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Celebrity Skin

Fame has a price. And girls like Emily pay it on their knees. With no guarantees. It's always been that way.

A raw, four-part chronicle of what it truly takes to become a star, this series is a soul-crushing journey through the darkest corners of the entertainment industry.

Fleeing an unlivable life in Iowa, Emily arrives in LA with nothing but determination and hope. To survive, she learns she must pay a toll at every gate.

Watch as she is systematically stripped of innocence and her sense of self, as she is objectified, appraised, and packaged and sold, first by agents and directors, and then finally by Emily herself.

With every degrading act of submission, a piece of Emily dies, until the girl from Iowa is erased and replaced by Melissa—a perfect, polished starlet, born in the ashes of humiliation.

Celebrity Skin explores the brutal, transactional nature of ambition in a world where everything, especially a woman's body, comes with a price tag. Emily's journey is a dark accounting of everything it costs to "make it." Themes include:

	The Great American Casting Couch
	Innocence Lost and Corruption
	The Commodification of the Self
	Erasure of Identity
	Power Exchange and Submission
	Fantasy vs. Reality


A personal note: This series of stories was very loosely inspired by a well-known actress I encountered when I was working on a yacht. I cleaned her toilet every day for a week. She was a lovely guest, a generous tipper, and so beautiful it hurt. But, believe me, even her shit stinks.


Beautiful Garbage

Emily came to Hollywood with stars in her eyes. The first lesson she learned was the cost of ambition.

Fresh off the bus from Iowa, Emily Barnes soon learns that LA is a meat grinder, just like the family farm she fled.

And Sunset Strip is a boulevard of broken dreams paved with beautiful young bodies just like hers.

She's told she isn't hungry enough, not willing to "do what it takes".

Until finally, broke and desperate, she's forced to take a "modeling" job in some freak's Bel Air home.

It's all downhill from there.

Dressed in a tiny and translucent toga, Emily is bought-and-paid-for eye candy at a glitzy and decadent industry party where a legendary director invites her to a private cabana to "audition" for him.

He directs Emily to strip herself bare—both emotionally and physically.

Because he needs to see she's willing to "do what it takes".

The first episode in the brand-new series Celebrity Skin, Beautiful Garbage is a story of psychological and physical submission, a dark and unflinching look at one young woman's descent into corruption. If you crave stories of innocence lost, brutal power dynamics, and the bleak reality of Hollywood's casting couch, this is a story you won't soon forget.

Expect a journey that starts with hope and ends with disgrace. Expect the birth of a beautiful new piece of Hollywood garbage.

Molly Pike

March 2026


Beautiful Garbage

The gravel crunches under my boots, sounding like gunshots in the quiet before dawn. It’s 4:15 AM and the sky is bruised purple, hanging like a life sentence over the endless rows of corn that wall me in.

I draw a deep breath, summoning all my courage. It tastes like fertilizer and wet dirt. I hate it.

I hate a lot of things.

Right now, I hate the silence and how exposed I feel standing under the single, flickering streetlight at the junction of County Road 9 and the highway.

I keep glancing back down the road toward the farm. The house is just a dark shape a mile away, but I can feel it watching me. If he wakes up… if he sees my bed empty… if he catches me.

My stomach twists, a cold knot of acid. My hands are shaking so badly I can barely grip the handle of my duffel. Inside is everything I own: all my decent clothes, my two good leotards, the headshots I took with a self-timer and printed at Kinko’s. And $340 I stole from the coffee tin before I stole away.

I shift my weight from foot to foot. My legs are aching and restless. I’m wearing my favorite jean shorts, the ones that hug my hips and make my ass look like a peach, and a baggy grey hooded sweatshirt to hide my chest. I don’t want to be seen. I don’t want to be looked at. Not today.

Headlights sweep across the corn stalks. My heart stops.

Please be the bus.

Please be the fucking bus.

It’s a massive silver beast, roaring and hissing as it pulls to the shoulder. The door folds open with a pneumatic sigh. The driver looks down at me—tired eyes, coffee stain on his shirt.

"You getting’ on or what?"

I scramble up the steps, flash my ticket at him, and move to the back where I find a window seat and curl into a ball. As the bus lurches forward, leaving Iowa behind, I don’t cry. I don’t look back at the house. I just breathe again.

Des Moines.

The bus fills up. An old man shuffles down the aisle. He smells like peppermints and old wet wool. He stops at my row. The seat across the aisle is empty. He settles in.

He looks frail. Harmless. For an hour, he just wheezes. Then, his hand, spotted with liver marks, reaches across the aisle to pat my knee. "You're a pretty thing," he croaks. His voice is wet. "Running away?"

"Moving." I correct him.

He smiles, showing yellow teeth. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a twenty-dollar bill. It’s crisp. "I get lonely. My granddaughter… she never calls. If you just… come sit over with me. Hold an old man’s hand. Talk to me nice. I’d appreciate it."

He holds the bill out. Twenty dollars. That’s food for two days.

I look at his hand. It’s shaking. It’s sad, but it’s creepy. He’s buying intimacy. He’s buying me.

"I'm tired," I whisper. "I'm sorry." I turn my face to the window, squeezing my eyes shut. He sighs, stuffing the money back in his pocket. He doesn't touch me again, but I can feel his disappointment radiating off him like heat. I feel guilty. Why do I feel guilty?

