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Chapter 1: The Curb
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The night had gone still. Only the idling hum of a distant streetlight and the whisper of wind through the hedges broke the quiet. Sarah stood on the pavement, one hand wrapped around Marcus Caldwell’s business card, the other clenching her keys so tightly the edges bit her palm.

Her house looked the same as it always had — the porch light, the drawn curtains, the neat row of empty terracotta pots she never remembered to fill — but the sight of it made her stomach twist. It shouldn’t look untouched, not after what she’d done.

She took a breath that didn’t reach her lungs. Her throat was dry, the taste of metal still on her tongue. The card’s embossed letters caught the glow from the streetlamp: Caldwell & Associates. She slipped it into her purse without looking at it again. She didn’t want evidence. She didn’t want proof. What she wanted was inside the house — the man who’d set all of this in motion.

The key shook once in her fingers before she steadied it. She unlocked the door but didn’t open it. For a moment she just listened. No television, no music. The fridge’s low hum carried from the kitchen, and somewhere deep inside the house, the pipes clicked as if the walls themselves were restless.

“Get it over with,” she whispered to herself. Her voice sounded foreign, scraped thin.

Inside, the air was warm and stale. She closed the door quietly behind her, slid the lock into place, and stood in the narrow entryway until her eyes adjusted. Jake’s shoes were still by the mat — scuffed leather, soles worn uneven. He was home.

The kitchen light was on, a pale square spilling across the floorboards. Sarah followed it, the click of her heels deliberate, steady. Her heart hammered so hard she thought he might hear it before she spoke.

Jake sat at the table in his work clothes, elbows on his knees, phone in one hand, head in the other. When he lifted his face, she saw the night’s worth of panic written in it — red eyes, unshaven jaw, that same boyish disbelief he always wore when the consequences finally arrived.

“Where were you?” he asked. His voice came out hoarse, cracked at the edges.

Sarah set her purse on the counter. “You know where.”

He stood, chair scraping back, hands spreading in a helpless gesture. “I — Sarah, I tried to stop it. I didn’t know what they’d — ”

“Don’t,” she cut in. “Don’t make excuses.”

He fell silent. The refrigerator clicked on again, filling the gap.

She could feel every ache in her body now that the adrenaline had gone. Each bruise, each sore muscle pulsed under her skin like small betrayals. She folded her arms across her chest, not out of modesty but to keep herself from shaking.

“You sold me,” she said quietly. “You sat there and let them decide what they wanted to do with me. And you called it a choice.”

Jake’s mouth opened, then closed. He looked smaller than she remembered, shoulders slumped, eyes darting everywhere but her face. “I thought they’d hurt you if — ”

“They did.”

The words landed like a slap. He flinched, breath hitching, but she didn’t stop.

“I did what you couldn’t,” she said. “I paid your debt. In full.” She reached into her purse, pulled out the business card, and tossed it onto the table. It landed face-up, the crisp white catching the overhead light. “That’s all that’s left of it. Keep it. Frame it. Whatever makes you feel like you got your money’s worth.”

Jake stared at the card as though it might burn him. “Sarah...”

She stepped closer. The smell of whiskey and stale sweat clung to him, the scent of guilt steeped too long. “You don’t get to say my name like that,” she said. “Not anymore.”

He blinked, lost. “What do you want me to do?”

She laughed once — a small, exhausted sound. “You could start by leaving.”

His head jerked up. “What?”

“You heard me. Pack a bag. Go stay with a friend, a motel, whoever still answers your calls. Because if you’re here when the sun comes up, Jake, I swear I’ll start telling people the truth. And I’ll make them listen.”

The threat hung between them, quiet but absolute.

Jake’s lips parted, searching for the argument that might save him, but nothing came. He looked down at the card again, then at her, and whatever protest he’d built dissolved.

“Okay,” he said at last, voice barely a breath.

Sarah turned away before he could see the tears starting to sting. She opened the back door, letting the cold air roll in. “Don’t wake me when you go.”

She waited there, one hand on the frame, listening to the small sounds of defeat — drawers opening, a suitcase zipper, the shuffle of a man collecting his failures. When the front door finally closed behind him, the silence that followed was deep enough to swallow her whole.

Only then did she let herself slide down the wall to the kitchen floor, knees drawn to her chest, breathing through the tremor that wouldn’t stop.

Outside, dawn was just beginning to thin the night.

Sarah watched him from the threshold, arms folded, lips pressed together in a line that was more scar than smile.

