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Her name is Mayo Barbie. Not her real name, obviously. But it's the name on the call sheet, the name three million followers double-tap, the name half of hip-hop slaps on a track the second it needs a video girl. A white girl from some cul-de-sac suburb who talks like she came up in the projects, throwing gang signs she couldn't explain at gunpoint, with an ass so fat you could mistake it for two beach balls.

A PAWG, the comments call her. Mayo Barbie. A jumped-up appropriator of African American culture, since all she ever wears are dreads and braids. Word is her whole life plan is to end up some NFL star's baby mama. I'd be lying if I said I didn't have every one of her videos saved.

I've jerked off to Mayo Barbie more than a hundred times this year. To her twerking on Black gangster rappers in nothing but a g-string, to her TikTok routines, to a lot worse.

So when I turn up this morning as the lowest-paid pair of hands on the whole production - fetch the coffee, coil the cable, stay out of the shot, Brandon - and find out she's the talent for the day, I nearly drop the tray. Mayo Barbie. In the flesh. Forty feet away.

I'm so excited to take a picture of her, maybe even get an autograph.

Except she never shows. By noon the warehouse is a full panic. Dana paces with a phone screwed to her ear, screaming at an agency; the director keeps checking his watch like it'll give him a different answer; Sav 'da Playa and his crew sit sunk into the couches, getting impatient and high. The backup dancers loiter near the cold lights in their costumes - stretching, vaping, waiting on a star who isn't coming - and the woman who runs them paces the floor in front of them, keeping them sharp. Coco, the choreographer. The one person on this whole set who looks like she's exactly where she means to be. Tall, glossy, impossible to ignore. I've brought her coffee twice this morning and both times I couldn't quite hold her eye. None of them care about me.

I'm practically invisible on set.

So when I notice Mayo Barbie's trailer parked just off the loading dock - a long white thing, a sheet of paper taped to the door reading TALENT, set up this morning for a woman who's never coming - I stop. Unlocked, probably. Empty, for sure. Not one person on that whole floor so much as glancing my way.

I should go find a coffee order. Make myself useful. I don't. I tell myself I only want to look. That's the lie I walk in on - just a peek, just to stand where Mayo Barbie would have sat, just so I can say I've been inside. I look over my shoulder once, twice, my heart going stupid in my chest.

I put my hand on the door. It gives. I step up and in and pull it shut behind me, and now it's just me, the dark, and all of her things.

The trailer is all hers, even empty. A rolling rack of outfits for the shoot. A vanity lit up with bulbs and crowded with product. Her photos and posters taped up around it, ones I know from her Instagram. It smells like her, too - some sweet vanilla body spray, thick in the closed-up air - and that alone has my pulse going.

I tell myself I'll touch nothing. I touch everything anyway. My eyes dart around for something I could take home. A souvenir. Sure, it'd be stealing, but the way I figure it I'm owed some compensation, since the studio isn't paying me jack.

"Come on," I whisper, and just like that, I spot it.

Folded on the chair, laid out for wardrobe, is a pair of her panties. Pale pink. Silk, real silk, the kind that pours through your fingers. Brand new, tags pulled, set out for her to wear under whatever she'd have worn on camera. For her body. Meant to sit against her.

I shouldn't pick them up. I should leave.

They're so soft it doesn't feel real. I have my belt open before I've decided anything - my phone glowing with her face, her panties in my fist, eighteen months of saved videos and here I am with the actual thing in my actual hand. I wrap the silk around myself and work it slow, her photos lit up in front of me, and it's the best and the stupidest I've ever felt at once.

Somewhere in it the silk slides up off myself and onto my stomach. My hip. My thigh. That's where it all goes sideways.

Because it isn't her I'm thinking about anymore. It's the feel of it - the way that cool, soft, expensive nothing drags over my own bare skin. I run it up my chest just to feel it again, my breath goes funny, and the thought arrives fully formed, quiet and certain, like it's been sitting in me the whole time, waiting.

What would it feel like to put them on?

I step out of my shoes before I can talk myself down.

My jeans go next. My own underwear after that, kicked into the corner like it embarrasses me, until I'm standing in the middle of Mayo Barbie's trailer holding her little pink panties open at the leg holes with both thumbs, the way I've watched girls do it.

One foot. The other. I draw them up slow, over my knees, up my thighs, the silk whispering against skin that's never felt anything like it, and work them into place. Nothing in my life has prepared me for how this feels.

The front of them sits loose. That's the first thing - the thing I should be ashamed of and somehow am not. There's so much room in the pouch where a girl's everything is meant to go, and my own little nothing just sits in all that silk with room to spare, not even filling it out. On anyone else it would look obscene. On me it looks like they fit.

I turn to the vanity mirror. The bulbs catch me from both sides, and for a second I don't clock that the pale, smooth, narrow person in the glass wearing a pop star's panties is me. I look - I make myself think the word - I look pretty. Soft little hips I've never noticed. No hair worth mentioning. A flat stomach, a strip of pink silk, a face that in this light honestly could pass.

My hand drifts to my own hip and smooths the waistband flat. I watch myself do it in the mirror, and something comes unlocked in my chest that I'm never going to get shut again.

I should stop there. I don't. I reach for the top on the rack instead, a little cropped sheer thing in her size, just to hold it against myself, just to see -

The trailer door opens.

I don't hear the steps or the handle.

One second I'm a guy alone looking at myself in the mirror in Mayo Barbie's panties, the next there's daylight spilling across the floor and a voice behind me, flat and amused.

"Well," Rita says. "What do we have here."
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"Rita - " My voice comes out in pieces. "Rita, I can explain, I swear, I wasn't - "

I don't even know how to finish it. There's no end to that sentence that helps me. I'm a grown man standing in the missing talent's trailer in the missing talent's panties, and the makeup artist is leaning in the doorway with her arms crossed, watching me trip over myself.

My hands fly down to cover the front of them, like that does anything, like she hasn't already seen. Rita doesn't yell. That's the part that scares me. She just looks at me a second, top to bottom, and then she laughs.

"Oh, honey," she says. "Don't. It's a little late for the hands."

"Please." I'm already reaching for the waistband, already trying to peel them down. "Please, I'll put them right back, nobody has to know, I'll lose my job, Rita, just let me - "

"Stop." Not harsh. Just final. I freeze with my thumbs hooked in the silk. "Leave them on."

I stare at her.

"You heard me. Leave them on." She pushes off the doorframe, still smiling, scoops my jeans off the floor where I dropped them, and tosses them at my chest. "Pants. Over the top. Let's go."

"Go - go where?"

"Dana needs to see this." She says it like it's the most reasonable thing in the world. My stomach almost drops.

"No - no, please, she'll fire me! Rita, you can't. I just - I - I
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