Somewhere in Nebraska.

The old man got off hours ago. Now, two guys slide into the seats across the aisle. They’re young—maybe twenty. backward caps, energy drink cans in hand. They’re loud.

"Check it out," one whispers, not quietly enough. "Fresh meat."

I pull my sweatshirt tighter.

"Hey," the darker one says, leaning across the aisle. "Where you headed? Hollywood?"

They laugh.

I don't answer. I stare at the flat horizon.

"Don't be a bitch," the other one says. He’s got a pimple on his chin. "We’re just being friendly. You a model, hun? You damn sure got the legs for it."

His eyes drop to my thighs, tracing the denim. I feel like I’m naked.

"Leave me alone," I say, my voice trembling.

They laugh. It’s a cruel, sharp sound. "Ooh, feisty. I like feisty. Bet you’re a wild one in the sack."

One of them stretches his leg out, 'accidentally' brushing his sneaker against my foot. I pull my legs up onto the seat, curling into a tight ball. I put my headphones on, but I don't turn on any music. I need to hear everything. I need to hear them. I need to know if they move closer.

I have a pocketknife in my hoodie pocket. I rest my thumb on the flipper that opens it and I spend the next six hours wide awake, staring at their reflections in the darkened window, terrified they’ll cross the aisle when the lights go out again.

**

By the time the skyline of Los Angeles rises out of the smog, I feel like I’ve been chewed up. My back aches. I smell like sweat and anxiety. The bus smells like a cocktail of chemical toilet, stale Fritos, and desperation. I shift in the seat, trying to unstick my thighs from the vinyl. My ass hurts. Hours of sitting have turned my glutes into numb slabs of meat, but at least they're tight. Years of pliés and squats back in the cornfields made damn sure of that.

We sit in traffic on the 10 for an hour, the AC wheezing its last breath, and me sweating through my shirt. The palm trees all look sickly, grey-brown fronds drooping under the weight of the smog, but at least they’re genuine palm trees.

"Los Angeles," I whisper. It tastes like sugar and ash.

I can't go back. That’s the mantra. I can never, ever go back home again. Every time the bus brakes screech, I think of the farmhouse, the heavy footsteps in the hallway, the lock that never really worked. A shiver ripples down my spine, cold and sharp. My fucking nipples react instantly, turning into hard little stones against the thin cotton of my white tank top. I cross my arms over my chest. I hate how sensitive they are. A stiff breeze makes me look like I’m smuggling diamonds, and right now, surrounded by guys who look like they’d sell their own mothers for a hit of bathroom cleaner, I don’t need the attention.

Eventually, the bus lurches into the downtown station. I grab my duffel bag—my whole life zipped up in cheap canvas—and rush for the door, desperate to get away. Away from all the guys who’ve been checking me out, away from the stench of the bus.

The heat slaps me in the face as soon as I my feet hit the pavement. It’s aggressive, wet, and smells like exhaust fumes.

I keep my head down. I learned that quickly at the stops in Albuquerque and Flagstaff. Eye contact is an invitation.

"Need a ride, sweetheart?"

"Yo, Blondie. Looking for Hollywood?"

The sun is blinding. The noise is a physical wall—horns, sirens, shouting. The voices come from the shadows near the pillars. Men with eyes like oil slicks. I can feel their gazes sliding over me, licking the curve of my ass, mapping the bounce of my tits. I grip the handle of my bag until my knuckles turn white and I walk fast, chin tucked, focused on the exit sign. I’m a dancer. I know how to move. Efficient. Purposeful. Never a victim.

I make it to the cab stand. I count the crumped bills in my pocket. Three hundred and twelve dollars. That’s it. All I have left. That’s the fucking war chest.

The driver leers at me as I slide into the back seat. "Where to, beautiful?"

"The Starlight Motel," I say, my voice cracking just a little. ""Sunset Boulevard."

He laughs, a wet, phlegmy sound. "Starlight, huh? You working already?"

I look out the window as the city blurs by. Strip malls. Billboards. Sad palm trees.

I researched cheap hotels on the internet. God help me.

The motel is a two-story dive that looks like it hasn’t been painted since the eighties. The neon sign flickers, buzzing like an angry hornet. I pay the driver—too much—and drag my bag to the front desk. The clerk is a heavy guy with skin like pizza dough and eyes that drop immediately to my chest.

"Forty a night," he grunts. "Six days’ll get your seven if you pay cash upfront. No refunds."

"I'll take the week." It hurts to hand over the money. It leaves me with almost nothing. But I need a base. I need a door that locks.

Room 104. Ground floor. Of course.

I unlock the door and the smell hits me—stale cigarettes, mildew, and bleach that tries and fails to cover up the scent of sex. The carpet is sticky. I won’t think about that. The bedspread is a floral nightmare that looks stiff with fluids I don't want to identify.

I drop my bag, peel off my hoodie, and sit on the edge of the mattress. It groans under me. I catch my reflection in the mirror opposite the bed. I look wrecked. Mascara smudged, blonde hair frizzed out, face pale except for the freckles dusting my nose. My tits look defiant in my little tank top, my nipples still standing at attention.