She could see him calculating as he zipped the duffel, the way his eyes tracked the room for something to say, some lever to pull that would tip the balance back toward forgiveness. Instead, he found only the silence she left him, and the sharp click of her thumbnail against the kitchen counter.

When he returned to the kitchen, the duffel slung over his shoulder like a sack of bad memories, Jake stopped a few feet from her and set it down. He opened his mouth, hesitated, and then said, "I didn't want this. I swear to God, Sarah."

She waited.

"I'll pay it back. Whatever I have to do," he continued, voice barely above a whisper. "We can fix it. I know we can. You think I don't hate myself for what happened? For what I did to you?"

Sarah let out a noise that was half scoff, half choke. "You hate yourself? That's what this is about?"

He winced, but pressed on. "I just—if you give me a chance, I'll make it right. You don't have to do it alone."

Now she did smile, but there was nothing soft in it. "I was alone the second you made that bet," she said. "No, the second you started lying to me about it." She picked up his duffel and shoved it at his chest. "Go on," she said. "Pack your excuses, too."

He took the bag. He moved toward the door, but then stopped, turning back with a kind of desperation she hadn't seen since the early days, before the debts and the broken promises, when he still believed every problem had an answer. "I’m sorry for what they did to you." he said, voice trembling.

Sarah stared at him, every muscle coiled tight, her jaw shaking with the effort to keep it together. She found herself laughing, a brittle sound that bounced off the linoleum. "Oh, Jake," she said, "Would you really like to know what they did to me. What your gambling made me have to endure."

She waited for him to say something else, anything else, but instead he just stood there, mouth open, eyes wide.

"You don't get to just walk away," Sarah said, stepping into the tiny space between them. "You want details? You want a fucking inventory?" She reached for the chair, bracing herself against it, like she needed the constraint to keep from shaking. "Your so-called friends fucked me for over twenty-four hours straight. They took videos. They made comments about how I'd never be able to look you in the face again. They stretched me in ways you never could, Jake. They bruised me, tore me. They used every part of my body like it was a toy someone else paid for. All because you couldn't keep your hands off a deck of cards and you lied to me, over and over, about stopping."

He flinched, then shuddered, his face collapsing in on itself. "Sarah—"

But she was already on a roll, her voice shaking but unbreakable. "You want to know what it feels like? To have your life reduced to a forfeit? To wonder, every second, if they're going to let you come home? To realise that it never mattered, that you were only ever collateral to them? To be fucked, used embarrassed. Cum on, Cum in over and over. " She stepped forward and slapped him, open palm, across the face. The sound was sharp, final, and the red mark bloomed instantly on his cheek.

He staggered back, blinking hard, eyes glassy. "I'm sorry," was all he managed.

"Too late," she said.

“But you want to know the worst of it all?” she continued, her tone cutting through the air like a razor. “It’s that they were at least honest with me. Honest that I was just a fuck toy.” She spat the last words with relish, as if by naming them she could puncture some deeper lie. “They didn’t dress it up with promises, or say they loved me, or tell me it would all be okay. They just stripped me down, passed me around, and called me what I was: payment. Not a wife or a girlfriend or a person, not even once. Just a set of holes to square a debt. And you know what? At least I knew where I stood with them. With you, I never did. I thought you were trying to protect me, or protect us, or maybe even protect yourself. But all you did was protect the lie, Jake. You kept it safe. You treasured it, even as it started to rot everything else.”

She watched him fold in on himself, the words hitting harder than her hand ever could. He tried to speak, but she cut him off with a look. “Those men,” she said, “they fucked me, but they never pretended they weren’t. You lied with every breath, even when you said you were sorry.”

Jake lingered at the threshold, one hand gripping the doorknob with the same white-knuckled panic as a drowning man finding purchase on a lifeline. He turned and faced her, the duffel bag hanging off his shoulder as though it might pull him to his knees if he let it. “Are we through?” he managed, voice so threadbare it barely held together.

Sarah didn’t answer immediately. She watched him for a long, brittle second, arms folded, brow furrowed with both effort and exhaustion. The thought crossed her mind that there was once a time when she would have wept at the sight of him so defeated, but now the only thing she felt was an aching clarity. The kind that came after a fever broke. She let the silence widen, let him squirm, let him remember every one of his lies in the space between question and answer.

He tried again, softer this time, as if the right tone might unlock some secret forgiveness. “Sarah, please. Just tell me what I’m supposed to do now.”

She shook her head. “We were through the moment you let them walk me into their room.”

