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Chapter One: The Push
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I leaned against the rough brick wall behind the Burger Shack. It was the spot where the grease smell from the kitchen mixed with the dumpster stink, but at least it was out of sight. My shift was supposed to end in twenty minutes, but I was too exhausted to care. I pulled out my pack of smokes, lit one up with a flick of my lighter, and took a long drag. The smoke filled my lungs, and I exhaled slowly, watching it curl up into the gray afternoon sky.

I grabbed my phone from my pocket, thumb scrolling through endless feeds. TikToks of people dancing, Instagram reels of outfits I’d never afford, Twitter threads about drama that meant nothing to me. Just jumping from one to the next, no real point, but it killed time and kept my mind off how broke I was.

Rent was due next week, and my wallet had maybe thirty bucks in it, half of that from tips today. Mom kept asking why I didn’t pick up extra shifts, but what was the point? These jobs paid shit, and I was always one late customer away from snapping. I scrolled past a video of some girl unboxing makeup, then a meme about adulting sucking, then ads for loans I couldn’t even qualify for. Money. That’s all it came down to. I needed cash, real cash, not the pennies I scraped together flipping burgers.

That’s when Hannah’s words popped into my head. We’d been hanging out last weekend, splitting a pizza at her new place, and she was going on about how she’d finally paid off her car note. 

“Girl, you gotta do what I did,” she’d said, eyes lighting up. “I sold my virginity. Some dude on that site paid top dollar, and now I’m his sugar baby. Way better than slaving away at these dead-end gigs.”

I’d laughed it off at the time, called her crazy, but looking around her apartment that time made me envious. Staring at my screen, seeing posts about people dropping thousands on vacations while I could barely afford a meal, it didn’t sound so nuts. Hannah wasn’t hurting for money. She had options. Why was I still stuck?

I took another drag, the cigarette burning down fast, and kept scrolling. A post about easy side hustles. Shit, nothing new. Then one about girls making bank online, but I knew that was half bullshit. My phone buzzed with a low battery warning, but I just kept going, my mind wandering back to Hannah.

She’d shown me the site once, all discreet and whatever, guys bidding like it was an auction. “It’s your body, your choice,” she’d said. “One night, and you’re set for months.” I hadn’t thought about it much then, but now, with the end of the month looming and no backup plan, it was tempting.

Suddenly, the back door banged open, and there was Daniel, my manager, red-faced and stomping out. He was angry. “Oh, there you are! I’ve been looking all over for your lazy ass!” His voice boomed, echoing off the wall.

I straightened up quickly, dropping my phone to my side, but the cigarette was still in my hand. He marched right up, eyes narrowing at the smoke. “What the hell do you think you’re doing back here? Smoking on the clock, stupid bitch?”

I opened my mouth to say something—maybe that my break was coming up—but he didn’t give me a chance. He reached into his pocket and yanked out my apron and name tag, the stuff I’d left in the break room. “You’re done. Fired. Pack your shit and get the fuck out.” He hurled them at me, the apron hitting my chest before flopping to the ground. “Useless. Always slacking off, making excuses. We don’t need dead weight like you.” His words hit harder than the stuff he threw, each one laced with that douchebag attitude he always had.

I stood there, stunned, the cigarette burned between my fingers. Fired. Just like that. No warning, no second chance. Daniel turned on his heel, muttering curses under his breath—”fucking lazy bitch” was the last one I caught— and slammed the door behind him.

The alley went quiet again, just the distant sound of traffic and my heartbeat pounding in my ears. I dropped the cig, ground it out with my shoe, and picked up my things. My hands shook a little as I stuffed the apron into my bag.

Tired. That’s what I felt, bone-deep tired. Not just from the long hours or the shitty pay, but from all of it. The constant grind, the way guys like Daniel treated us like we were nothing. Scraps for wages, barked orders, only to barely make ends meet. I leaned back against the wall, sliding down until I was sitting on the cold ground, knees pulled up. My phone screen lit up again, and I just stared at it, Hannah’s voice echoing louder.

Maybe it was worth a shot.

Selling my virginity. One time, quick cash. Better than busting my ass for peanuts and taking shit from assholes. I could do it. If I could get a few thousand, I could experience living a nice life even for a few days. Weeks, if I got lucky. Hannah had, and she was fine. Actually, better than fine.

I pulled up the site she’d mentioned, thumb hovering over the link in our old texts. Heart racing, but yeah, that tired feeling mixed with something else. Resolve, maybe. Or just desperation. Either way, I was done playing by the rules.

I trudged the few blocks home from the Burger Shack, my bag slung over one shoulder. The streets were the usual mess: cracked sidewalks, cars honking at nothing, and that faint smell of exhaust hanging in the air. My rundown apartment building loomed up ahead. I fumbled with my keys, the metal cold against my fingers, and pushed inside. The hallway light flickered. Straight to my door, number 2B, and in.

The place was small, just a cramped living room that doubled as a kitchen, with peeling paint on the doors and stairs that creaked like they might give out any second, a bedroom off to the side that barely fit the bed. Walls thin enough to hear the neighbors arguing through them, and the carpet stained from God knows what. I dropped my bag by the door, kicked off my sneakers, and headed to the bedroom. My uniform shirt felt sticky from the grease, so I took it off first, tossing it toward the hamper in the corner, then everything else, and I stood there naked, skin prickling.

I grabbed my phone from my pocket, the screen still smudged from earlier. The site was already pulled up from the alley, the profile creation half-done. I set the phone on the rickety dresser, propped against a couple of books to angle it right. First pose: standing straight, legs a little apart, one hand lifting my phone for the mirror shot. I made sure to arch my back just enough, showing the curve of my ass, the soft patch of hair above my pussy. Snap.

The flash went off, lighting up the dim room. Virgin pussy, untouched, pink folds visible as I spread my legs wider for the next one. Sitting on the edge of the bed, knees up and open, phone held low to capture it all. Snap.

Another from behind, bent over slightly, ass cheeks parted to show everything else. Side profile, hand cupping one tit, thumb brushing the nipple. I took maybe ten shots, different angles. Close-ups of my pussy lips, full body from the front, even one on my knees with my mouth open like I was ready. Felt weird, exposed, but the tiredness from before pushed me through.

This was for the money.

I scrolled through the pics on my phone, picked the best five. Just clear, no blurry ones, lighting okay even in this crap room. Uploaded them to the profile, fingers typing the caption quickly: “Virginity for sale. Serious offers only.”

Hit post. Stomach twisted as it went live, but I set the phone down and padded to the kitchenette. The cupboard was bare as usual. There were a couple of cans of soup, half a loaf of stale bread from last week, and a jar of peanut butter with the lid stuck on. I twisted it open, the knife scraping the bottom for the last bits.

Sliced the bread unevenly, slathered on the peanut butter thick, the crumbs sticking to the goo. Took a bite, the dryness mixing with the nutty spread, washing it down with tap water from a chipped mug. Sat on the sagging couch, legs tucked under me, munching while staring at the phone on the coffee
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