I need a shower. I need to scrub the bus off me.

But before I can stand, a sound comes through the wall behind the headboard. It’s thin drywall, basically paper.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck! Right there!"

A woman’s voice. Loud. Unashamed. Followed by the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin. It’s ugly and raw.

My breath hitches. I freeze. I should be disgusted. I am disgusted. This is a whorehouse. I’m living in a whorehouse. But the sound—the sheer animal intensity of it—hooks into something deep in my belly. My pussy gives a little involuntary clench, leaking a drop of moisture into my panties.

I squeeze my legs together, terrified of my reaction.

"Harder!" the woman screams next door.

I squeeze my eyes shut. Welcome to Hollywood, Em. You made it. Now all you need to do is survive.

**

The first three days in LA are a blur of heat, blisters, and humiliation.

I wake up at six, do fifty sit-ups on the sticky carpet, and put on my "audition face." It takes twenty minutes to get the makeup right—enough to hide the dark circles, not enough to look cheap. I pull on a black pencil skirt I bought at a thrift store in Des Moines and a white blouse that’s tight across the chest. It’s my "Serious Actress" uniform.

I hit the pavement.

The first agency is a small office above a dry cleaner in North Hollywood. "StarMaker Talent." It smells like burnt chemical fluid from downstairs.

The agent is a guy named Sal. He’s fat, sweating through a rayon shirt, and eating a tuna sandwich that makes the whole room stink of fish.

"Name?" he asks, spraying crumbs.

"Emily Barnes. I studied drama in—"

"Stand up. Turn around."

I freeze. "Excuse me?"

"I don't care about your drama club, sweetheart. I need to know if you photograph." He waves lazily. "Spin."

I stand up. My face burns. I do a slow pirouette. I feel his eyes sticking to my ass, assessing the curve, the tightness.

"Decent," he grunts. "Tits are a little small for the main market. You willing to do topless?"

"No," I snap. "I’m an actress."

He laughs. It’s a dry, hacking sound. "Everyone’s an actress, honey. Come back when you’re hungry enough to show me those tits."

He tosses my headshot into the wastebasket.

I paid fifty dollars to print those.

I walk out, hands shaking.

**

Gold Coast Management on Sunset sounded prestigious back in Iowa. It’s a metal desk in the back of a vape shop.

The agent, a guy with bleached teeth named Marcus, locks the door when I walk in.

"Emily, right? Love the look. Very… unspoiled." He circles me like a shark. He stands too close. I can smell his cologne—something musky and cheap. "Here's the thing, Em. Everyone in this town is pretty. Pretty is the baseline. I need to know if you have fire."

He leans against his desk, crossing his arms. "Show me passion. Imagine I’m your lover. We just had a fight. You want me back. Beg me."

I swallow hard. "I… I have a monologue prepared from The Glass Menagerie—"

"Fuck the monologue. Beg me." He steps closer, his crotch inches from my thigh. "Get on your knees and beg me to take you back."

My stomach turns. "I’m not comfortable with that."

His face hardens instantly. "Then you’re not an actress. You’re a waste of my time. Get out."

I stumble out into the blinding sun, blinking back tears.

**

Day Two. A casting call for a music video. The flyer said, "Dancers Wanted."

The "studio" is a warehouse in the Arts District. There are twenty girls there. Most are in thongs and pasties. I’m in my leotard and tights.

The director, a guy with a camera on a tripod, points at me. "You. Blonde. Let’s see it."

I start a contemporary dance routine. Graceful. Emotional.

"Cut the crap!" he yells. "Shake it! Ass up! Make me want to fuck you!"

The music switches to a heavy bass track. The other girls are grinding on the floor, spreading their legs. I freeze. I can't. I just can't.

"Next!" he screams. "Go home to mommy, sweetheart."

I grab my bag and run. I run until my lungs burn. I run until I’m back on the dirty sidewalk of Sunset Boulevard, invisible and worthless.

**

By day three, the money is gone.

I have twelve dollars and forty cents. That’s it.

I’m sitting on the walkway outside my room at the Starlight, nursing a lukewarm Diet Coke, trying not to cry. The sun is setting, turning the smog a beautiful, toxic orange.

"Rough day, huh?"

I look up. It’s the woman from next door. The Screamer.

She’s leaning against her doorframe, wearing a silk kimono that’s open to her navel. I can see the swell of heavy, fake breasts and the dark lace of her panties. She’s holding a glass of something, vodka or maybe gin, in one hand and a cigarette in the other one. She’s beautiful in a hard, worn-out way. Dark hair, sharp eyes, lips painted a deep crimson.

"I'm Roxy," she says, blowing smoke into the evening air. Her working name, I guess.

"Em," I whisper.

"Em. Short for Emily?" She smirks. "You look like an Emily. Fresh off the bus, right? Let me guess. 'Serious Actress'?"

I blush. "Is it that obvious?"

"Honey, you smell like cornfields and hope. It’s adorable." She pushes off the wall and walks over, her hips swaying with a practiced ease. She smells like expensive perfume and sex. "Come on. I hate drinking alone."

