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Please note this book may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​Camera Shy Blurb


[image: ]




Kreed ‘Link’ Winston

I’ve lived my life always wanting to find the woman of my dreams. Someone who could handle my shit, love the club, and understand my devotion for the men in the club. What I find is someone who’s been damaged. She’s scared of everything around her and carries the weight of her past daily. The second I see her, I know I’ve found my girl. The woman who will be my ol’ lady and wife. 

Annistyn gets the help she needs and leaves my world. Our time apart doesn’t change how I feel about her and what I want. Everyone I know loves her and only wants the best for her. Especially one person who has taken on a fatherly role in her life. When she comes back, I make the biggest mistake of my life. Will it cost me my future with the only woman who owns my heart? 

Annistyn Connors

My life has been nothing but pain and torment. From a young age I’m forced into being a servant and abused on a regular basis. I’m isolated and not allowed to live the life of a normal child. My days are filled with abuse, fear, and pain like I’ve never experienced before. They break me in ways I never dreamed possible. 

I find my savior in the worst place. He changes my life like I knew he would. The only question I have is whether or not I’m strong enough to remain at his side. He needs a strong woman who doesn’t cower in every situation and I don’t feel as if I’ll ever become even a fraction of that person. During my road of recovery, I make several shocking discoveries and find myself. I put all of the shattered pieces back together. When mistakes are made, will I be able to forgive them or walk away for good?
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Annistyn

FREEZING. DAMP. LOUD. I’m surrounded by so much chaos I can’t get away from no matter how hard I try to sink into the depths of my mind. My hands are chained above my head, the circulation in my wrists cut off and both of my shoulders are on fire from the pain. There isn’t an inch of my body that hasn’t had some kind of damage inflicted. I’ve got scars on top of scars from everyone that’s ever been in my life with the exception of my parents. My clothing hangs off me in a tattered mess and it’s soaked with blood—fresh and dried from the various beatings I’ve received over the last week since I was sold to these demonic assholes. I can barely see because my eyes are so swollen. The dizziness I feel is from lack of food and water and the pain filling me. If I thought I was in hell when I lived with my aunt and uncle, it’s nothing compared to what I’m going through now. I’ve been dropped in the pits of hell and there’s no one to save me before I’m sold off to the highest bidder and taken to the next cage that will hold me captive. 

When my aunt and uncle sold me to these devils, I was blindfolded and a hood was placed over my head. I never got a look at the idiots who took me. All I know is there were at least four of them who beat and dragged me from the only form of hell I’d known at that point in my life. Nineteen years of being locked in a cage and used as a servant. I was thrown in a vehicle, my body landing on top of another person who screamed so loud I’m surprised my ear drum didn’t rupture. They drove for hours until they finally stopped and we were hauled inside a building. I don’t know anything about where I’m being held with the exception of the room I’m currently locked inside. It’s dark as hell in here and I only know what the room looks like because of the split seconds of light when the door is opened as the men come in for our next round of torture. Some of the girls who refuse to comply or choose to fight back are being drugged. I won’t allow that to happen to me. I’m used to being beaten so my body can take the pain. 

The walls of the room are cement with only a small window to let light in during the day. Not that it does because of the grime covering it in the places the black spray paint doesn’t cover. Even the floor is cement. There’s a draft coming in through the cracks in the walls along with a steady drip of water that pools on the floor in various locations where it doesn’t run down the uneven surface. One of those puddles is in the cage I’m being held in. Screams fill the room, echoing off the walls of the entire building it seems, and others we can hear when the door has been opened. They’re loud, full of pain and fear, and ones I know well because I used to scream like that. It’s the sound of someone being completely ravaged and a gut wrenching desperation for it all to stop. Those are the individuals being held here who are wishing for the end. I learned long ago wishing for death does absolutely nothing. It never comes and gives a person the reprieve they’re desperate for. In this building, we’re all locked in our own despair and I know there won’t ever be relief from the pain and torment we suffer daily. 

I have no concept of time at this point. The only reason I believe I’ve been here a week is because one of the women in the room with me is marking a tally on the wall just outside her cage. She’s still strong and hasn’t been broken through years of abuse and being told she’s completely useless and worthless. I hardly remember the times my life was filled with love and I was consistently told how much I mattered and what wonderful and amazing things I was going to do when I grew up. This woman still has that hope filling her. The smallest part of me wishes I were like her and still knew what hope felt like. Though, the largest part of me knows already the men watching over us will enjoy breaking her completely until she’s nothing more than a shell of her former self. That’s how I’ve lived for eighteen years now. It took my aunt and uncle exactly a year to break me completely. 

