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Tyler stepped off the grimy Greyhound with a thud, the Hollywood Boulevard bus station materializing around him like a mirage. He squinted in the harsh sunlight, clutching his worn suitcase in one hand and his dog-eared copy of "How to Make it in Hollywood" in the other. The thick L.A. air hit him in the face, a heady mix of car exhaust and desperation that made his head spin. God damn, was this what ambition smelled like? Tourist chatter bounced off honking cars in a dizzying cacophony of noise that made concentrating a bitch. Welcome to Hollywood, kid.

Before he could take two steps and get his bearings, some yahoo in a Spider-Man costume swung right into his path, nearly taking him out at the knees. The clown was clearly more enthusiasm than skill, flailing through the air with all the grace of a drunken ballerina.

"Woah, watch it man!" Tyler yelped, barely sidestepping the human projectile.

Spider-Man stumbled to a stop and struck what Tyler assumed was meant to be a heroic pose, chest puffed out and hands on hips. The stance was somewhat undercut by the visible beer gut straining against the spandex.

"Welcome to Hollywood! Got a tip for your friendly neighborhood Spider-Man?" the masked crusader rasped out, thrusting a battered tin can in Tyler's face.

Tyler blinked. He'd barely been in town thirty seconds and already the circus had come to town. He had a feeling this was just the opening act of the bizarre encounters waiting for him in la la land.

But hell, when in Hollywood, right? He fished in his pocket and dropped a crumpled dollar in the tin, wondering what other wild characters this town would throw his way. One thing was clear - if he wanted to make it in this batshit crazy city of dreams, he'd better buckle up and enjoy the ride.

Spider-Man snatched up the dollar with a whoop of triumph. "You're alright, kid! Stick with me and you'll go far in this town." He gave Tyler a wink that was somehow visible through the mask, then cartwheeled away with a flourish, off to accost his next victim.

Tyler shook his head, a wry grin tugging at his lips. Welcome to Hollywood indeed. He hefted his suitcase and forged ahead, ready to take on whatever this wild city had in store.

As he made his way down the boulevard, the sheer extremes of the place hit him like a slap in the face. Glitz and glamour collided with grit and grime in a dizzying kaleidoscope. The iconic stars of the Walk of Fame glittered beneath his feet, the names of legends etched in gold. But the air carried the lingering scent of stale hot dogs and shattered dreams, a reminder that for every success story, there were a hundred hard luck tales.

A gaggle of tourists swarmed past him, jostling for the perfect selfie with a buxom Marilyn Monroe lookalike. Tyler swerved to avoid them, his suitcase bouncing off his shin. He bit back a curse, wondering how the hell anyone navigated this place without ending up in traction.

But even as the chaos threatened to overwhelm him, Tyler felt a thrill of excitement humming in his veins. This was it. He was really here, chasing his wildest dreams in the city where anything was possible. Sure, it might chew him up and spit him out, but damn if he wasn't going to give it his all.

He gripped his dog-eared guide to Hollywood tighter, like a talisman against the madness. With a deep breath and a squared jaw, Tyler plunged headlong into the heart of the beast, ready for whatever plot twists lay ahead.

The Stardust Motel loomed ahead, a fading relic from a bygone era. The flickering neon sign sputtered and hissed, casting an eerie glow over the cracked pavement. Tyler hesitated, eyeing the peeling paint and the suspicious stains on the walls. This place made the Bates Motel look like the fucking Ritz.

But his wallet was as thin as his chances of landing a leading role, so he steeled himself and pushed through the squeaky front door. The lobby smelled like stale cigarettes and broken dreams, the dingy carpet worn threadbare by countless hopefuls who'd passed through.

At the front desk, a bored clerk barely glanced up from his well-thumbed porno mag. "Welcome to the Stardust," he drawled, his voice as flat as his ass. "You want a room or what?"

Tyler bit back a snarky retort. "Yeah, I booked a single. Under Tyler Johnson."

The clerk grunted, flipping through a stack of keys before tossing one across the counter. "Room 69. Checkout's at noon. Don't leave any bodily fluids behind."

"Charming," Tyler muttered, snatching the key. He hauled his suitcase up the narrow stairs, the thin carpet doing little to muffle the sound of muffled voices and raucous laughter spilling from behind closed doors.