I follow her into Room 105. It’s the same layout as mine but transformed. Red scarves over the lamps, piles of clothes everywhere, bottles of liquor on the dresser. And cash. There’s a stack of bills—twenties and fifties—sitting casually next to an ashtray.

I stare at it. I can't help it.

"Eyes up, Bambi," Roxy laughs, pouring me a drink in a plastic cup. "Not polite to drool."

We talk for an hour. I tell her about the farm, about the bus. She listens, nodding. She doesn't pity me. She just looks at me like she’s calculating something.

"You got a good look," she says, eyeing me up and down. "Tight. Athletic. Men like that. They like the innocent thing. It makes them feel like they’re defiling something."

I choke on my vodka. "I'm not… I'm not like you, Roxy. No offense."

She laughs, throwing her head back. "None taken. Give it a week. Two at the most."

**

I go back to my room. I try to sleep.

But the walls are thin.

Around midnight, it starts.

Thump. Thump. Squeak.

"Oh, daddy… yes… you’re so big…"

Roxy’s voice. But different. Higher. Breathier. Fake.

I lie in the dark, staring at the ceiling, my body tense. I can hear the man grunting. I can hear the slap of skin. I can hear the wet, sloppy sounds of friction.

"That's it… give it to me…"

I squeeze my legs together. The heat pools in my belly. I hate it. I hate that my body responds to this filth. My nipples are hard against the sheets. I slide a hand down my stomach, over the waistband of my panties. Just to check. Just to soothe.

I’m wet. Soaking wet.

"Fuck!" Roxy screams next door, a theatrical climax that shakes the wall.

I pull my hand away, disgusted. I turn over and bury my face in the pillow.

**

Four days later.

I haven't eaten a real meal in forty-eight hours. My stomach is a hollow pit that cramps every time I move. I’m down to change and lint. I won’t be able to pay for the room tomorrow.

I’m sitting on the bed, staring at my empty duffel. I have to leave. I have to go to a shelter. Or sleep on a bench.

The thought makes me nauseous. The wolves are out there.

There’s a knock on the door.

It’s Roxy. She looks fresh, wearing tight jeans and a crop top. She takes one look at my face and steps inside.

"You look like shit, Bambi."

"I'm fine," I lie.

"You're broke," she corrects. "And you’re hungry."

She reaches into her purse and pulls out a granola bar. She tosses it to me. I tear it open and devour it in three bites.

"Slow down," she says, leaning against the door. "Listen. I got a friend. Tony. He’s a photographer. Does catalogs. Lingerie, swimsuits. Nothing hardcore."

I stop chewing. "I don't do nudes."

"It’s not porn, Em. It’s… glamour. He needs a girl for a fitting. Some new samples. He pays cash. Two hundred for an hour."

Two hundred dollars. That’s almost a week at the motel. That’s food.

"Just… modeling?" I ask.

Roxy shrugs. "Man likes to look. Maybe adjust a strap, straighten your shoulders. Maybe he’ll ask you to pose a certain way. But you keep your panties on. Mostly, anyway."

She looks me in the eye.

"You want to sleep under a bridge tonight? Or do you want to make rent?"

I look at the empty wrapper in my hand. I think of the agents laughing at me. I think of the bus station.

"Where is he?" I ask.

Roxy smiles. It’s a sad smile. "That's my girl. Get dressed. Wear something easy to take off."

I pull on a sundress. It’s light, floral, something I wore to church back home. It feels like a costume now. Underneath, I wear my best set—white cotton panties and a matching bra. Functional. Innocent.

Roxy drives me. “I get a finder’s fee,” she explains. Her car is a beat-up Honda that smells like menthols. We drive into the hills, away from the grime of the boulevard, up winding roads lined with dry scrub and expensive houses.

"Tony's place is… private," Roxy says, navigating a sharp turn. "He likes his privacy."

We pull up to a mid-century house that looks like it’s clinging to the side of the canyon. It’s all glass and concrete. It looks cold.

"I’ll wait here," Roxy says, putting the car in park. She lights a cigarette. "Don't be nervous. Just let him look. If he touches too much, just step back. But don't be a bitch about it. He pays well."

I nod, my throat tight. I walk up the stone steps and ring the bell.

The door opens. Tony isn't what I expected. I thought he’d be another greaseball like Sal. Instead, he’s older, fit, with silver hair and expensive glasses. He’s wearing a black turtleneck. He looks like an artist. Or a surgeon.

"Emily," he says. His voice is smooth, cultured. "Roxy said you were fresh. She wasn't lying, was she?"

He ushers me in. The living room is a studio. White backdrops, umbrellas, lights. The view through the floor-to-ceiling windows is incredible—the whole city spread out below like a grid of circuits.

"I don't have much time," he says, walking over to a rack of clothes. "I need to shoot some catalog inserts. Lingerie. Just fit checks, really. Seeing how the fabric moves on the body."

He holds up a scrap of red lace. It’s tiny. And a color I’d never wear.

"Go change in the bathroom. Leave your clothes in there."

I take the lace. It feels slippery in my hands.

In the bathroom, I strip. I catch my reflection. I look pale. I step into the panties. They’re a thong. I’ve never worn a thong before. It flosses between my cheeks, making me hyper-aware of my ass. The bra is sheer. Completely sheer.

I wrap my arms around myself and walk out.