There are no more tears left to cry as I lay curled in the cage on the cold, wet, rough floor. My body has cuts on it from the floor and have nothing to do with the beatings I receive daily. The cracks serve as one more weapon for these assholes to use against us and they have no clue. I’ve got a metal collar around my neck that has been cutting into my skin since the day they put it on me when I got locked in the cage. Even when I’m in the cage, there’s a shackle wrapped around my ankle and the broken edges have cut into my skin making it bleed. Earlier today I was whipped because I had the audacity to look at one of the captors watching over us. I didn’t make eye contact, but I still got punished. Yesterday, I was beaten with a small baton like cops carry with them. Every single day there’s a new weapon they use to keep us broken and under their control. 

Today, things are different. We’ve all been moved to a stage of sorts. There are approximately twenty to thirty of us on the large stage that takes up the center of the room. The room we’re now in is large and has so many chairs set up around us I can’t even begin to count them. Those of us who are able to, have been chained up with our hands above our heads. I’m one of those unlucky people. The second the asshole who chained me up let go, my shoulders dislocated and I had to bite my lip to stop myself from screaming out in pain. I’ve given my aunt and uncle enough enjoyment from hearing my screams and I won’t allow another person to ever enjoy hearing me in pain. If I had tears left to cry, they wouldn’t get those either. Now, I’m essentially mute and have forgotten what my voice even sounds like. There’s a three foot radius around me before more girls are chained up. They don’t want us too close to one another. 

As the men walk around with guns in their hands, there’s a level of excitement from them I haven’t seen before. It charges the air around us and only fills me with a level of fear I thought I was incapable of feeling any longer. These monsters took great pleasure in talking about the auction that I’m guessing will take place today in front of us. Of how they wanted the buyers to see us beaten and used up. Personally, more of my skin is exposed than what’s being covered at this point. The bra I was wearing has been ripped from my body and the shirt covering my chest is literally being held together by thin threads in a few places. My pants disappeared the first day I was here and my panties barely cover anything with the rips that have been made while I was in the cage being tortured. I’m definitely on display for the world to see like everyone else around me. 

I hang my head as the excitement level continues to build and anticipation fills the room through the open doors where I can hear multiple conversations being held at once. Everything sounds distorted as if I’m hearing it from under water. These must be the buyers waiting to enter the large room we’re in. From what I heard, they’ll be given time to check out each of us to make their decisions about who they want to bid on. If I’ve learned anything over the years of being with my aunt and uncle, it’s to pay attention to everything around me. Watching what the people are doing and how they act so I can determine if they’re going to hurt me or avoid me altogether. Listening to any conversation I might be able to hear so I can figure out what’s going on around me. It didn’t work out so well in the end for me considering I never once realized I was going to be sold off to the highest bidder after being taken by traffickers.

Looking up through my lashes, I find the man I believe is in charge circling us. He’s always the one yelling at us and directing the other men in whatever punishment they try each day we’ve been here. 

“Groups of ten men will be entering the room in a minute. You’re all to remain silent, don’t move, and don’t bother trying to stop them from reaching out and touching any part of you they choose,” he growls out, anger filling his voice letting me know we’ll be punished in front of everyone if we disobey his orders. “You’re all heading to new homes today and I can’t wait to be rid of you.” 

My eyes land on the floor once more because that’s where I always look. I don’t believe there’s been a time in my life where I’ve actually looked at someone after the death of my parents. As a toddler I was taught to never look at anyone. Especially in the face or eyes. It earned a swift and painful punishment. Looking at my uncle one morning when I was five years old is also the reason I ended up with a broken arm. It hurt so bad and they never took me to the hospital or doctor for it to heal properly. Most days, especially when it’s cold outside, my arm throbs from the damage that’s been inflicted on it over the years. One more reminder of why I have to watch the ground and nothing else if I’m not alone. 

The first group of men are led into the room. They immediately walk up on the stage and begin to circle each one of us. One man reaches out and runs his hand up and down the side of my body. I want to cringe and pull away from his rough fingers, but I can’t. My body is locked in place and no matter how many times I internally command myself to move, I don’t. It’s as if I’ve been taken over by someone else and they’re in full control of me. 