Room 69 was at the end of the hall, the numbers hanging crooked on the door. Tyler jiggled the key in the lock, shouldering the door open with a grunt. The room was small and musty, the air heavy with the ghosts of a thousand forgotten starlets.

But it was a roof over his head and a place to lay his weary bones. Tyler dropped his suitcase with a sigh of relief, grateful for a moment of solitude away from the unrelenting chaos of Hollywood.

He collapsed onto the lumpy mattress, the springs creaking beneath his weight. The ceiling was water-stained and cracked, but Tyler didn't give a shit. He was here, in the heart of Tinseltown, ready to claw his way to the top.

"Watch out, Hollywood," he murmured, a grin spreading across his face. "Tyler fucking Johnson has arrived."

Just as Tyler was about to close his eyes and drift off into a well-deserved nap, a sharp knock at the door jolted him back to reality. He groaned, dragging himself off the bed and shuffling towards the door.

He yanked it open, ready to tell whoever it was to fuck off, but the words died on his lips as he took in the sight before him. A woman stood in the hallway, a mop in one hand and a cigarette dangling from her lips. Her hair was piled on top of her head in a messy bun, and her eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint.

"Well, hello there, handsome," she drawled, her voice raspy from years of smoking. "I'm Maggie, your friendly neighborhood housekeeper."

Tyler blinked, taking in her appearance. She wore a stained uniform that had seen better days, but there was something about her that commanded attention. Maybe it was the way she carried herself, or the knowing smirk on her face.

"Uh, hi," he managed, stepping aside to let her in. "I'm Tyler. Just got in from the Midwest."

Maggie sauntered into the room, her hips swaying as she surveyed the space. "Fresh meat, huh? Well, let me tell you, honey, you're in for a wild ride."

She plopped down on the edge of the bed, taking a long drag from her cigarette. "I've been working in this dump for longer than I care to admit, and I've seen it all. The good, the bad, and the downright ugly."

Tyler sat down beside her, intrigued. "Yeah? Like what?"

Maggie let out a raspy laugh, her eyes twinkling. "Oh, where do I even begin? There was the time I walked in on a big-shot producer wearing nothing but a diaper and a cowboy hat. Or the aspiring actress who thought she could seduce me into giving her a role in my non-existent movie."

She shook her head, taking another drag. "But the real kicker was when I almost landed my own big break. It was a few years back, and I had an audition for this indie flick about a tough-as-nails cleaning lady who gets caught up in a murder mystery."

Tyler leaned in, hanging on her every word. "What happened?"

Maggie snorted. "I showed up to the audition, ready to blow them away with my gritty performance. But when I walked in, I realized I'd forgotten to take off my fucking hairnet. The director took one look at me and laughed his ass off. Said I looked like a lunch lady on a rampage."

She shrugged, flicking ash onto the carpet. "Needless to say, I didn't get the part. But I did get a free meal out of it. Fucker felt so bad, he bought me a burger and fries."

Tyler couldn't help but chuckle, imagining Maggie storming into an audition with a hairnet on. "Damn, that's rough."

"Eh, that's Hollywood for you," Maggie said, waving her hand dismissively. "One day you're the star, the next you're scrubbing toilets. But you know what? I wouldn't have it any other way. This town keeps you on your toes, that's for damn sure."

She stood up, stubbing out her cigarette on the nightstand. "Anyway, I better get back to work before the boss catches me slacking off. But if you ever need anything, just give me a holler. I'll be around."

With a wink and a salute, Maggie sauntered out of the room, leaving behind a trail of smoke and the faint scent of Pine-Sol. Tyler watched her go, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

Maybe Hollywood wasn't so bad after all. If nothing else, it certainly wasn't boring.

As the door clicked shut behind Maggie, Tyler let out a long breath, his mind reeling from the whirlwind of stories she'd just shared. He stood up, stretching his legs and wandering over to the window, peering out at the neon-lit streets below.

"Trust no one, huh?" he muttered to himself, recalling Maggie's parting words of wisdom. "Guess I'll have to keep my guard up if I want to make it in this town."

He thought back to the countless hours he'd spent pouring over his dog-eared copy of "How to Make it in Hollywood," memorizing every tip and trick. But nothing in those pages had prepared him for the reality of being here, surrounded by the glitz and grime of the city.

