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Liza stood by the window of her small room,

watching the rain streak across the glass as she

pondered her mounting financial struggles. The

allure  of  quick,  easy  money  whispered by  her

peers began to feel like her only way out.
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Stepping  out  of  her  comfort  zone,  she

carefully put on a white blouse and a black mini-

skirt, paired with high heels that made her feel

precariously tall.  She stared at her reflection in

the  mirror,  barely  recognizing  the  girl  looking

back at all.
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The  concrete  square  in  front  of  the  local

House of Culture was dimly lit, cast in the eerie

glow  of  flickering  streetlights.  Liza  stood

shivering slightly, her eyes scanning the passing

traffic with a mixture of dread and anticipation.
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A  sleek  black  Chevrolet  pulled  up  to  the

curb,  its  tinted window slowly rolling down to

reveal a hand gesturing for her to come closer.

Taking  a  deep,  trembling  breath,  Liza

approached  the  vehicle,  her  heart  hammering

against her ribs.
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An older man named Mamed sat in the dim

interior, his expression unreadable as he invited

her  inside.  Liza  hesitated  for  a  split  second

before  stepping  into  the  car  and  closing  the

door,  shutting  out  the  familiar  sounds  of  the

night.
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The  interior  of  the  car  felt  suffocatingly

warm and smelled faintly of cheap air freshener

and  heavy  cologne.  Mamed  did  not  rush,

instead  observing  her  with  a  slow,  calculating

gaze that made her instantly regret her decision.
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With  a  heavy  silence  hanging  between

them, he reached out, his large hands breaking

the boundaries of her personal space. Liza kept

her eyes tightly shut, trying to distance her mind

from  the  reality  of  the  situation  unfolding

around her.
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The stark contrast  between her  youth and

his  imposing,  heavy  presence  became

overwhelming as the true weight of her choice

settled in. He demanded a dynamic of control,

asking her to address him in a way that stripped

away the last remnants of her dignity.
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In the quiet confinement of the vehicle, the

illusion  of  easy  money  completely  shattered

against the harsh backdrop of reality. A sense of

profound  isolation  washed  over  her  as  she

realized  some  lines,  once  crossed,  change

everything forever.
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As  the  car  drove  away  into  the  neon-lit

night, Liza stood alone on the pavement, wiping

her  face  as  the cold  wind hit  her.  She walked

away  into  the  shadows  of  the  city,  carrying  a

heavy  burden  of  experience  that  altered  her

path toward the future.
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