“Yeah, I think I’ll definitely be bidding on you tonight. You’d make a really good pet,” he sneers, his voice making me shiver in disgust and fear. 

Words and a scream get locked in my throat and I know I won’t last long if I end up going home with this monster. His eyes are completely empty as if he doesn’t have a soul. I’ve read in a book that the eyes are the windows to a person’s soul and I’ve always believed in that. That’s why this guy scares me so much. I’ve only ever seen a person with empty eyes once before in my life. My uncle never had any emotion or anything in his eyes when he looked at or was beating on me. When he was yelling, there still wasn’t any emotion and he’s the biggest monster I ever faced until today. 

The group that was just circling me moves on to the next girl and repeats the process all over again. A second group of men are led in the room and this time my attention is captured from the very second the man in the lead steps on the stage. He’s taller than I am with a lean build. His light brown hair has streaks of blond in it. The group are all dressed in suits and carry themselves with absolute confidence as they seem to make a beeline for me. When the lead guy steps up in front of me, I can’t take my eyes off of him. Despite hearing footsteps approaching from behind me. I stare into hazel eyes that look almost blue in the bright lights above us. That’s when the guy makes his move and places a finger under my chin as if he’s holding my head up so I’m not staring at the floor at our feet. 

“We’ll do our best to get you out of here,” he says, his voice is smooth as the whiskey my uncle drank daily as it washes over me and I shiver with feelings I’ve never experienced before in my life. 

Every single day with my aunt and uncle was the same. I’d wake up before the sun and start the outside chores. Those had to be completed before I made my way inside to make breakfast and pack my uncle’s lunch for work. The second they were done eating whatever large meal I prepared for them, my uncle would leave for his job while my aunt spent the day with whoever she chose. Neither one of them stayed home for very long which worked out well for me most days. After cleaning the kitchen from cooking and washing their dishes by hand despite them having a dishwasher, I’d move through each room of the house cleaning and ensuring there wasn’t a speck of dirt left behind. The only room I was never allowed in was their bedroom. They left their laundry out in the hallway for me to do and then I’d leave it in the basket directly outside their door when it was done each day. 

The only time I ever had to myself was if I managed to get all of the chores done before I had to start cooking dinner for them. Those were the times I spent outside if it was nice out. I stayed in the barn all year round regardless of how hot or cold it was. There was no heat and the only window was painted shut. I never got any relief from the elements and no one cared. Anyway, I found an old digital camera in the barn buried in a trunk of things that belonged to my mom. Without deleting the few pictures of her and my dad from the memory card, I used that camera every single day. It didn’t matter what I was taking pictures of, I simply fell in love with it from the second the camera was in my hands. The only other escape I had was reading books my mom had in the same trunk. Thankfully I didn’t find those until I was a little older because some of those chapters are a little descriptive and filled my head with images I didn’t understand. Now, I don’t have either one of those escapes. Well, I’ll have my camera once the small bag of my things is returned to me. Something I overheard the guards talking about a day or two ago. 

I don’t let hope fill me from his words like I know most of the other girls will. There’s no point when this is an auction and there’s no guarantee other than the fact that someone will be taking me home with them. I’ll simply be moving from one cage to the next one. How I’m treated all depends on the monster who buys me. My freedom was stripped years ago and I have no clue what I’d even do if I were allowed to make decisions for myself. Or leave whatever building that becomes my cage. Or a prison cell as I sometimes think of it. 

As the group of men leave my side and move on to the next girl, I can’t tear my eyes from the man who touched me. It’s the first time I’ve been touched since I was almost four years old and lost my parents. Other than when I’m being abused, I haven’t felt a kind touch from anyone I’ve come across. At this point, I can’t even tell you how long it’s been because I’ve lost track of how old I am. Without the celebration of birthdays, there was no reason for me to keep track of something so completely unimportant when I was barely managing to get through each day. It’s truly hard to survive when you’re not allowed any food or water. I was given one meal a week and it was the scraps my aunt and uncle tossed me as if an afterthought so I didn’t die in their care. 