Tyler's gaze drifted to the suitcase sitting by the door, still packed with all his hopes and dreams. He knew he couldn't afford to let his guard down, not even for a moment. This town had a way of chewing people up and spitting them out, and he'd be damned if he let that happen to him.

With a newfound sense of determination, Tyler grabbed his room key and headed for the door. He had a feeling that Maggie's stories were just the beginning of the wild ride that awaited him in Hollywood.

As he stepped out into the humid night air, the sounds of the city enveloped him once more. Sirens wailed in the distance, mingling with the laughter and chatter of passersby. Tyler took a deep breath, squaring his shoulders as he set off down the street.

He may have been just another wide-eyed dreamer in a city full of them, but he was determined to make his mark. And with Maggie's words echoing in his ears, he knew he'd have to be smart about it.

"Watch out, Hollywood," he whispered to himself, a grin spreading across his face. "Tyler's in town, and he's not going anywhere."

The neon lights of the Stardust Motel flickered and buzzed as Maggie stepped out of Tyler's room, the door closing with a soft click behind her. Tyler watched her go, a mixture of gratitude and uncertainty swirling in his chest.

"Well, I'll be damned," he muttered, running a hand through his hair. "If that ain't the most honest conversation I've had since setting foot in this crazy town."

He paced the small room, his mind racing with the weight of Maggie's words. She'd seen it all, the good, the bad, and the downright ugly side of Hollywood. And yet, here she was, still standing, still laughing in the face of it all.

Tyler plopped down on the edge of the bed, the springs creaking beneath his weight. He couldn't help but chuckle at the absurdity of his situation. Here he was, a small-town boy with big dreams, holed up in a dingy motel room, taking advice from a chain-smoking housekeeper.

But there was something about Maggie that made him feel like he wasn't alone in this crazy journey. Her stories, her laughter, her no-bullshit attitude—it all made him feel like maybe, just maybe, he had a shot at making it in this town.

"Alright, Ty," he said to himself, his voice echoing in the empty room. "Time to put on your big boy pants and show this city what you're made of."

He stood up, a renewed sense of purpose coursing through his veins. He may have been just another face in the crowd, another dreamer chasing the Hollywood lights, but he was determined to make his mark.

Tyler glanced out the window, the city sprawling out before him like a glittering promise. The sun had long since set, but the night was alive with possibility. He could almost taste it on the air, the electric thrill of a thousand stories waiting to be told.

With a grin, he grabbed his room key and headed for the door. He had no idea what the future held, but one thing was for sure—he was ready to face it head-on, armed with Maggie's wisdom and his own stubborn determination.

As he stepped out into the balmy Los Angeles night, Tyler couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. The city may have been a labyrinth of broken dreams and shattered illusions, but he was ready to navigate it, one step at a time.

"Watch out, Hollywood," he whispered to himself, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Tyler's here, and he's not going down without a fight."

Tyler's feet hit the pavement, the hum of the city enveloping him like a second skin. The Stardust Motel faded into the background as he strode down the sidewalk, his sense of purpose growing with each step.

He passed a group of revelers spilling out of a bar, their laughter mingling with the distant wail of a siren. A man in a tattered suit mumbled to himself on the corner, his eyes glazed and unfocused. Tyler barely spared him a glance, his mind too full of dreams to dwell on the harsh realities of the street.

As he walked, he pulled out his phone, scrolling through his contacts until he found the number he was looking for. He hesitated for a moment, his thumb hovering over the screen, before pressing "call."

"Hey, Liam," he said, his voice steady despite the butterflies in his stomach. "It's Tyler. I'm in LA, and I'm ready to make some magic happen."

Liam, his old college buddy who'd made it big as a talent agent, chuckled on the other end of the line. "Tyler, my man! I was wondering when you'd finally make the leap. Welcome to the jungle, baby."

Tyler grinned, the sound of his friend's voice easing some of the tension in his shoulders. "Thanks, man. I know it's late, but I was hoping we could meet up tomorrow, talk shop. I've got some ideas I think you're gonna love."

"I'll make time for you, brother," Liam said, his tone warm. "Swing by my office in the morning, and we'll see what we can cook up."

