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Disclaimer

This is not a conventional story.

The present work is a work of fiction. It is intended exclusively for people over 18 years of age. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, organizations, events, or situations is purely coincidental.

All characters participating in this story are of legal age within the narrative context.

This novel contains literary representations of emotionally intense situations, psychological conflicts, power dynamics, and scenes of explicit and extreme violence and crudeness.

These elements are part of the narrative development and do not constitute promotion, justification, or apology for inappropriate behavior in real life.

The content may be sensitive for some readers. Discretion is advised.

The author and the publisher do not encourage or endorse illegal, coercive, or harmful behaviors outside the fictional context of the work. Therefore, they assume no responsibility for any damages, psychological trauma, or any adverse event that may result from reading this book.

For comments, inquiries, or clarifications related to the content, you may contact us via the following email: bibliotecakeewvic@gmail.com
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Chapter 1: The Irresistible Offer
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My name is Samantha and I just turned twenty-two. University graduation is already behind me like a blurry dream, and now all that remains are the debts piling up in my account every month. My mom and my two little brothers depend on me ever since Dad left. The apartment I live in is small, with cracked walls and a kitchen that barely fits in a corner. It’s on the outskirts, far from the hustle, where rent is cheaper but the commute to work feels endless.

Every morning I wake up with the same weight on my chest. The light coming through the broken window illuminates the pile of bank letters. I look at them for a second and hide them under the mattress. I don’t want them reminding me what I owe. My family waits for my weekly call, that voice pretending everything is fine. I tell them I’m saving, that soon everything will change. The lie tastes bitter on my tongue.

The waitress job at the fast-food restaurant eats up my hours. I serve greasy burgers and sodas that spill over sticky tables. Customers shout orders, shifts run longer than agreed, and the paycheck barely covers rent and a bit of food. My hands always smell of frying oil, and my feet hurt at the end of the day as if I’d walked miles.

That afternoon, after a double shift, I got home to the apartment with my body exhausted. I kicked off my shoes and dropped onto the old couch. The local newspaper was on the table, wrinkled from use. I opened it without much hope, looking for something better than this life of dirty dishes and miserable tips. My eyes scanned the columns until a phrase jumped out like a promise.

“Staff needed for luxury product packaging. No experience necessary. Exorbitant salary. Flexible schedule with plenty of free time.”

I read the ad three times. The phone number was short, easy to remember, almost too simple. My mind started racing. With that money I could pay off the debts, send more to my mom, and stop counting every coin. Desperation pushed me. I didn’t think about how strange the text was or why no one else had taken it. I only saw the way out.

I dialed the number with trembling fingers. The phone rang once, twice, and a female voice answered. It was sweet, like warm honey, with a tone that invited trust.

“Good afternoon, thank you for calling. How can I help you?”

I explained I was calling about the newspaper ad. She listened in silence and then let out a soft laugh.

“Perfect, dear. We’re exactly looking for girls like you—young and eager to start. The interview is tomorrow at ten sharp. Here’s the address.”

I wrote down the details on an old piece of paper. The building was downtown, a place that sounded elegant and professional. I asked if I needed to bring anything special, résumé or documents.

“Nothing like that,” she replied with the same warmth. “Just come clean and with a good attitude. We’ll handle the rest.”

I hung up and stared at the wall. My heart was pounding hard and fast, filled with a hope I hadn’t felt since university. I imagined the paycheck arriving every month, the debts disappearing, my mom smiling on the phone without worries. I could study something else, maybe write like I’d always dreamed. The apartment felt less dark, less small.

I made myself instant coffee and sat on the bed. The day’s exhaustion was still there, but now I had a reason to ignore it. I remembered the nights of studying, the tears when I failed an exam because I’d worked late. All of that would end. Tomorrow I’d walk into that building and walk out with a different future.

Night fell quickly. I showered with lukewarm water that barely got hot and put on the modest dress I kept for important occasions. I’d bought it secondhand, but it looked decent. I hung it on the door so it wouldn’t wrinkle. My mind kept turning over the ad. Luxury packaging, flexible hours, free time. It sounded too good, but the need erased the doubts.

I went to bed early, though sleep took a while to come. I thought about my brothers, how I’d tell them they’d soon have new clothes and decent food. I thought about myself, about the Samantha who wanted to be a journalist and now only served tables. Tomorrow everything would change. I closed my eyes with that idea stuck in my chest.

When I woke up, the dawn light came in weakly. I dressed carefully, combed my long hair and tied it in a neat ponytail. My stomach growled from nerves and a little hunger. I took a bus that dropped me near downtown. I walked the remaining blocks with firm steps, even though my legs trembled inside.

The building appeared before me, tall with a glass façade. It looked expensive, modern. I entered the lobby and a receptionist pointed me to the waiting room. There were other girls there, fifteen or more, all my age or a little younger. We looked at each other with nervous smiles. Some chatted quietly about the same things I was thinking: debts, families, the promise of a salary that would change everything.

I sat in a white, cold chair. The air conditioning hummed softly. Minutes passed and the tiredness started weighing on my eyelids. I hadn’t slept well the night before. One of the girls yawned and another rubbed her eyes. The receptionist appeared with a tray of coffees.

“To keep you awake,” she said with a flat smile.

I took a cup. The liquid was hot and sweet. I drank it slowly, feeling the warmth slide down my throat. My mind stayed on the ad, on the sweet voice on the phone. Soon I’d be packaging expensive products, earning more than any boss I’d ever known. I’d have time for myself, to rest, to dream again.

Hope grew inside me like a small but steady flame. I looked at the other girls and saw the same shine in their eyes. We had all come here for the same reason. Tomorrow, I thought, everything would be different. Tomorrow my new life would begin.

The clock in the room read ten thirty. We still hadn’t been called, but it didn’t matter. I had a plan, a number in my pocket, and a call that had changed the course of my days. The weight of the debts felt lighter. My family depended on me, and for the first time in months I felt I could carry that burden without breaking.

I closed my eyes for a second, just to rest my sight. The coffee had calmed me a bit. The room was silent, broken only by soft breathing. Everything seemed to fit. The ad, the call, this place. My heart kept beating with that mix of fear and excitement that precedes big changes.

Yes, tomorrow everything would be different. I felt it in every beat. The Samantha who served tables would stay behind. The new version of me was about to be born.
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Chapter 2: The Awakening
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I woke up with a jolt, as if someone had ripped me from sleep with punches. The headache was a hammer pounding right behind my eyes. I tried to bring my hands to my temples, but I couldn’t. Something held my wrists tightly, cutting the skin every time I moved my arms. The same with my ankles. I was tied, immobilized on a flat, hard, freezing surface. Metal, maybe rough wood. The cold seeped through my clothes and reached my bones.

The darkness was so thick that at first I thought I was still asleep, that this was part of a nightmare that wouldn’t end. I blinked several times, hoping my eyes would adjust, but I only managed to make out thin lines of light slipping through narrow slits in what seemed to be walls. Weak, yellowish stripes that trembled with every movement of the vehicle. Because it was moving. A constant, rhythmic rattling made me bounce against the floor. Sudden brakes that threw me forward, accelerations that pushed me back. A truck. It had to be a truck.

Panic came in waves. First cold in my stomach, then heat rising through my chest to my throat. I tried to scream, but my mouth was dry, my tongue stuck to the roof. Only a hoarse moan came out, lost in the engine noise. I breathed deeply, trying to calm myself, and the air smelled of diesel, old sweat, and something metallic I didn’t want to identify.

How
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