Tony is adjusting a light. He turns. His eyes behind the glasses go wide, then narrow. He looks at me like I’m a piece of furniture he’s deciding whether to buy.

"Drop your arms, Emily."

I hesitate.

"Emily. I can't see the garment if you’re hiding it."

I slowly lower my arms. I feel exposed.

"Good," he murmurs. He picks up his camera. Click. Click. Click.

"Turn around."

I turn. My ass is eating the thong. I feel the heat rising in my cheeks.

"Arch your back. Stick it out. A little more… there."

Click. Click.

"You have a dancer’s body," he says, not looking up from the lens. "Tight. But you’re stiff. You need to relax."

He puts the camera down and walks over. My heart hammers against my ribs.

"May I?" he asks, reaching out.

I nod, unable to speak.

His hands are warm. He places them on my hips. His thumbs press into my hip bones. He slides his hands down, over the curve of my ass. It’s firm, professional… but intimate.

"Loosen up here," he whispers, giving my glute a squeeze. Not a pinch. A squeeze. Like testing fruit.

He moves his hands up my back, then around to my front. He adjusts the straps of the bra. His knuckles brush the top of my breast. I flinch.

"Easy," he soothes. "Just fixing the line."

He steps back. "We need to stiffen your nipples up, show the bra at its best."

"What?" I squeak.

"Just a trick of the trade," he says. He crosses over to a nearby table and picks up an ice cube from a bucket.

"Hold still."

He comes back. He presses the ice cube directly against my right nipple through the lace. The shock of cold makes me gasp. My back arches involuntarily.

"See?" he says softly. "Much better."

He does the other one. He holds the ice there, circling it. The cold burns, but the friction… god, the friction makes a jolt of electricity shoot straight to my crotch.

He drops the ice. He uses his thumb to flick the now rock-hard nipple.

"Perfect," he says.

He goes back to the camera. I’m trembling. I’m humiliated. And I’m wet.

"Now," he says, his voice dropping an octave. "Let's see if we can get that thong to sit a little deeper. Spread your legs, Emily. Wider."

I close my eyes. I think of the two hundred dollars.

I spread my legs.

**

Forty minutes later, I walk out of the house. I’m clutching two hundred-dollar bills in my sweaty hand. I feel dirty. I feel used.

I get into Roxy’s car. She looks at me. She sees the flush on my chest, the way my hands are shaking.

"He didn't hurt you, did he?"

"No," I whisper. "He just… took pictures."

Roxy nods. She starts the car. "See? Easy money. Welcome to the industry, Bambi."

As we drive back down the hill, I look at the money. I should hate it. But a small, dark part of me—the part that liked the ice, the part that throbbed when he looked at me—is already wondering when the next job is.

**

Two days after the photoshoot, the shame has started to fade, replaced by the grim math of survival. Two hundred dollars doesn't last long in LA.

I'm back on the bus, heading to a strip mall in West Hollywood. "Prestige Talent." The name is printed on a piece of paper taped to the glass door.

The office is tiny, smelling of stale coffee and desperation. The guy behind the desk, Barry, looks about twenty-five but he’s already balding. He’s wearing a suit that shines under the fluorescent lights.

He flips through my headshots. He sighs, bored. "Look, Emily," he says, not looking up. "You're cute. But 'cute' is a dime a dozen here. I got a stack of blondes from the Midwest a foot high. Don’t even get me started on those Florida girls"

He taps the stack of resumes.

"I can't send you out for commercials. You have no reel. I can't send you for TV. You have no credits."

My heart sinks. "So, what do I do? How do I get credits if no one will see me?"

Barry leans back, eyeing me. His gaze lingers on my chest, then my legs. He smirks.

"You need to be seen, babe. You need to be in the room."

He opens a drawer and pulls out a clipboard.

"There's a party tonight. Bel Air. Big producer. I'm not gonna say names, but... think 'Blockbuster Action Movies.'"

My eyes widen.

"He needs atmosphere," Barry says. "Classy girls. To hold trays, smile, look pretty by the pool. It pays two fifty, cash."

"Just... standing around?" I ask.

"Networking," he corrects. "You're in the room with the decision-makers. You charm the right guy, maybe you get a reading. It happens all the time."

He scribbles an address on a card and slides it across the desk.

"Don’t bother dressing up. There’ll be a uniform for all the girls to wear."

**

Roxy drops me off at a gate that looks like the entrance to Jurassic Park. A security guard checks my name against a list, then waves me through. I walk up a driveway lined with Ferraris and Porsches.

The house is a white marble palace. I can hear the bass of the music thumping from the backyard.

I’m directed to a side entrance for "staff." A woman with a headset and a clipboard looks me up and down.

"You're late," she snaps. "Go to the changing tent. Put this on."

She hands me a hanger. It’s a white toga. Greek goddess style.

I go into the tent. It’s full of girls—tall, stunning, model-types. They’re all changing, unselfconscious about their nudity. I find a corner and strip.

The toga is made of something that feels like silk chiffon. It’s a single shoulder strap, draped loosely to create the illusion of Grecian elegance. I slide it over my head.

It’s weightless. And under the unforgiving glare of the makeup mirror bulbs, I realize with a jolt of panic that it’s also completely translucent.