Tyler ended the call, a surge of adrenaline coursing through his veins. This was it, his first real step towards making his dreams a reality. He couldn't wait to see the look on Liam's face when he pitched him his ideas, the stories he'd been nurturing in his heart for years.

As he turned the corner, a sudden gust of wind caught him off guard, sending a flurry of leaves skittering across the sidewalk. Tyler paused, watching as they danced and swirled in the glow of the streetlights, a strange sense of magic in the air.

"This is it," he murmured to himself, his eyes shining with determination. "This is where it all begins."

With a deep breath, he continued down the street, the city's siren song guiding his steps. The road ahead may have been uncertain, but one thing was clear—Tyler was ready to take on whatever challenges lay ahead, armed with nothing but his wits, his dreams, and a dog-eared copy of "How to Make it in Hollywood."

Tyler strode through the gates of Paramount Studios, a dog-eared script clutched in his hands and a cocky "I'm going to be a star" grin plastered on his face. He dodged golf carts zipping by and stepped around map-wielding tourists as he made his way across the bustling studio lot.

Holy shit, this is it. The Big Time. His palms were slick with sweat but he kept his cool. Tyler Fucking Jameson wasn't about to let a few nerves trip him up. Not when stardom was so close he could practically taste it.

He spotted the nondescript building housing the audition room and quickened his pace, dodging a gaggle of giggling teens posing for selfies. With a deep breath, he pulled open the glass door and swaggered inside.

The sterile waiting area was packed with a rogue's gallery of Hollywood hopefuls - perky sitcom girls, brooding method actors, aging has-beens desperate for a comeback. Tyler smirked to himself. Fucking amateurs. None of them had what it took, the raw magnetism he exuded with every breath. This role was his. He could feel it.

"Tyler Jameson?" A bored-looking assistant popped her head out from the audition room. "They're ready for you."

"Damn straight they are," Tyler muttered under his breath. He stood, script in hand, and followed her into the room.

Three dour faces stared back at him from behind a flimsy folding table - a stone-faced casting director, a schlubby producer, and a woman with an unfortunate perm who had to be the writer. They looked like they'd spent the last eight hours trapped in this soul-sucking room watching a parade of delusional dipshits embarrass themselves. Well, Tyler was about to wake their asses up.

"Whenever you're ready," the casting director said flatly, not even bothering to look up from her notes.

Tyler took a deep breath, channeling every ounce of dramatic gravitas he possessed. This was it. The moment that would change everything. His one shot to show these Hollywood bigwigs the raw, unbridled talent they were dealing with.

He opened his mouth, ready to launch into the searing monologue he'd spent weeks perfecting. The words that would etch Tyler Jameson's name into cinema history.

Time to blow these fuckers away.

Tyler cleared his throat, his eyes blazing with intensity. "I never thought I'd find myself here, standing on the precipice of—"

"Sorry to interrupt," the schlubby producer cut in, "but we're actually auditioning for the adult diaper commercial today. Did nobody tell you?"

Tyler blinked. Once. Twice. The words hung in the air like a fart in an elevator. "I'm sorry, did you say... adult diaper commercial?"

The casting director finally looked up, her expression a mix of annoyance and pity. "Yes. The script is on the table. We need you to read for the role of the hip, incontinent grandfather."

Tyler stared at the pages in front of him, his brain struggling to process this unexpected twist. This had to be a joke. A hidden camera show. Any second now, Ashton Kutcher would burst through the door, laughing his ass off.

But as the seconds ticked by, the reality began to sink in. This was no prank. This was his actual fucking audition.

*Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.* Tyler's mind raced, desperate for a way out. But he was here. He was in the room. And damn it all to hell, he was going to give these people the best goddamn adult diaper commercial they'd ever seen.

He snatched up the script, his eyes scanning the inane dialogue. "Well, call me a convert!" he bellowed, channeling every ounce of geriatric enthusiasm he could muster. "With Dependz, I can golf all day without worrying about any... accidents!"

Tyler began to prance around the room, miming a golf swing with exaggerated gusto. He was a fucking thespian, damn it. He could sell this shit.

"No more embarrassing leaks!" he crowed, his voice cracking with forced cheer. "No more missed putts! Just the sweet, dry comfort of Dependz!"

