impossible year
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