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DISCLAIMER

This book contains the opinions and ideas of the author. It is intended to provide helpful and informative material on the subjects addressed. It is sold with the understanding that the author and publisher are not engaged in rendering medical, psychological, financial, legal, or other professional services. If expert assistance or counseling is needed, the services of a competent professional should be sought.

The author and publisher specifically disclaim all responsibility for any liability, loss, or risk, personal or otherwise, that is incurred as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and application of any contents of this book.

Some names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals.

This book is not about literal sex work, though it respects all forms of conscious trade. It uses metaphor to explore the universal human experience of trading parts of ourselves in the economy of modern life.

AUTHOR'S NOTE ON LANGUAGE

The title of this book uses asterisks intentionally. Not from shame about the word, but from strategy about reach. The full word would limit this book's distribution, and these ideas deserve to travel far. Sometimes you have to play the game to change it.

The censorship itself proves the book's point: We're all making trades. Even this title is a trade—partial concealment for wider distribution. I own this trade. It was conscious. That's the entire point.



DEDICATION

To the exhausted: Who've been selling themselves for so long they've forgotten what they're worth.

To the awakening: Who've just realized they're in a transaction they never agreed to.

To the rebellious: Who refuse to sell what's sacred, despite the cost.

To the conscious traders: Who own their choices without shame or excuse.

To my past self: Who sold everything until there was nothing left, then learned to be selective.

To my future self: May you keep raising your prices and protecting what's sacred.

To every person who's ever felt like a w** and was ashamed:** You're not alone. We all are. The shame is the problem, not the trade.

And especially to: Those who bought this book with hours of their life they'll never get back. May these words help you decide which hours to keep for yourself from now on.

SPECIAL DEDICATION

To the one who told me: "We're all prostitutes. Some of us just work in offices."

You woke me up. This book is the aftershock.

GRATITUDE

To everyone who reads this and thinks, "Finally, someone said it."

To everyone who reads this and thinks, "I'm not the only one."

To everyone who reads this and decides to stop selling what was never meant to be sold.

Your courage to see the truth is the revolution.

TRIGGER WARNING

This book contains:

	Uncomfortable truths about how we live

	Direct language about self-betrayal

	Descriptions of soul-selling in corporates

	Revelations that might end relationships

	Permissions that might change your life

	Freedom that might terrify you


Read at your own risk. Living differently afterward is a common side effect.

ONE LAST THING

If this book makes you angry, ask yourself: Are you angry at the message, or angry that it's true?

If this book makes you sad, ask yourself: Are you mourning what you've sold, or celebrating that you can stop?

If this book makes you free, remember: You were always free. You just forgot.

Now let's remember together.

Turn the page when you're ready to see the trades you've been making.

Turn the page when you're ready to own them.

Turn the page when you're ready to be free.
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THE CONTRACT YOU NEVER SIGNED
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The alarm goes off at 6 AM and the auction begins.

Before your feet hit the floor, you're already calculating what parts of yourself go on the market today. The enthusiasm you'll fake in the morning meeting. The opinions you'll swallow at lunch. The dreams you'll postpone for another quarterly review.

You're not selling your body on a street corner.

You're selling your soul in a conference room.

And before you get too comfortable thinking this book isn't about you—that you're somehow above the transaction—let me stop you right there.

You're reading this on a device you paid for with hours of your life you'll never get back. Wearing clothes you bought by nodding when you wanted to scream. Sitting in a space you can only afford by being someone you're not for eight hours a day.

Everyone's the w****.

We just sell different parts.

And that's not the tragedy. The tragedy is pretending we don't.

The tragedy is thinking we're better than the person who admits what they're trading.

This book isn't about shame. It's about the most liberating truth you'll ever admit: We're all selling something. And once you own that—really own it—you can finally decide what's actually for sale and what's not.

You can finally set your own price.

PART I
THE MARKETPLACE OF SELF
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Chapter 1
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THE MOMENT YOU REALIZE YOU'RE SELLING

[image: ]Your Identity

You're sitting in your car in the parking lot, engine off, trying to summon the courage to walk into that building. You know that between this car door and that office door, you'll transform into someone else. Someone who laughs at jokes that aren't funny. Someone who says "great idea" when it's not. Someone who types "sounds good!" when it sounds like hell.

You adjust the rearview mirror and practice your work smile.

There it is.

The mask that pays your bills.

I sold my first piece at age five.

Not a finger painting. Not lemonade. I sold my anger.

My mother was having a bad day—the kind where wine comes out at 2 PM and dinner is cereal if you're lucky. I was furious about something important to five-year-olds. Maybe a broken toy. Maybe a canceled playdate. The details don't matter. What matters is what happened next.

I opened my mouth to scream, saw her face crumble a little more, and made my first trade.

My anger for her peace.

My truth for her comfort.

My authentic emotion for household stability.

The market opened that day, and I've been trading ever since.

So have you.

Maybe your first sale was different. Maybe you sold your curiosity in second grade when the teacher said "stop asking so many questions." Maybe you sold your creativity when your parents said "art doesn't pay bills." Maybe you sold your sexuality when the world told you it was wrong, or your confidence when someone said you were too much.