The casting panel watched, their expressions inscrutable. The seconds stretched into an eternity as Tyler continued his manic improv, a thin sheen of flop sweat glistening on his brow.

*Nailed it*, he thought wildly, his heart hammering in his chest. *They fucking love me. I'm gonna be the Marlon Brando of adult diapers.*

Tyler's confidence surged as he bounded across the audition room, his arms flailing in a frenzied attempt to sell the imaginary product. "Dependz!" he shouted, his voice echoing off the walls. "For the active senior who refuses to let a little leakage slow them down!"

Lost in his own delusional enthusiasm, Tyler failed to notice the tangled web of cables snaking across the floor. In a flash, his foot caught on a thick cord, sending him stumbling forward with the grace of a newborn giraffe.

"Shit!" he yelped, his arms pinwheeling in a desperate attempt to regain balance. But it was too late. His body collided with a nearby camera, the expensive equipment toppling to the ground with a sickening crunch.

Panic seized Tyler's heart as he watched the camera shatter, but he couldn't stop now. He was a fucking professional. With a manic grin plastered on his face, he spun around, his arms spread wide in a grandiose gesture.

"With Dependz, you're free to move!" he cried, his voice tinged with hysteria. "Free to dance! Free to—"

His words were cut short as his flailing arm connected with the crafts table, sending a tsunami of snacks and beverages cascading to the floor. Donuts, bagels, and lukewarm coffee flew through the air, splattering against the walls and the stunned faces of the casting panel.

In the midst of the chaos, Tyler's foot slipped on a puddle of spilled coffee, sending him careening backwards. He landed with a thud, his tailbone screaming in agony as he found himself sprawled on the urine-soaked floor.

For a moment, the room was silent, save for the dripping of liquid and the pathetic whimpers emanating from Tyler's throat. He lay there, drenched in a mixture of fake piss and cold coffee, his dreams of stardom crumbling around him like stale pastry.

*This is it*, he thought miserably, staring up at the fluorescent lights. *This is how I die. Drowning in a puddle of artificial urine, surrounded by the remnants of my shattered dignity.*

The casting director stood up slowly, her eyes narrowing as she surveyed the destruction. Tyler braced himself for the inevitable tirade, the scathing dismissal that would surely follow.

But instead, a small smile played at the corners of her mouth. "Thank you, Tyler," she said, her voice dripping with amusement. "That was... certainly memorable."

Tyler blinked, unsure if he had heard correctly. Was this a joke? A cruel prank to prolong his humiliation?

"We'll be in touch," the director continued, her tone inscrutable. "Now, if you wouldn't mind..." She gestured toward the door, a clear indication that it was time for Tyler to make his exit.

With a groan, Tyler hauled himself to his feet, his clothes clinging to his body like a second skin. He trudged toward the door, leaving a trail of sticky footprints in his wake.

As he reached for the handle, he paused, a flicker of hope igniting in his chest. Maybe, just maybe, he had impressed them with his commitment. Maybe this was the start of something big.

Or maybe he was just a delusional idiot, covered in piss and desperation.

Only time would tell.

Tyler stumbled out of the audition room, blinking against the harsh sunlight that seemed to mock his misery. He trudged through the bustling studio lot, his head bowed in defeat, trying to ignore the curious stares and poorly concealed snickers from passersby.

*Great job, Tyler,* he thought bitterly. *You really nailed that one. I'm sure they'll be lining up to cast you now. Maybe you can be the face of adult diapers everywhere.*

He replayed the disastrous audition in his mind, wincing at each painful detail. The trip, the crash, the flood of fake urine. It was like a slapstick comedy gone horribly wrong, except the joke was on him.

*I should have stuck to waiting tables,* he mused, kicking a stray pebble across the pavement. *At least there, the worst thing that can happen is a few spilled drinks and an angry customer. Not...*

He looked down at his stained clothes, still damp and reeking of artificial waste.

*...this.*

Tyler sighed, his shoulders slumping under the weight of his crushed dreams. He had come to Hollywood with such high hopes, such grand visions of stardom and success. But now, as he wandered through the studio lot like a lost child, he felt like a fool.

*What was I thinking?* he berated himself. *I'm no actor. I'm just a small-town nobody with delusions of grandeur.*

He passed a group of tourists, their excited chatter and star-struck gazes only deepening his despair. They were living the dream, basking in the magic of Tinseltown, while he was living a nightmare, drenched in the harsh reality of failure.

