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I wasn't broke. I could pay my bills, afford my groceries, and still have enough left over to enjoy myself now and then. The problem was that I wanted more. A lot more. I didn't want to spend years watching my salary disappear into ordinary expenses while slowly putting aside whatever happened to be left at the end of each month. I wanted expensive holidays without having to save for them first, a nicer apartment, designer clothes when I felt like buying them, and enough money in my account that checking the balance never had to influence what I wanted to do.

So I started looking for ways to make extra money alongside my normal income. I went through my wardrobe and listed clothes I barely wore on Vinted: dresses, shoes, jeans, tops, jackets, and anything else that was taking up space. It worked, but the amounts were hardly exciting. Selling a jacket for forty dollars or an old dress for twenty-five wasn't exactly going to make me rich.

Eventually, curiosity led me toward slightly less conventional ways of making money online, and that was how I discovered there was a surprisingly active market for used underwear. At first, the idea made me laugh. Then I saw what some men were willing to pay and stopped laughing quite so quickly.

It felt strange the first time, obviously. Selling a dress to a stranger was one thing, but putting on a pair of panties, wearing them for a day, sealing them in a plastic bag, and mailing them to a man I had never met was something else entirely. Still, nobody was forcing me to do it, and I quickly discovered that I actually enjoyed the slightly naughty feeling of knowing exactly why these men wanted them.

More importantly, the money was good.

One particular buyer paid especially well. He had already bought several pairs from me, never caused any trouble, and always confirmed receipt of the shipment within twelve hours. I liked dealing with him because everything was simple and straightforward.

Then, one evening, a message from him appeared on my screen.

Can I ask you something very personal?

I stared at it for a few seconds before answering.

You already buy my used underwear. I think we're past normal questions. I answered. 

The typing indicator appeared almost immediately.

Fair point. Are you an anal virgin?

I actually laughed when I read it, but the laugh disappeared almost as quickly as it had come. Of all the questions I had expected from a man who bought my underwear, that definitely wasn't one of them. I hesitated for a moment before finally typing my answer.

Yes.... Why?

The three little dots appeared again, disappeared, then appeared once more. Whatever he was writing, apparently even he needed a moment to think about how to say it.

Because I would like to be your first. And I would gladly pay you for that privilege.

I stared at my phone, reading the message twice. My first instinct was that I should close the conversation and forget he had ever asked, but instead curiosity got the better of me.

How much are we talking about?

His reply came almost instantly.

$43,000.

For several seconds, I genuinely thought I had misread the number. I looked at it again, counting the zeros before the meaning finally registered. Forty-three thousand dollars for my anal virginity.

You're joking.

I'm not.

I sat down on the edge of my bed, still staring at the screen.

You would seriously pay me $43,000 to have anal sex with me once?

There was a short pause before his answer appeared.

Yes. Provided you genuinely have never done it before. I would arrange everything and cover every expense. You would not need to organize anything yourself.

I didn't know what to say to that. Forty-three thousand dollars was more extra money than I could normally save in years, and I immediately started thinking about everything I could do with it. At the same time, this wasn't another dress or pair of panties I could put into an envelope and forget about after mailing it. This was my body, and what he was asking for wasn't exactly a small thing.

What do you mean by arrange everything?

This time, his answer was longer and noticeably more formal.

I don't want something like this arranged casually in a hotel room. I have a secretary who handles my private appointments and arrangements. Her name is Juliette. If you're genuinely interested, I will give her your contact details and she will explain everything to you. You can ask her whatever you want before deciding whether to proceed.

I read the message several times. The fact that he had a secretary who apparently handled arrangements like this for him should probably have made the whole proposition sound even more insane, but somehow it did the opposite. Until then, part of me had assumed he was simply a rich pervert throwing an outrageous fantasy at me through a messaging app. Now it suddenly sounded organized and, more importantly, real.

I opened my banking app and looked at the balance again before returning to our conversation.

$43,000?

Yes.

And if I speak to Juliette, I'm not agreeing to anything yet?

Correct. Speaking to her commits you to nothing.