A muscle jumped in his jaw. He wanted to argue—maybe even to beg—but the words wouldn’t come. She could see the internal tally: the debts, the bruises, the nights spent awake staring at the ceiling, the knowledge that there was nothing left to pawn but themselves. He blinked, swallowed, and finally nodded. It was the most honest thing he’d done in months.

He opened the door, the cold morning air knifing into the hallway. Sarah watched the line of his back, the awkward way he hunched in on himself, as if shrinking might make him invisible. He stepped out and eased the door shut behind him, careful not to let the latch catch too loudly.

Sarah waited in the kitchen, listening to his footsteps fade down the stairs, out into the street. She couldn’t move right away. Her body felt leaden and foreign, as though she’d borrowed someone else’s skin for the night and now had to find a way to live in it. Only the faint imprint of the business card on the table—and the ghost of Jake’s presence—reminded her that the world had not actually stopped spinning.

Instead she headed to her room. Throwing off the clothes that reminded her of the last 24 hours. She turned on the shower and stared at her naked self in the mirror. Seeing scars and bite marks and dried cum. Each giving her flashbacks of what they did to her body. She wants to hate herself. But the fact is...she enjoyed it. She loved the big cocks sending her to places she had never dreamed of, but should she have liked it? Is it wrong? She steps into the shower and explores and cleans her body.

She should have hated it. That was the script, wasn’t it? To go cold with rage, to despise every minute, to endure and then to forget. But the truth, the unkillable truth that sprouted inside her like an invasive weed, was that sometimes she had liked it. Not the humiliation, not the moment of being owned—but the physicality, the heat and friction and the delirious, animal pleasure that came with it. Their cocks, thick and insistent, rearranging her insides, stretching her open, filling her in ways Jake never could. The taste of their precum on her tongue, the salt and musk and urgency. The way her own body betrayed her—how she got wet, how she came, sometimes twice in a row, how her thighs trembled after and her hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

She turned the kettle on. She sat at the table, tracing the edge of the card with one fingernail, feeling the warmth creep back into her limbs. She knew there would be no clean break, no reset, no simple return to the way things were.

Sarah hadn’t really wanted the coffee. She left the kettle boiling and stumbled down the hallway, her limbs numb and trembling as if she’d run a marathon in her sleep. The bathroom door closed behind her with a soft snick, and she braced her hands on the edge of the sink, trying to steady her breathing. In the mirror, she barely recognised herself—the pallor of her skin, the hair matted in wild, greasy whorls, the eyes gone flat and watery, ringed in a sick bruise of purple. 

For a while, Sarah had tricked herself into believing the heat inside her was a matter of anger. That the filthy ache and the feverish cravings were some convoluted response to Jake’s failure. The mind’s way of getting even when the usual routes for vengeance were closed. She’d told herself, yes, it was payback—she’d take what pleasure she could, even if it was from the hands of men who treated her as nothing more than a chip tossed onto the table. At first, that sufficed. The violence of their bodies, the way they’d made her come like she was being punished for a crime she’d never committed—it was all for Jake to see, to suffer over, to gnaw on for the rest of his worthless life.

But the more she replayed the scenes, the less Jake figured into them. His name faded from the script, smudged out by the sweat and spit and urgency of other hands and voices, until he was nothing but a ghost, drifting around the edges, watching uselessly as she shed every last ounce of loyalty. The shame was real—she’d felt the bottomless cold of it in the shower, the horrid little shivers that started in her scalp and sunk all the way down to her feet. But alongside it, like a splinter she couldn’t dig out, was something much harder to name.

She’d wanted to hate them, those men. She’d wanted to think of herself as a thing broken and tossed aside, a martyr for Jake’s stupidity. But when she closed her eyes and let the memories roll, what she felt wasn’t suffering so much as hunger. Not the sort of hunger that left scratches on her skin and bruises on her thighs—that was only the symptom. The real appetite was deeper, a snarl in her bones, a low voltage that hummed under her skin even now, alone and awake and smelling of soap and regret.

It would have been easier if the story ended with her loving Jake less. If the men were just monsters and she their ruined prize. But the truth was worse: after a while, she stopped thinking about Jake altogether. The men had called her names she’d never heard from Jake, names that burned and lingered, and in the echo of them she’d found not humiliation, but an identity. She’d been fucked so hard she screamed herself hoarse, and not once had any of them lied to her about what she was or what she was there for. In a way, it was the first real honesty she’d experienced in years.

She wrapped the towel tighter and sat there, water still dripping from her hair. She thought about the men—how they’d smell, how their eyes would sweep her up and down, the way they’d strip her naked with a kind of
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