*I should just go home,* he thought, his resolve crumbling like a stale cookie. *Cut my losses and crawl back to my old life, my old...*

But even as the thought crossed his mind, something inside him rebelled. A small, stubborn part of him that refused to give up, that clung to the faintest glimmer of hope.

*No,* he told himself, straightening his spine and squaring his shoulders. *I didn't come this far to quit now. So what if I had one bad audition? One humiliating, soul-crushing, dignity-destroying audition?*

He took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of determination (and a little bit of fake pee).

*I'll just have to try again. And again. And again. Until I make it.*

With renewed purpose, Tyler strode through the studio gates, ready to face whatever Hollywood had in store for him next.

Even if it meant a lifetime of adult diaper commercials.

Lost in thought, Tyler trudged through the bustling studio lot, his mind replaying the disastrous audition on an endless loop. He was so engrossed in his own misery that he didn't notice the approaching figure until it was too late.

With a sickening splash, Tyler collided with a solid chest, sending a wave of scalding coffee cascading down the front of a crisp white shirt. He stumbled back, his eyes widening in horror as he realized who he had just drenched.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry!" Tyler sputtered, staring up at the ruggedly handsome face of none other than Brad Pitt. "I didn't see you, I was just—"

But Brad merely laughed, his blue eyes crinkling with amusement. "Hey, don't sweat it, man," he said, brushing at the spreading coffee stain with a nonchalant shrug. "Accidents happen."

Tyler gaped at him, his mortification warring with a sudden surge of hope. Here he was, face to face with one of Hollywood's biggest stars, and the guy was actually being... nice?

*Maybe this is a sign,* Tyler thought, his heart pounding with renewed excitement. *Maybe this is the universe telling me not to give up on my dreams.*

He opened his mouth to thank Brad, to express his admiration and gratitude, but what came out instead was a jumbled mess of apologies and self-deprecation.

"I'm such a klutz," he rambled, his cheeks burning with embarrassment. "I can't believe I just did that. I mean, I'm not usually this uncoordinated, but I just had the worst audition of my life, and I was so in my head, and..."

He trailed off, realizing he was babbling like an idiot. But Brad just smiled, his expression one of genuine sympathy.

"Trust me, I've been there," he said, clapping Tyler on the shoulder. "Auditions can be brutal. But you can't let one bad experience define you."

Tyler nodded, hanging on Brad's every word like a lifeline. "I know, but... it's just so hard, you know? To keep putting yourself out there, facing rejection after rejection..."

Brad's gaze turned serious, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Let me tell you something, kid. The secret to making it in this town? It's not about talent, or looks, or even luck. It's about resilience. It's about picking yourself up after every failure, dusting yourself off, and trying again."

Tyler felt a surge of emotion, his eyes welling up with grateful tears. "Thank you," he whispered, his voice choked with feeling. "You have no idea how much I needed to hear that."

Brad grinned, giving Tyler's shoulder a final squeeze. "Anytime, man. Just remember, when things get tough, keep your chin up and your eyes on the prize. You've got this."

With that, he turned and walked away, leaving Tyler standing there in a puddle of coffee and renewed determination.

*Wow,* Tyler thought, watching Brad's retreating figure with a mix of awe and disbelief. *Did that really just happen? Did Brad freaking Pitt just give me a pep talk?*

He shook his head, a giddy laugh bubbling up from his chest. Suddenly, the disastrous audition seemed like a distant memory, a mere blip on the radar of his inevitable rise to stardom.

*If Brad Pitt believes in me,* he thought, a grin spreading across his face, *then I can believe in myself. I'm going to make it, no matter how many adult diapers I have to sell.*

With a newfound spring in his step, Tyler strode off into the heart of the studio, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

After all, he had a new secret weapon: the power of Brad Pitt's pep talk.

