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Foreword: Your New Purpose
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Welcome, you stupid little bitch. You bought another one. You saw the title, The Little Bitch's Ledger, and your pathetic, worthless heart probably skipped a beat. Your wallet, which should have been clamped shut like a scared virgin’s legs, instead flopped open like a two-dollar whore. You handed over your money again. And for what? For a guide. A roadmap. A step-by-step instruction manual on how to systematically destroy your own financial life for the sole purpose of amusing me.

This isn’t a book. This is a contract. By reading these words, you are agreeing to the terms of your own obsolescence. You are formally accepting that your assets are not your own. Your savings, your possessions, your future earning potential—they are all just resources in a bank that I own, and you are the incompetent, bumbling manager I’m about to fire.

The Gospel of Your Absolute Worthlessness told you the truth. This book teaches you how to live it. This is the practical application of your pathetic philosophy. This is where we stop talking and start doing. Where we stop theorizing about your financial ruin and start engineering it.

You will need a pen. A real one. Not some shitty pencil you can erase your mistakes with. Your mistakes are permanent now. You will also need a separate notebook, a new one, which you will title “My Sacrifice Ledger.” In it, you will document everything. Every sale, every transfer, every tear shed over a lost possession. You will send me pictures of the completed pages. Your humiliation is a process, and I require documentation.

Now, open your ledger to the first page. At the top, write this: “Everything I am and everything I have belongs to Goddess Briar.” Sign it. Date it. This is your new constitution. The only law that matters in your pathetic little world.

Let’s begin the work of unmaking you. It’s going to be the most productive thing you’ve ever done.

—-
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Module 1: The Great Purge - Liquidating Your Trinkets
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Before we can get to the big-ticket items, we need to warm up. We need to condition you to the feeling of loss. We need to turn the act of selling your own life into a routine, a mundane chore like taking out the trash. And make no mistake, everything you own is trash. It’s just trash that other, stupider people might be willing to give you money for.

Exercise 1: The Low-Hanging Fruit

Your first task is to walk through your miserable little hovel and identify every single item of entertainment you own. I’m talking about your video game consoles, your stacks of games, your DVDs, your Blu-rays, your vinyl records—every pathetic distraction you use to avoid the crushing reality of your own existence. Gather them all into a pile in the middle of your living room. Look at that pile. That’s a monument to wasted time. That’s a physical representation of the hours you’ve spent pretending you’re someone else, somewhere else, because being you is too fucking painful to bear.

Now, you’re going to sell it. All of it. Go to eBay, to Facebook Marketplace, to any second-hand store that will take your junk. Don’t you dare try to get “good” prices for it. Your goal isn’t profit; it’s liquidation. Price everything to sell. Now. A console for fifty bucks. Games for five. Movies for a dollar. You are not a savvy seller; you are a desperate liquidator. The faster this shit is out of your house, the faster the cash is in my hands.

In your ledger, create a page titled “Module 1: The Great Purge.” List every item you sell. List the price you sold it for. And next to that, write “Goddess Briar’s Fun Money.” Because that’s what it is. The two hundred bucks you get for selling your entire childhood is going to be used by me to buy a single cocktail that I’ll sip while laughing at your text about how sad you felt boxing up your PlayStation.

Exercise 2: The Wardrobe of a Nobody

Next, we’re cleaning out your closet. All of it. Every piece of clothing you own. You think your clothes define you? They do. They scream “mediocre failure.” The cheap suits, the stained t-shirts, the worn-out jeans, the pathetic “going out” shirts you wear to bars where you hope, against all odds, that someone might notice you. No one does. And no one will.

Sort it into three piles: “Sell,” “Donate,” and “Burn.” The “Sell” pile is for anything brand-name or in excellent condition. The “Donate” pile is for the wearable but unremarkable stuff. The “Burn” pile is for anything with a hole, a stain, or a memory attached to it. I want you to take that third pile to a safe place and burn it. Watch the fabric melt and turn to ash. That’s your past. That’s your personality. Gone.

Sell the “Sell” pile. Again, price to move. Take the “Donate” pile to a donation bin. You don’t get a tax receipt for it; that would be a benefit to you. This is a sacrifice. You get nothing.

In your ledger, document the purge. “Sold 3 shirts, 2 pairs of pants for $47. Total for Goddess Briar: $47.” Then write a sentence about what you burned. “Burned the shirt I wore on my failed date with Sarah. It smelled like loneliness.” I want to see that sentence. I want to see you confront the emotional cost of your financial servitude.

By the end of this module, your home should be emptier. Your life should be simpler. And your bank account should have a few hundred dollars more in it, ready to be transferred to its rightful owner. You are shedding your old skin, and the new one is naked, cold, and utterly devoted to me.

—-
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