While watching the one man, I find his eyes straying toward me every few seconds. I don’t understand why he’d be looking at me for any reason. Confusion fills me as the next group approaches and I’m once again touched by monsters and hear words that make my skin crawl about what will be done to me. For the first time in longer than I can remember, tears threaten to fill my eyes but I force them back because that’s a weakness no one will ever get from me again. I watch as the group of men move to the far wall and circle together as they begin talking in hushed whispers. They gesture with their hands as if they’re making signals to one another and it almost reminds me of an old military show I once caught a few minutes of when I was cleaning inside and my uncle was home. 

Still, hope doesn’t fill me as I try to force every thought and feeling to the stuffed box in my mind of all the trauma I’ve suffered most of my life. Finally, I manage to pull my eyes away from the man as the leader walks closer to me and I realize he’s got a taser in his hand. I don’t want to feel the bite of that again. Today is going to be the day that determines how much longer I live and how beaten I’ll be the day I take my last breath. 
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Kreed

SIX DAMN MONTHS. That’s how long we’ve been working on figuring out a way to get into the auction selling women to the highest bidders. Not many people know that we work to bring down traffickers the second we hear about a new ring. Yes, we realize the second one group gets taken down another one takes its place. The more we can get ahead of the situation and bring down each group, the safer everyone will be. I really never believed we’d find one so close to Glendale. It took time for us to discover this one because everyone is extremely tight-lipped about it and they don’t do anything in Glendale’s borders. Surrounding towns aren’t included, but no one is ever touched in the town we now call home. Anyway, we’ve been investigating and laying the groundwork to infiltrate the ring holding the auction and it’s taken a lot longer than we anticipated. These men keep everyone close and rarely let in anyone new. 

“Who’s takin’ point on this one?” Reckless asks as we sit in church and go over all the information we have. 

“I am. I’ve been the main one diggin’ up information with Master on this ring and the shit I’ve heard I don’t want too many others to learn. Master is the only other one who knows almost as much as I do,” I answer immediately while thinking about the information I’ve gathered while on the streets and in dive bars we have no desire to enter on a regular basis. 

“What do you need?” my best friend asks, looking directly at me so he can judge where my head is. He knows this investigation has taken a toll on me and I haven’t spoken to anyone about it. Reckless is worried but won’t say anything in front of the rest of the club. 

“I need a small team to go to the auction with me. I’ve put it out that I’m in the mafia and lookin’ for a new playthin’. It took until late last night for me to get the invitation to the auction and they’re expectin’ a group of six,” I answer the table as I look around and my eyes land on our newest member, Viper. “Viper, you’re sittin’ this one out. I know you want to go with us, but this one will hit too close to home for you and I’m not puttin’ you through that shit.” 

“I can handle it, Link,” he says, sitting up straighter in his seat and looking directly at me. 

No matter how hard Viper tries, he can’t hide the pain from years of abuse. The women we’ll be seeing have been abused repeatedly in every way possible. While we all know Viper has worked hard and put in the time to heal and even goes to counseling now, there is no way I will put him in a situation where he suffers. Seeing the women at the auction could trigger him and I can’t risk him going off. Viper doesn’t always let his emotions get the better of him, but when they do he strikes fast and hard. There is no warning and it takes several of us to stop him. We’ve only witnessed it twice and this is not a situation for him to test his resolve. 

“We all know you can handle a lot more than when you were first brought into the club, Viper. None of us are questionin’ that. I’ve seen pictures and heard a lot of shit about what we’ll be walkin’ into. One of the rumors is that your stepdad is involved. He’ll get the endin’ he deserves, but it won’t be in the middle of an auction with a ton of witnesses. You will get your justice and it will be however you want it to happen. Please, sit this one out and you can come on the next one. I promise you that as the Vice President of this club,” I tell him, needing him to hear my words and realize I’m doing this to protect him and no other reason than that. “You’ll be able to help once we bring the girls back to the clubhouse. You’ll have a connection with them none of us will be able to make.” 

“You promise I can go next time?” he questions me, hope filling his eyes because he still feels as if he has to prove himself to each of us in the club. Luca, now known as Viper, won’t ever have to prove anything to us for any reason. 

“You have my word.” 

“Viper, I want you on point here at the clubhouse. Anythin’ you think the girls will need, you get it for them and have it ready. No expense spared. Link, you choose the men to go with you and get with them away from the rest of us. This is your plan and we’ll do whatever it takes to support you, but the less we know until everythin’ is over, the better it will be for the club. Did you call this in to anyone?” Reckless asks me, his voice holding that edge of rage each of us gets when it comes to traffickers. 