Tyler's mind raced as he walked through the bustling studio lot, Brad's words echoing in his head. *"You've got something special, kid. I can see it in your eyes. That hunger, that drive. It's gonna take you far in this business."*

He couldn't help but imagine himself standing on a stage, accepting an Oscar, with Brad Pitt cheering him on from the front row. *"I'd like to thank the Academy,"* he muttered under his breath, practicing his acceptance speech. *"And of course, my mentor and friend, Brad Pitt, for believing in me when no one else did."*

Lost in his daydreams, Tyler nearly collided with a golf cart driven by a harried-looking production assistant. He jumped back, narrowly avoiding another catastrophe.

*Focus, Tyler,* he chided himself. *You can't win an Oscar if you get run over by a golf cart.*

But even the near-miss couldn't dampen his spirits. He was on a mission now, fueled by the power of Brad Pitt's encouragement.

*I'm going to make it,* he thought, his chin held high. *I'm going to be a star, just like Brad said. And when I do, I'll never forget the day he took a chance on me.*

With renewed determination, Tyler marched towards the exit, ready to take on the world. He may have started the day as just another struggling actor, but he was leaving as a man with a destiny.

*Watch out, Hollywood,* he thought, a grin spreading across his face. *Tyler Johnson is coming for you, and he's got Brad Pitt in his corner.*

As Tyler stepped out of the Paramount Studios lot, the sun hit his face, making him squint. He breathed in the warm California air, savoring the moment. The scent of coffee and fake urine still clung to his clothes, but he hardly noticed. He was too busy basking in the glow of his newfound confidence.

*This is it,* he thought, his heart swelling with anticipation. *This is the beginning of my journey to stardom.*

He could already picture it: his name in lights, his face on billboards, his fans clamoring for autographs. He'd be the talk of the town, the next big thing, the-

"Hey, watch it!" a gruff voice snapped, jolting Tyler out of his reverie.

He'd been so lost in thought, he'd nearly walked into a burly security guard.

"Sorry, man," Tyler said, flashing his most charming smile. "I was just, you know, thinking about my next big role."

The guard raised an eyebrow, unimpressed. "Yeah, well, think about it somewhere else. This ain't a playground."

Tyler nodded, unfazed. *He'll be begging for my autograph one day,* he thought, suppressing a smirk.

He continued down the sidewalk, his mind racing with possibilities. He needed to find his next opportunity, something that would showcase his talents and catch the eye of the right people.

*Maybe I should crash a red carpet event,* he mused, his eyes gleaming with mischief. *Or sneak onto a movie set and dazzle them with my impromptu performance.*

The ideas grew more and more outlandish, each one fueling his excitement. He was ready for anything, prepared to do whatever it took to make his dreams a reality.

*Brad believes in me,* he reminded himself, his chest swelling with pride. *And if Brad Pitt believes in me, then I can do anything.*

With a spring in his step and a head full of wild schemes, Tyler set off into the bustling streets of Los Angeles, ready to take on the world, one misadventure at a time.

Tyler strutted down Hollywood Boulevard, his head bobbing to an imaginary beat. The sidewalks teemed with starry-eyed tourists and jaded locals, but Tyler paid them no mind. He was a man on a mission, a rising star ready to claim his place among the glitterati.

"Next stop, the Oscars," he muttered to himself, grinning like a fool. He could already picture himself on the red carpet, flashing a megawatt smile as the paparazzi clamored for a shot. "Tyler! Over here!" they would shout, their cameras clicking furiously. And he would oblige, striking a pose that would make Brad Pitt look like an amateur.

Speaking of Brad, Tyler couldn't believe his luck. Spilling that caramel macchiato on the A-lister's crocodile loafers was the best thing that ever happened to him. Sure, Brad had scowled and muttered something about "clumsy oafs," but Tyler knew the truth. It was fate, pure and simple. A cosmic sign that he was destined for greatness.

Lost in his reverie, Tyler almost missed the flickering neon sign of "Sassy Scissors," the discount salon he'd been searching for. He pushed through the door, a bell jangling overhead.

Inside, the salon was a riot of clashing colors and mismatched decor. Leopard print chairs jostled for space with flamingo pink sinks, while posters of outdated hairstyles plastered the walls. The air reeked of perm solution and cheap hairspray.

"Welcome to Sassy Scissors, where we snip, clip, and unleash your inner diva!" a raspy voice called out. Tyler turned to see a woman in her 50s, her hair teased into a gravity-defying bouffant. She smacked her gum and eyed him appraisingly. "What can I do you for, handsome?"

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





