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  Chapter 1. Video Diary

  
  




Hey.

It’s me.

Kristina.




I don’t even know why I’m recording this.

Maybe because I feel like I’m disappearing.

And if I say it out loud, maybe I’ll remind myself that I still exist.




Today they told me I’m “too simple.”

I smiled like it didn’t hurt, but it did.

Everything here hurts quietly — like a bruise under makeup.




I look around and everyone’s perfect.

Tall. Beautiful. Cold.

Like they were born knowing how to be enough.

And I’m just here… pretending I am too.




Sometimes I think I came here not because I wanted to model,

but because I wanted someone to finally look at me and say,

“You’re worth it.”

But they don’t.

No one does.




They take pictures, they edit them, they tag brands —

and for a second it looks like perfection.

But it’s fake.




I wish people knew that.

I wish I remembered that.




Anyway.

This is not for Instagram.

This is just me… talking to a phone at 2 a.m.,

trying to remember who I was before they told me who I should be.
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  Chapter 2. The Girl Who Wanted to Be Seen

  
  




Hey.

It’s me again.




I was thinking about… why I even wanted this.

Modeling.

The lights, the cameras, the attention.

Everyone says it’s about beauty, but for me, it never was.

It was about being seen.




When I was little, I used to stand in front of the mirror and imagine I was on a runway.

Not because I loved fashion — I didn’t even know what fashion was —

but because, in my head, people were finally looking at me.

Not past me.

At me.




At home, it was always quiet.

No one really asked how I felt.

They just told me what to do, what not to do, who to be.

So I learned to smile, to be the “good girl.”

And I guess part of me thought that if I became beautiful enough,

someone would finally stop and listen.




It’s crazy, right?

How much of your life can be built on the hope that one day someone will notice you.




I think that’s why every rejection hurts so much now.

It’s not just losing a job — it’s like losing that little piece of love

I was still trying to earn.




I know it sounds sad.

But maybe this is what growing up really is —

realizing that the people who didn’t love you back then

don’t get to decide how you love yourself now.




Anyway…

I just wanted to say that out loud.

Maybe tomorrow I’ll believe it a little more.
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  Chapter 3. First Flight

  
  




So… this one’s about the first time I left home.

The first flight. Korea.




I remember sitting on the plane, pretending I wasn’t scared.

Everyone around me looked like they knew exactly where they were going.

And I was just a fourteen-year-old girl with a dream that already felt too heavy to carry.




I kept staring out the window, waiting to feel something magical —

you know, like in the movies, when your life “officially begins.”

But it didn’t feel like that.

It felt like falling.

Like jumping off something and hoping you’ll land somewhere safe.




When I landed, everything moved too fast —

the lights, the signs I couldn’t read, the crowd pushing in every direction.

By the time I found the address and unlocked the door to the apartment,

it was completely empty.

No one was home.




I walked in, dropped my suitcase, and just stood there.

The room was quiet — too quiet.

I sat down on the floor in the middle of that silence

and started to cry.




Not because I was scared.

But because I was tired —

tired from the flight, tired from pretending to be brave,

tired from chasing a dream I barely understood.




And for the first time, I realized

I was completely alone.

No one was coming to save me,

no one was waiting for me.

From now on, it was just me.




Me — and the life I chose.




That night I didn’t unpack.

I just sat there until the lights outside faded,

and whispered to myself,

“This is it. You’re really here.

Now it’s all on you.”
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  Chapter 4. First Casting

  
  




I remember my first casting.

The agency people had been so kind — smiling, welcoming, explaining everything slowly.

They said I did fine. The photographer even told me I had potential.




But I had been frozen.




I was so scared of doing something wrong,

of moving my hands the wrong way,

of saying the wrong thing,

that I barely moved at all.




I smiled. I nodded.

I followed instructions.

But inside…

my body had been stiff. My thoughts had been racing.




I kept thinking,

“Do I look okay? Are they noticing me? Are they judging me already?”

Even though everyone had been kind…

I couldn’t stop imagining that I was failing.




I came here thinking I was brave,

and then the moment came,

and I felt smaller than ever.




Even though they had been helping me,

even though no one was mean…

I couldn’t shake the feeling

that I had to be perfect.

That one wrong move could make them forget me forever.




By the end, I smiled again.

I said thank you.

And I left, walking back to the apartment,

feeling… exhausted.

Not from the casting itself,

but from holding myself together,

from pretending I had been more confident than I really was.
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  Chapter 5. Not Enough

  
  




Everyone around me was getting jobs.

Campaigns, lookbooks, test shoots — one after another.

And I kept waiting for my turn.

It never came.




Every morning I went to castings, standing in long lines with girls who looked like they were born for this.

Perfect skin.

Perfect bodies.

Perfect smiles.

And I stood there, comparing every inch of myself to them,

wondering what I was missing.




Sometimes, the casting directors didn’t even look up.

Just a quick “thank you” and the next girl walked in.

I’d smile, say “thank you” back,

and walk out like it didn’t matter.

But it did.

It mattered every single time.




I’d come back to the apartment, take off my shoes,

and just sit on the floor in silence.

No one asked how it went.

Everyone was too busy pretending they were fine too.




I kept telling myself it was normal — that every model goes through this.

But deep down, I started to believe maybe I just wasn’t good enough.

Like something in me was invisible, no matter how hard I tried to show it.




I remember one night looking at my reflection in the bathroom mirror —

not with anger, not even sadness —

just emptiness.

I couldn’t recognize the girl looking back.

She looked tired.

She looked like she was trying too hard to become someone else.




I thought modeling would make me feel beautiful.

Instead, it was teaching me how much it hurts

to be constantly measured by things you can’t control.
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