“I’ve called our contact in the government. They know what we’re doin’ and will be on standby less than five minutes from the location. A team will be in place to round up the fuckers holdin’ the auction while we focus on gettin’ as many girls out as we can. The one thing I will say is some of these girls are young. Not as young as we’ve seen in the past, but still young,” I inform the men sitting around me. “Keep Cali away from the club when we first bring them in. She doesn’t need to see that shit. I know she’ll wanna help, but she needs to wait until Doc has seen them first. The men I’ll choose to go with me are Master because he knows what’s goin’ on, Mad Dog, Priest, Chaos, and Manic. We’ll meet a few minutes after church in my office and go over the plan.”

The men I choose all nod in response before Reckless gets the rest of the meeting under way. When we go to bring down a trafficking ring, we’re not all necessarily involved. In some instances, the entire club will go and take care of business. In some situations, like this one, a small group will go but we’ll be in constant contact with the rest of the guys through comms. Plus, we have support from one of our government contacts closer to the location. This allows the men to be taken into custody before they can scatter and regroup somewhere else. I try to pay attention to what’s being said in church, but it’s hard considering everything I have on my mind right now. The sooner it ends, the better I’ll feel because in less than a week we’ll bring down another group of fuckers who are the lowest form of humans I’ve ever met in my life. 

***
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The day is finally here. My group of men is currently standing outside the building where the auction will be taking place. Most of the men here are single or with one other person. There are only a few small groups as the six of us keep our attention sharp as we take in every detail without making it known that’s what we’re doing. Most of us have a military background and understand how to do recon without being obvious. One of the reasons I chose the group I did. 

As I look toward the doors we’ll enter, they open to reveal a man covered in black from head-to-toe. He’s even wearing a black mask covering every inch of his face and hair. They aren’t risking any small details about themselves to be known to anyone. No skin is showing anywhere on their body. The only thing about this asshole I can tell is he walks with a slight limp. Most people probably wouldn’t notice it, but I do. There’s the smallest hesitation when he steps forward with his right leg that’s not there with the left. I make a mental note as he steps out and two other men flank him as the door closes firmly behind them. 

“In a minute we’ll start taking in small groups of men to get their first look at the merchandise and decide what they want to bid on. Feel free to touch, examine, and talk to the merchandise as you complete your inspection. You will have a minute with each item before needing to move on to the next one. We only have a limited amount of time and a large group of you here today,” the man says, definitely using a voice changer so we can’t hear his normal tone. This group is smarter than most of the others we’ve taken down in the past. 

The air around us begins to hum with a level of excitement that turns my stomach and makes me want to throw up. I can’t even classify anyone here as a man because they’re vile monsters preying on the weak and buying another human for their own selfish reasons. I want to take my gun and blow a hole through each and every single one of them. Rid the world of the scum surrounding us and I can tell I’m not the only one. Each man with me is trigger happy and physically restraining themselves as their fingers twitch and disgust fills their eyes. 

Whoever came outside takes the first group of men in the building while the rest of us continue to wait. Based on our position in line, we’ll be the next group in. While I want to figure out the best course of action to take once we’re inside the building, a large part of me is hesitant because I know my life is about to change forever. I’m not sure how it will change, but a deep feeling in my soul is telling me nothing will ever be the same after I enter the doors in front of me. 

“Next group,” a different man calls out, opening the door enough for each of us to walk through while remaining watching everyone still waiting. 

I lead the group I’m with inside and am immediately hit with an overwhelming stench of urine, body odor, and blood. The room we’re led into is dimly lit even though the women on stage are narrowing their eyes as if the light physically pains them. Most of them have their eyes barely open because they’re so swollen. I look around the stage to find every single girl wearing almost nothing. The clothes that are covering their bodies are torn, filled with holes, and barely covering anything. I see more skin than anything else. My attention is drawn to one particular woman and I change my direction to head for her without hesitation. 

This girl has long dark hair. It goes down to her waist from what I can tell. Most of it’s matted and a knotted mess. Her pale skin is covered in grime, bruises, cuts, and scars from all the abuse she’s suffered through. At one point, I’m sure she was wearing regular clothes, now the shirt hanging off of her has been ripped multiple times. Her eyes are filled with pain she can’t hide or disguise as something else. There’s a gash in her forehead that’s partially hidden by her hair as she stares at me. Fighting the pain in her eyes is fear. It’s a look I’ve witnessed countless times over the years when we were in the military. One I’ve seen my own mother wear the rare times I would scare her with my actions. Or when she would remember the life she lived with my sperm donor. Luca also used to have the same look in his eyes when we first brought him to the clubhouse. This girl has lived a life filled with trauma and doesn’t know any other way to live. 