I can see everything. The pale pink of my nipples is visible through the white fabric, softened only slightly by the draping. The dark triangle of my pubic hair is a shadow between my thighs.

"Um," I say, clutching the fabric to my chest. "Are there… is there any underwear?"

A girl next to me, a striking brunette who is currently applying body glitter to her cleavage, laughs. "First time? No panties, sweetie. Visible panty lines are a firing offense. Just use the tape."

She tosses me a roll of double-sided fashion tape.

"Tape the slit so you don't flash the goods when you walk," she advises. "But the nipples? They want to see those. It’s 'artistic'."

My hands are shaking as I apply the tape to the high slit on the thigh. I look at myself in the mirror. I look kind of beautiful. Ethereal. And completely naked. My breasts press against the sheer silk, the nipples already reacting to the cool night air, turning into hard little points that tent the fabric.

"Showtime, girls!" the woman with the headset barks.

I take a deep breath. I am an actress. This is a role. I am a Greek Goddess. I am not Emily Barnes from Iowa.

I step out into the party.

The backyard is an assault on the senses. The pool is glowing blue. There are fire pits, cabanas with billowing white curtains, and waiters circulating with trays of champagne. And men.

Men in expensive suits with the jackets off. Men with cigars. Men with that specific, hungry look I’m starting to recognize.

I’m handed a tray of hors d'oeuvres—tiny, complicated things on crackers.

"Walk," the headset woman hisses. "Smile. Don't stop unless someone speaks to you. Come back when your tray is almost empty."

I start to circulate. The marble patio is cool under my bare feet.

"Well, hello there," a man says. He’s older, tanned leather skin, silver hair. He grabs a canapé from my tray, his fingers brushing my wrist. He doesn't look at the food. He looks directly at my chest.

"What's your name, darling?"

"Emily," I say, keeping the smile frozen on my face.

"Emily," he purrs. His eyes drift lower, tracing the shadow between my legs through the silk. "You look… delicious."

He takes a bite of the cracker, chewing slowly while staring at me. I feel like I'm the snack.

"Thank you," I whisper, and move on.

I do a lap of the pool. The air is thick with smoke and perfume. I can hear snippets of conversation—movie deals, box office numbers, which actress is 'difficult'. This is it. The inner circle.

And I’m walking through it naked.

I feel a hand on my lower back. It’s warm, firm, and possessive.

"You're new."

I turn. My breath catches.

It’s Him.

I recognize him instantly. Not a movie star, but a director. The director. The guy who makes the gritty, award-winning dramas. The guy whose poster was on my wall in college. Julian Baker.

He’s younger than I thought. Maybe forty. Intense eyes, scruffy beard, wearing a black t-shirt and jeans. He looks out of place among the suits.

He’s staring at me. Not at my tits. At my face.

"I… yes," I stammer. "I'm Emily."

"Emily," he repeats. He steps closer. He smells like expensive scotch and cedar. "You have incredible eyes. Sad eyes."

He reaches out and touches my chin, tilting my face up. His thumb brushes my lower lip. The contact sends a jolt through me that isn't fear. It’s excitement.

"Are you an actress, Emily?"

"Yes," I say, trembling. "Yes, I am."

"I thought so," he says softly. His gaze drops now, slowly, deliberately. He looks at my sheer-covered breasts, lingering on the hard nipples. Then lower, to my hips. He smiles. "You have a great look. Very… raw."

He leans in close, his breath hot on my ear.

"I'm casting something right now. A small part. But crucial. A vulnerable girl. Innocent, but… corruptible."

My heart hammers against my ribs. This is it. This is the moment.

"I'd love to read for it," I manage to say.

Julian pulls back. He looks at the tray in my hand.

"Ditch the tray," he says. "Come to the cabana. Let's see if you have what I need."

He turns and walks toward the private cabanas at the back of the property.

I stand there for a second, my pulse roaring in my ears. I look at the tray. I look at the dark, secluded cabana.

I put the tray down on a table.

I follow him.

The cabana is a world away from the party. Heavy velvet curtains block out the strobing lights, muffling the music to a dull thrum. Inside, it’s cool and smells of teak wood and leather. A single lamp casts a warm, dim glow over a plush sectional sofa.

Julian walks to a small bar cart and pours two fingers of amber liquid into a crystal glass. He doesn't offer me one. He sits on the sofa, spreading his legs, arm draped over the backrest. He looks like a king on a throne.

"Stand there," he says, pointing to the rug in front of him. "In the light."

I move to the spot. My hands are clasping and unclasping at my sides. The toga feels non-existent now. I can feel the cool air on my skin through the mesh.

"You said... you said there was a part?" I ask, my voice sounding small in the quiet space.

"The girl," he says, taking a sip of his drink. His eyes are locked on me. "She’s a runaway. Broken. She’s hit rock bottom. She meets a man who can save her. But she has to prove she’s worth saving."

He leans forward, elbows on knees.

"Show me that girl, Emily. Show me desperation."

I swallow hard. I try to access the pain. God knows it’s right there, bubbling under the surface. The bus ride. The rejection. The hunger.

"Please," I whisper. "I'll do anything. I just need a chance."

"Louder," he commands. "Mean it."

