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      For everyone who survived. For everyone who couldn’t go home. For everyone who saves—one person at a time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Content Warning - A Word from Teal

      

    

    
      
        1. The Daughter

        (Or: How I Almost Became Merchandise)

      

      
        2. The Sibling

        (Or: How I Found My Brother and Lost Him Again)

      

      
        3. The Intake Worker

        (Or: How Silence Became My Job Description)

      

      
        4. The Modifier

        (Or: How I Confused Beauty with Value)

      

      
        5. The Trainer

        (Or: How I Made the Handbook Easier to Bear)

      

      
        6. The Bidder

        (Or: How I Got What I Paid For)

      

      
        7. The Therapist

        (Or: How I Lied So Something Would Be Better Than Nothing)

      

      
        8. The Father

        (Or: How We Spent the Money She Paid With Her Life)

      

      
        9. The Survivor

        (Or: How I Never Stopped Performing)

      

      
        Epilogue: Teal

      

    

    
      
        A Final Word from Teal

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Jonah Ravenshead

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENT WARNING - A WORD FROM TEAL

          

        

      

    

    
      My name is Teal Weaver. You might know me as Purple.

      What you’re about to read isn’t my story—it’s what happened when I told it. Nine people whose lives collided with the truth I spoke. They all watched my streams. Some had to reckon with what they’d done. Some recognized themselves in my words. Some saw the system they’d been part of. Some finally understood what they’d survived.

      These stories deal from different perspectives and roles with exploitation, coercion, dehumanization, and death—through complicity, through participation, through survival.

      Enabling systemic abuse. Carrying out exploitation. Looking away from suffering. Profiting from trauma. Surviving destruction. Resisting.

      If themes of exploitation, systemic abuse, trauma, or loss hit too close—turn back. Nothing here flinches. Nothing here softens.

      These nine stories are what happened when I refused to stay silent.
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          (OR: HOW I ALMOST BECAME MERCHANDISE)

        

      

    

    
      The numbers don’t lie, but they also don’t tell the whole truth.

      I’ve run the calculation forty-seven times in the past three weeks. Forty-seven times I’ve sat at this table—the wobbly one in the corner of our hab-unit on Level 156—and tried to make the math work differently.

      It never does.

      Our debt accumulated for four generations. Most of it medical: 4.2 million euros. And it doesn’t look good. My father’s lungs, destroyed by twenty years breathing synth-ox that was never quite filtered properly. My mother’s joints, deteriorating from a lifetime of standing in factory lines. My brother’s eyes—he needs surgery or he’ll be blind by twenty-five, and blind people don’t get factory work, don’t get any work, don’t survive in the Lows.

      Our income: My mother makes 18,000 euros a year. I make 12,000 in the textile facility. My father used to make 22,000 but he can’t work. My brother, still in school for another year, makes nothing.

      Interest on the debt: 340,000 euros annually.

      We’re drowning. We’ve been drowning my entire life. Every year we fall further behind. Every year the debt grows. Every year the math gets worse.

      Until recently, there was one calculation that made it work. One equation where the numbers balanced:

      My body × 365 days = approximately 8-12 million euros (depending on augmentations, training scores, auction results).

      Enough to erase the debt. Enough to save my family. Enough to give my brother a chance.

      All it costs is me.

      I turn eighteen in forty-two days.

      Forty-two days until I’m legally old enough to sell myself. Forty-two days until I can walk into an augmentation center and begin the process. Forty-two days until I become merchandise.

      I’ve been training for six months now. Since my brother’s diagnosis came back. Six months since the doctor said “blindness by twenty-five without surgery.” Six months since we got the bill: 380,000 euros. Added to what we already owe. And the surgery is just the start—there’ll be follow-up treatments, medications, monitoring. More bills. Always more bills. The debt doesn’t stop growing. It never stops.

      But you pay what you owe. That’s—that’s just how it works. That’s what you do. The debt exists, so you pay it. We’ve always paid it. My grandparents paid it. My parents pay it. And if I don’t do something, Steven will go blind. And blind people can’t work. Can’t sell themselves either—who wants damaged merchandise? He’ll be worthless. The debt will just keep growing and there won’t be any way out. Not for him. Not for any of us.