I sat on the edge of my bed with my phone in both hands, thinking about what forty-three thousand dollars would change. I could upgrade my life considerably, spend money on things I normally had to think twice about, and still have a huge amount left in my account. All I had to do right now was agree to speak to his secretary.

Okay. She can contact me.

My thumb hovered over the screen. For a moment, I nearly deleted the message then added my email address and phone number, and pressed send.

His response arrived less than a minute later.

Thank you. Juliette will be in touch tomorrow morning.

I put my phone down beside me and stared at the wall, trying to understand how my life had taken such a bizarre turn. Yesterday, I had been selling my underwear because I liked the extra money. Tonight, the man buying it had offered me forty-three thousand dollars for the one part of my body no man had ever had, and tomorrow morning, his secretary was apparently going to explain exactly what accepting that offer would involve.

The next morning, my phone rang at 10:07.

I had been expecting it, but seeing an unfamiliar number on the screen still made my stomach tighten. I let it ring twice before answering, trying to convince myself that this was only a conversation and that I hadn't agreed to anything beyond that.

“Hello?”

“Good morning. Am I speaking with Jamie?”

The woman's voice was calm, polished, and surprisingly warm.

“Yes, this is Jamie.”

“Wonderful. My name is Juliette. I believe you were expecting my call.”

That was enough to make my heart beat faster. I got up from the sofa and walked into the kitchen for no particular reason other than that sitting still suddenly felt impossible.

“Yes. He said you'd call this morning.”

“He asked me to contact you regarding the arrangement you discussed with him last night. Before we continue, I want to make one thing very clear. Speaking with me today doesn't commit you to anything. My job is to explain what he is proposing, answer your questions, and, if you're still interested afterward, arrange everything on his behalf.”

The way she spoke about it made the whole thing sound strangely ordinary, as though she organized forty-three-thousand-dollar offers for anal virginity between scheduling lunch appointments and answering emails.

“Okay,” I said. “I'm listening.”

“Good. I understand that he has offered you forty-three thousand dollars in exchange for being your first anal sexual partner.”

Hearing a complete stranger say it aloud was somehow much more confronting than reading it on my phone. I leaned against the kitchen counter and looked out the window while trying to keep my voice steady.

“Yes.”

“And you told him that you've never had anal intercourse before?”

“Never.”

“That's important,” Juliette said. “His offer is specifically based on you being an anal virgin, so he will require independent confirmation before the arrangement takes place.”

I frowned. “Independent confirmation?”

“A medical examination.”

For a moment, I didn't answer. I had expected questions and perhaps some kind of agreement to sign, but the idea of being examined had never crossed my mind.

“What exactly would they examine?”

“If you decide to continue, you'll receive a complete explanation beforehand. In general, there would be a physical examination focused on your anal and rectal health, along with routine sexual-health screening. He wants confirmation that there are no medical concerns that would make the arrangement inadvisable. You would also have a private consultation where the terms, boundaries, and your consent are discussed without him present.”

I gripped the edge of the counter a little tighter.

“And all of that happens before I meet him?”

“Yes. I arrange the appointment, transportation if you require it, and the administrative side of everything. He covers all associated expenses. You don't pay anything.”

There was something unsettling about how organized it all was. Last night, I had imagined the offer as an impulsive proposition from a wealthy man with a strange obsession. Now there was a secretary, an examination, paperwork, transportation, and apparently an entire process waiting for me if I said yes.

“And the forty-three thousand?”

“The amount is fixed,” Juliette replied. “This isn't an auction and there are no other women or bidders involved. He made the offer specifically to you.”

That sentence did something strange to me. I had assumed his interest was probably interchangeable, that if I refused, he would simply find another woman selling her underwear and make her the same proposition. Hearing that the offer was specifically about me made it feel much more personal.

“When would I actually get paid?”

“Those details will be set out in writing before you make a final decision. I don't want you agreeing to anything based on a telephone conversation. You should be able to read every condition yourself, and if there's something you don't accept, you either raise it with me or you walk away.”

“And I really can walk away?”

“Until you give your final consent, yes. The medical appointment itself doesn't oblige you to continue.”

I let out a breath I hadn't realized I was holding.
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