But you sold something.

We all did.

And here's the thing nobody tells you: That first trade? It trains you for every trade that comes after.

THE ANATOMY OF A SALE

Let me break down exactly what happens when we sell a part of ourselves. Not metaphorically. Literally. What happens in your body, in your brain, in that moment you choose the transaction over the truth.

The Negotiation Phase: Your gut says no. Your mind says yes. Your mouth stays closed while they battle it out. This takes approximately 0.3 seconds—neuroscientists call it the "pause before compliance." I call it the moment you die a little.

The Transaction: You smile. You nod. You say the thing that makes everyone comfortable except you. Your nervous system floods with cortisol (stress) and dopamine (reward) simultaneously. Your body literally doesn't know if you're winning or losing.

"I've made this trade 10,000 times"

The Payment: Immediate: Approval. Safety. Belonging. A paycheck. A relationship that limps along another day.

The Hidden Cost: Shows up later. Usually at 3 AM. Or in the shower. Or when you're driving and suddenly can't remember who you actually are beneath all the trades.

TODAY'S SPECIAL: YOUR ENTHUSIASM

Every workplace has the same unwritten rule: Enthusiasm is mandatory.

Not competence. Not results. Enthusiasm.

Watch the highest-paid people in any office. They're not always the smartest. They're definitely not always the hardest working. But they've mastered the art of selling excitement about things that don't matter.

"Great presentation, Todd!" (Todd's presentation was garbage.)

"Love this new direction!" (The new direction is off a cliff.)

"So excited about this project!" (You'd rather eat glass.)

THE PRICE OF YOUR ENTHUSIASM increases with each sale

Your enthusiasm becomes currency. And like any currency, inflation hits. What bought you safety as an entry-level employee won't even cover basic survival as you climb. They want more. Bigger smiles. Louder laughs. More exclamation points in emails.

You become a excitement inflation machine, printing false joy until the market crashes.

And it always crashes.

THE PREMIUM PACKAGE: YOUR OPINIONS

Some of us don't just sell our enthusiasm. We wholesale our entire perspective.

You know that meeting where everyone's nodding along to an obviously terrible idea? You're in that meeting. You see the flaws. You know it won't work. The words form in your throat: "This is a mistake."

But then you calculate:

	Speaking up = conflict

	Conflict = discomfort

	Discomfort = potential job loss

	Job loss = can't pay rent


So you swallow those words. You nod. You might even add, "Interesting approach."

Congratulations. You just sold your intelligence for job security.

"Every 'yes' when you mean 'no' is a transaction"
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TODAY'S TRADES:

What I Sold: _________________________

The Buyer: ___________________________

What I Got: __________________________

What It Really Cost: _________________

Would I Sell It Again?: ______________



THE CLEARANCE SECTION: YOUR TIME

Time is the only currency you can't earn more of. You can make more money. You can rebuild burned bridges. You can recover from almost anything.

But you can't get back the hours you sold.

And we sell them cheap. So cheap.

	2 hours in traffic = a house in the suburbs

	10 hours a day at work = the title that impresses strangers

	Weekends on email = the promotion that might matter

	Years in the wrong relationship = fear of being alone


The average person will sell 90,000 hours of their life to jobs. That's over 10 years of waking hours. A full decade of your one and only life.

For what?

Really. Stop and answer that. For what?

––––––––
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THE REGULAR CUSTOMERS

Some people become our regular buyers. They know exactly what we're selling, and they show up ready to purchase.

The Narcissist Boss: Buys your dignity daily. Pays in conditional approval.

The Toxic Friend: Buys your boundaries. Pays in dramatic friendship.

The Dysfunctional Family: Buys your truth. Pays in belonging.

The Addictive Lover: Buys your self-worth. Pays in intermittent affection.

You know these customers. You see them coming. You promise yourself: "Not this time. This time I won't sell."

But they know your inventory better than you do. They know exactly which button to push, which insecurity to prod, which fear to activate.

And the market opens again.

THE MOMENT OF RECOGNITION

But sometimes—maybe right now—something shifts.

You're in another pointless meeting, pretending another bad idea is brilliant, when it hits you:

I'm selling my soul in installments.

Not in some dramatic, sell-it-to-the-devil-at-the-crossroads way. But in small, daily transactions. A piece here. A fragment there. Death by a thousand compromises.

And suddenly you can see it. All of it. Every trade you've made. Every part you've sold. The person you were supposed to be versus the person you've become to survive.

This is the moment that changes everything.

Not because the selling stops—it doesn't. Not yet.

But because you finally see the market for what it is.

THE FIRST SACRED "NO"

The first time you refuse a sale, your body will revolt.

Your heart will race. Your palms will sweat. Every survival instinct will



	Guilt: "I thought we were friends/family/a team"

	Anger: "You're being difficult/selfish/unprofessional"

	Manipulation: "After all I've done for you"

	Threats: "This will have consequences"
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