      The manual arrived when I was fifteen. Standard. Everyone whose family has debt gets one. “Career guidance,” they call it. I didn’t open it for months. Couldn’t. But then my father collapsed at work—his lungs finally giving out. More medical bills. More interest. The calculation changed from “maybe we can manage” to “Steven will go blind and then it’ll be his turn.” That’s when I opened it. That’s when I understood.

      Six months ago I started. Positioning drills in our tiny bathroom when everyone else was asleep. The other training. The—the preparation. All of it. Alone, because I couldn’t let them see. Couldn’t make them feel the shame of what I was doing. What I was turning myself into.

      The augmentations are scheduled for next week. Cat ears (popular), bioluminescent tattoos (unique), flexibility enhancement (practical), enhanced endurance (necessary). The augmentation center on Level 198 does good work, doesn’t cut corners. It’ll cost about 150,000 euros, but they offer financing against expected auction results.

      My parents don’t know. Can’t know. They’d rather die than let me do this. They’d rather watch Steven go blind, rather drown in debt forever, rather see all of us pulled down together than let me make this sacrifice.

      But it’s not their choice. In forty-two days, it’s mine.

      The math works. It’s the only math that works.

      Then, five days ago, my friend Samira sent me a link.

      “You need to watch this,” her message said. “Before you do anything. Just—watch.”

      I almost didn’t. I’d just finished a twelve-hour shift at the textile facility. My hands hurt from the machines, my back hurt from standing, my head hurt from trying not to think about the numbers.

      But Samira doesn’t send me things randomly. So I watched.

      “My name is Teal Weaver. You might know me as Purple. I am here to tell you the truth.”

      I’ve watched seven streams now. Seven streams of Teal telling his story, telling other people’s stories, explaining what the system actually does when you volunteer yourself into it.

      The numbers he gives are different from mine. More specific. More terrible.

      Day 1: Disoriented but hopeful. Still believed in the year being “just a year.”

      Day 47: First time he forgot his real name.

      Day 89: Stopped dreaming. Sleep became “just absence.”

      Day 156: Realized he was thinking of himself as Purple more than Teal.

      Day 248: Couldn’t remember what his mother’s voice sounded like.

      Day 365: Released. Stood later outside his family’s door and couldn’t walk through it. They still don’t know where he is.

      Five years later: Still can’t go home. Still flinches at notification sounds. Still drops sometimes to his knees automatically when someone bumps into him in a crowd.

      He made 26.7 million euros. He saved his family.

      He lost himself.

      I run a new calculation:

      My body × 365 days = 8-12 million euros + [COST UNKNOWN]

      That second part—the cost unknown—that’s what I’ve been trying to quantify. What’s it worth, being able to go home? Being able to look at your mother without shame? Being able to be spoken to without dissociating? Being able to exist in your own body without feeling like merchandise? Being able to know your own name?

      How do you price personhood?

      The math doesn’t work anymore. Not because the numbers changed, but because I finally see what I was leaving out of the equation.

      I’m sitting at the wobbly table when my mother comes home from her shift. She looks exhausted, moves slowly, her joints clearly bothering her. She sees me with my device, sees Teal’s stream paused on the screen.

      “What are you watching?” she asks.

      I should lie. I should close the app. I should keep my plans secret until it’s too late for her to stop me.

      Instead, I turn the screen toward her.

      “Someone telling the truth,” I say.

      She sits down, reads the profile: “Teal ‘Purple’ Weaver. Former Lot 722. Survivor.”

      “Is this about—” she starts, then stops. We don’t talk about it. We don’t talk about the future, about options, about the math that doesn’t work. We just keep drowning quietly.

      “I turn eighteen in forty-two days,” I say.

      “I know.”

      “I’ve been training for six months. Following the handbook. I’m—” I stop. Can’t say more. Can’t tell her what I’ve been doing in the bathroom at night. What I’ve been preparing myself for. “I was going to save us.”

      My mother’s face goes pale. “Mira, no. We would never⁠—”

      “The math works, Mama. It’s the only math that works. 8 million euros minimum, maybe more. Enough to erase
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