"I need this!" I say. I’m telling the truth. My voice cracks. Tears prick my eyes—real tears. "I can't go back to Iowa. Really, I can’t. My father … And I have nowhere else to go. Please help me. I’ll do anything."

He watches me, his face unreadable. Then he nods slowly.

"Good. The emotion is there. But the body..." He gestures vaguely with his glass. "The body is hiding. An actress uses everything. Take it off."

I freeze. "The... the toga?"

"Drop it. I need to see the vulnerability. I need to see you stripped bare."

My heart is pounding so hard I feel dizzy. This is it. The line. If I cross it, I'm an actress. If I don't, I'm just a waitress.

My shaking hands find the single knot at my shoulder. I pull it. The silk chiffon slithers down my body, pooling around my feet.

I stand there, completely naked. The lamp light catches the curve of my breasts, the flat plane of my stomach, the golden patch of hair between my legs. I instinctively want to cover myself, but I force my arms to stay at my sides.

Julian doesn't leer. He studies me. Like I'm a landscape.

"Turn around."

I turn. I feel his eyes on my ass, my back.

"Face me."

I turn back. My nipples are rock hard, aching with the exposure.

"The character," Julian says, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. "She realizes words aren't enough. She knows what the man wants. She knows that her body is the only currency she has left."

He sets his glass down on the table. The sound of the crystal clinking against the glass is deafening.

Slowly, deliberately, his hand moves to his belt buckle. The metallic chink echoes in the room. He unzips his fly.

"Show me," he whispers. "Show me how much she wants it."

He pulls his cock out. It’s semi-hard, thick and heavy against his dark jeans. He leans back, waiting.

My breath hitches. This isn't a script. This isn't a scene.

But looking at him—Julian Baker, the genius, the gatekeeper—I realize it is the scene. It’s the only scene that matters in this town.

I take a step forward. My knees are weak. And I am suddenly back in Iowa again.

"I..." I start to say something, but the words die in my throat.

I sink to my knees on the rug. The plush fibers tickle my bare shins. I crawl toward him, feeling the memories and the degradation seeping into my bones like ice water.

I reach the sofa. His cock is right in front of my face. It smells of musk and skin. It twitches slightly.

"Don't disappoint me, Emily," he says.

I won’t, I know. I am very good at this. I open my mouth, lean forward, and I take him in.

He tastes salty and bitter. I wrap my lips around him, bobbing my head. I’m clumsy at first, terrified. I feel his hand land on the back of my head. Heavy. Authoritative.

"Deeper," he commands.

He pushes my head down. I gag, my throat constricting, but I force myself to relax. I take him deeper. Tears stream down my face, hot and humiliating.

"That's it," he groans above me. "Good girl. Use that mouth. Make me believe you’re a star. Show me that you’re mine."

I squeeze my eyes shut. I focus on the rhythm. I focus on the hope that this... this will change everything.

I suck him like my life depends on it. Because in the past, it has. And in this moment, I think it might again.

The world narrows down to this: the dark warmth of the cabana, the rough denim of his jeans against my cheek, and the thick, pulsing reality of him in my mouth.

It’s mechanical at first. A process. A survival instinct. Don't use teeth. watch the zipper. Breathe through your nose. But as his hand tightens in my hair, weaving his fingers through the blonde strands and gripping my scalp, something shifts. I’m disgusted. I’m terrified. But God help me, I’m so fucking wet.

His cock hardens fully in my mouth, expanding against my tongue. It’s big, veins standing out like ridges that I trace with the tip of my tongue. I can feel the heat radiating off him.

"Yeah," he breathes, his voice rougher now, stripped of the director's polish. "That’s it, Emily, you hot little Iowa slut. You were born for this, weren't you, Emily?"

The words sting, but they also function as a trigger. Because he is right. I was born for this. Purpose made for this. To please. To perform.

I speed up. I tighten my lips, creating a seal that makes him hiss through his teeth. I use my hand to stroke the shaft, pumping in rhythm with my mouth. My other hand rests on his thigh, feeling the muscles bunch and tense under the denim.

He starts to fuck my face. Not hard, not yet. Just a slow, deliberate thrusting of his hips. He pushes deep, hitting the back of my throat. My gag reflex spasms, eyes watering, but I suppress it. I let him in. I want him to know I can take it. That I can take anything he throws at me.

Is this what casting is? I think, my mind racing even as my mouth works. Is this how they got their break? Is this how they all started?

"Look at me," he snaps.

I roll my eyes up, looking past the length of him to his face. His head is thrown back, eyes half-closed, lips parted. He looks powerful. He looks like he owns me.

He looks down, meeting my gaze. A cruel smirk twists his lips.

"You like that, don't you, whatever your fucking name is? You dirty little slut. You beautiful garbage."

He pushes my head down again, harder this time. Thrust. I moan around him, the sound muffled and wet. Saliva pools at the corners of my mouth, dripping onto his jeans. I don't care. I make a show of it. I swirl my tongue around the head, teasing the slit.

"Fuuuck," he growls. His grip on my hair becomes painful, yanking my head back for a second to look at my face—slick, red, tear-stained. "You're a natural. A fucking natural."

He slams back into my mouth. The rhythm changes. It’s frantic now. Urgent. He’s not directing anymore; he’s using.

