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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	 

	“Mommy Tsunami, out!” my phone stated before the screen went dim.

	I was watching another one of Savannah Marie’s videos while waiting for a call to come in. 

	This was the last video in her series, and it left me...bored. The call volume was low, and I haven’t received a call in about 30 minutes.

	Working virtually sucks, but it gave me time to watch my favorite YouTubers while on the clock.

	When the next set of videos popped on my screen, I got a call.

	I unmuted my mic and clicked the green “ACCEPT” button.

	“Thank you for calling Veri…”

	“This is the fifth call I’ve made to you guys! I don’t want to hear it!” They yelled. “I need a supervisor, NOW!”

	Oh God…

	“Well, before I can transfer you, I need to know who I'm talking to. May I have your first and last name and--”

	“Karen Jones! Now transfer me to your supervisor!”

	“I also need your phone number, ma’am.” I stated.

	After a few minutes of going back and forth, I could tell not only that she was about to go off on me, but I could hear a click in the phone system, like someone was listening in.

	“This is obviously above your pay grade, so I need a supervisor NOW before heads start rolling!”

	Well, time to get a supervisor…

	Not because she requested it, but because she’s threatening us…

	“Okay ma’am. Since you’re sending us death threats, I will get my supervisor on the call with me so we can contact your local authorities. Please be on hold.” I stated and immediately placed her on hold.

	I then got a direct message from my supervisor. It seems like she was listening to the call.

	“Name and phone that popped up?” The message asked.

	I gave her the customer’s name, and the phone number that came up in the phone system, and after a few seconds, my supervisor stated, “Transfer her to me. 9th call in a row and 3rd threat in a row.”

	I pulled up my supervisor and transferred the caller to her. God, this has been a bad day…

	Not only were call volumes out of the roof, but customers have been assholes!

	It’s like...Why would you be an ass to the person that is trying to help you!

	It was my time to clock off, so I logged out of the phone system and clocked off. I just sat there, staring at my screen, feeling like I was brain dead.

	God, I need a new job…

	 

	* * *

	 

	I was sitting with my mother, eating dinner later that night. I was talking to her about my day and the last customer.

	“God, people suck!” She said and rolled her eyes. She took a bite of her asparagus and said, “You need to find a new job, Ali. Especially in the field of marketing”

	“I know,” I stated. “I’ve been putting out my resume, but nobody wants to give me a chance.”

	“Trust me, someone will give you a chance.” She stated and took a drink.

	



	


Chapter 2

	 

	 

	 

	I woke up the next morning and just stared at the ceiling. I had to go to school today….

	I better get my social media kick in, first...

	I picked up my phone and opened up Tik Tok.

	As I was scrolling through videos, there was one that struck my attention. Her location was in Saint Louis -- same as mine -- and she was saying something about money management.

	Knowing me and my spending habits, I needed to watch that…

	She was talking about how she thought the viewer (me) was watching because we needed money management, and how she had an opportunity to work from her phone, work her own hours, and make as much as she wanted to, and said she was hiring!

	She also stated about how she only had two spots left on her team!

	That sounded good to me!

	She said something about an application in her bio, so I went to her bio, and looked at the GOOGLE FORM…

	My brain was tired, so I wasn’t paying attention to the major red flags in this situation, like asking for my Instagram handle, and wanting to know if 50k monthly would help me...

	I was thinking “If she can do this, I can too!”

	I finished filling out the application, and my alarm went off.

	Well, time to get up and get ready…

	I got up from my bed, put my hair in a messy bun, and got on some clean clothes. I grabbed my phone and my backpack, and headed downstairs to make myself some breakfast.

	When I got down to the kitchen, I noticed on my phone I received an Instagram message from someone.

	 

	**Hey! Thank you for filling out my application! I’m McKayla Payton! Do you have some time to chat over the phone? **

	 

	The red flags were starting to kick in, and I was starting to regret what I did…

	I texted her my number, and she IMMEDIATELY gave me a call…

	“This is Ali,” I stated.

	“Hey! It’s McKayla! Is now a good time to talk?” She asked.

	“Yeah, I’m just making breakfast!” I stated.

	“Good! So, like I said, thank you for filling out my application for this opportunity! With this company, you will be selling top-quality products and making an unlimited amount of commission off it! We work from our phones, and we make as much money as we want! The possibilities are endless!” She stated. “You can also hire your own people and build your team!”

	Wait…

	Is this a pyramid scheme?

	“This sounds like a pyramid scheme,” I stated. “What’s the company name?”

	“Well, pyramid schemes are illegal, so I can assure you it’s definitely not that!” She stated and giggled. “If you need some time to think about it, it’s totally fine!”

	She didn’t answer the question!

	“What’s the company name?” I asked, again.

	“It’s called ItWorks!, and if you need some time to think about all this, that’s fine! Just giving you a heads up to not listen to the people online because a lot of people hate on the business.”

	“Yeah, I'll need some time to think about this,” I stated. “Can I get back with you after class?”

	“Yeah! What time do you get out of class? I think I saw you go to the same school as you! Do you want to meet up and talk a little more about it?”

	Wait…

	I didn’t state on the app where I went to school!

	How did she know?!

	“How did you know we went to the same school?” I asked.

	There was a pause, before she said, “Because you just told me! But yeah, we’ll catch up later! Bye!” and hung up.

	At that time, all of my red flags were blaring. 

	Yeah, I’m gonna look up this ItWorks! company, and see what people had to say...

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	 

	 

	On my way to school, I was listening to some podcasts about ItWorks, and what some people had to say about the company.

	I tell you what; those podcasts had good things to say about the company.

	I have NO idea if they were a part of ItWorks, but all the podcasts I found were good…

	I arrived on campus and got out of the car. The weather was very cool, as we just got off Spring Break.

	I locked my car and headed to building A, where my business development class was.

	I was about ten minutes early, and the professor uses that time to go over anything business-related that we might have. Mainly to keep us focused for that day in class.

	He usually lets us have a debate with each other and he corrects us when we’re wrong, but mostly has us answer a question on the board.

	I had a few questions for my professor….

	When I sat my stuff down in my seat, I brought out my laptop and looked around. I was the only one in there, with the exception of the professor.

	“Professor Casva, I have a few questions, and possibly a suggestion for this morning's topic,” I stated.

	“I’ll take the discussion topic now, but keep the questions to yourself until everyone shows up. That way others can know the answer if they have the same question, and to start us off”

	“Sure. The topic has to do with companies like ItWorks!”

	He looked a little surprised -- in a good way -- and went up the board. He wrote in big letters “TODAY’S DISCUSSION: MULTI-LEVEL MARKETING”

	Is THAT what it's officially called?

	Huh...interesting…

	 

	* * *

	 

	When enough students piled in, he closed the door, and stated, “As you read on the board, the discussion is Multi-Level marketing. I think Ali has a few questions to start us off. Go ahead, Ali.”

	I hate being put in the spotlight…

	“Well, I was listening to some recommended podcasts in the car, and they were talking about how good the business is. Is it really that good?”

	He nodded, and the girl in the back of the class -- I think her name is Darlene -- spoke.

	“Yes, the business is AMAZING! I get to do this during the nooks and crannies of my day, and when I want to make some extra money on the--”

	She was interrupted by another girl named Isabella. ”That is IF you’re the top 1% of the company. According to the FTC, 99.6% of people in these schemes lose money or fail. The business is shaped as an illegal--”

	“Excuse me,” Darlene stated. “Let me just state that multi-level marketing is an investment! The products that we sell will—”

	“Placeholder products,” the quiet kid mentioned. “Those are only there to cover up the fact that they’re slimy and disgusting.”
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