I feel his hips stutter. I feel the sudden tension in his thighs, the way his breath hitches and holds. The cock in my mouth throbs, swelling, twitching violently against my tongue.

He’s close.

I know what comes next. And for a split second, I panic. Do I swallow? Do I pull away?

But the hand on the back of my head pushes down with iron strength, answering the question for me. There is no pulling away.

I close my eyes and prepare to swallow my pride. Swallow everything.

I don't fight him. I surrender to the pressure of his hand, opening my throat as wide as I can.

"Take it, whore," he grunts. "Take fucking all of it."

He gives one final, jarring thrust, burying himself to the hilt, and then he freezes. His whole body goes rigid. I feel the pulse begin deep in the shaft, a rhythmic throb that signals the end.

The first jet hits the back of my throat, hot and thick. It’s a shock, even though I knew it was coming. My body involuntarily tries to cough, but I force it down. Swallow.

He groans, a long, dragging sound that seems to come from his chest. "Yes… fuck… just like that."

More comes. It keeps coming. It’s copious, bitter, and overwhelming. I gulp frantically, my eyes streaming tears, snot running from my nose. I can feel the warmth of it sliding down my esophagus, settling in my empty stomach like a heavy stone.

He holds me there for what feels like forever, riding out the aftershocks, twitching against my tongue. I don't dare move. I keep sucking, gently now, cleaning him off, playing the part until the curtain falls.

Finally, his grip on my hair loosens. He exhales, a long, shaky breath, and slumps back against the sofa cushions.

He pulls out slowly. A thin strand of saliva and semen connects my lips to him before snapping. I cough, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I taste him on my tongue, coating my teeth.

I stay on my knees, looking up at him, waiting. Waiting for the validation. Waiting for the "You got the part."

Julian zips up his pants. The sound is final. Dismissive.

He reaches for his drink, takes a sip, and then looks at me. His eyes are clear now. The lust is gone, replaced by a cool, detached amusement.

He reaches into his back pocket and pulls out a money clip. He peels off two hundred-dollar bills.

He tosses them onto the rug in front of my knees.

"Cab fare," he says.

I stare at the bills. My heart stops. "But… the role? The reading?"

He stands up, adjusting his shirt. He looks down at me, pitiful and naked on his expensive rug.

"Emily," he says, his tone patronizing, like he’s explaining something to a child. "There is no role. The movie was cast three weeks ago."

The room spins. "What?"

"But hey," he adds, walking toward the curtain. "You give great head. Maybe that’s your calling. Stick with it."

He takes a step toward the curtain, then stops. He turns back, a new, darker idea sparking in his eyes. He smiles. It’s not a nice smile.

"Actually... hold on. There’s a tradition."

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a black Sharpie. He uncaps it with his teeth.

"Stay there," he orders.

I’m still on my knees, numb, my mind screaming at me to run, to scream, to slap him. But my body is frozen. Conditioned. I stay.

He walks back to me. He reaches down and grabs my left breast, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. He lifts it slightly.

"Perfect canvas," he mutters.

The felt tip of the marker is cold and scratchy against my skin. I watch in horror as he writes on me. The smell of the ink mixes with the smell of sex and scotch.

B-E-A-U-T-I-F-U-L

He writes it across the top of my chest, the letters bold and jagged.

He moves to the right breast.

G-A-R-B-A-G-E

He steps back, capping the marker. He admires his work.

"There," he says. "Now everyone can see what you are."

He tosses the marker onto the couch. "Clean yourself up. Or don't. It's a good look for you."

He pushes through the velvet curtains and disappears back into the party.

I stay there for a long time. Just breathing. Staring at the marker on the couch.

Eventually, the survival instinct kicks back in. The cold, hard logic of the girl who stole from the coffee tin.

Get the fucking cash.

I stand up. My legs are shaky. I look down at my chest. The black letters stand out starkly against my pale skin. BEAUTIFUL GARBAGE.

I grab the sheer toga from the floor and pull it on. It covers nothing. The black ink is clearly visible through the white chiffon. It looks like a brand. A label on a product.

I don't care.

I pick up the two hundred dollars he threw on the floor. I walk out of the cabana. I keep my head high. I walk back through the party.

Men stare. Their eyes snag on the writing. I see them squinting, reading. I see the smirks. I see the elbows nudging ribs.

"Check it out," someone whispers. "Julian tagged one."

"Garbage," another guy laughs. "Nice."

I don't stop. I don't run. I walk straight to the "staff" entrance where the woman with the clipboard is counting tips.

"I'm done," I say, my voice flat. dead.

She looks up. She sees the writing. She doesn't even blink. She hands me my wages. "Take an extra fifty. I guess you earned it. Leave the toga behind."

I go to the tent. I summon an Uber before I undress. I can afford one now. I strip off the toga. and put on my sundress. The fabric is thicker, but I can still feel Julian’s ink burning on my skin.

I walk out to the gate to wait for my ride.

I have five hundred dollars in my pocket now. Three from the job, two from Julian.

It’s enough for another week at the Starlight.

I touch my chest through the dress.

Beautiful Garbage.

Maybe he's right. Maybe that's all I am now.

But I'm garbage that made another week's rent.
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