I can’t pull my eyes from her as I notice one of the men leading this shit heading our way. I’m guessing the girls were told not to look at anyone and the woman in front of me hasn’t been able to look away since she first noticed me. To ensure nothing happens to her, I lift my hand slowly and place a finger under her chin as if I’m holding her head so she’s looking at me and not at the floor between the two of us. 

“We’ll do our best to get you out of here,” I tell her, the hint of promise filling my voice and I wait for hope to replace the fear in her eyes. It doesn’t. 

The eyes of the girl in front of me don’t change at all. I really thought she’d feel hope from my words. With a few seconds staring in her eyes, I know this girl has lost all hope. She’s been so tormented and beaten down for so long she refuses to allow herself to feel any hope at all. I’ve only seen that happen in a few cases. This girl should be filled with hope every day of her life. 

With no other choice, I lead the group of guys with me to the next girl and repeat the disgusting process all over again. Each time I meet with a new girl, I tell her that we’ll do our absolute best to get her out of this pit. Only a few of them feel anything as hope fills their desolate eyes. However, I can’t keep my attention from the girl I first met. Every single time I look in her direction, her eyes are on me. For the first time in my life, I’m hit with the overwhelming feeling to protect someone other than my mom, close friends, and the club. Without trying, this girl has reached in and latched onto my heart and her soul has attached to mine. I know deep down she’s my soulmate and if I want to make this work with her, it’s going to take a lot of time, patience, and healing. I will do whatever it takes to ensure this girl heals from her trauma and lives a full life filled with happiness and that all of her dreams are fulfilled. 

After making the rounds through all the women and girls on stage, the guys and I head for a spot away from everyone else so we can talk and try to come up with some kind of game plan moving forward. Once I’m sure we’re not going to be overheard, I turn toward Master. 

“This is so much fuckin’ worse than what I originally thought,” I say in a whisper using hand gestures as we’ve done since our time in the military. 

“I agree. Everyone is doin’ good controllin’ themselves though,” he returns looking at the men with us. 

For the next few minutes, we use hand gestures only to communicate our intentions and how many girls we believe we’ll walk out of here with. While I would love to bring every single one of them with us, it’s not the reality we live in. We’ve only got a certain amount of money with us to spend and I plan on using every single penny buying as many girls as possible. Just to ensure they’re free, can get to therapy, and reunite with any family members they have left. If that’s what they choose to do. If we can create enough chaos when the other teams burst in, then we’ll simply take as many girls with us as possible. I don’t give a fuck about the monsters here who might buy them. All I know is they’ll be coming with us and become free once again. 

“If you’ll all take your seats, the auction is about to begin,” the original man says, his voice amplified with the voice changer as men scramble from the stage or the groups they were talking to and find seats. 

My team remains against the wall. We’re still in sight of the auctioneer and will be able to bid against anyone else trying to get a girl away from us. The second everyone is seated and the room quiets down enough to hear the whimpers and almost silent cries of the girls on stage, the auctioneer begins to do their job. I bid on every single girl. However, it’s not until the dark haired beauty gets brought up that I truly fight with every single beat of my heart. I plan on spending my own money on this one and nothing club-related because this is personal for me. I win the bid and hear several men grumble in agitation because they didn’t beat me. 

“She’s mine,” I whisper so only Master hears me as he’s pretending to be my right-hand man. 

“Got it. I’ll let everyone know before we leave here. Not many left and we’ve gotten lucky enough to win on four of them so far. The team is ready and waitin’ on our signal. As soon as the last girl is closed on, they’ll burst in and do their part,” Master informs me as the next round of bidding starts. 

We manage to win a few more bids much to the disgust of the men in the room with us. Some of them are glaring in our direction while others aren’t bothered by anything. Personally, I think they’re just here because they have nothing better to do but not the funds required to spend at this auction. Master makes his way over to pay for our bids just as the team we’ve had on standby bursts in the room. Complete chaos ensues as I rush toward the stage followed by the guys. We all work as quickly as possible to free the girls. Most of them scream out in pain when we release them and I know their recovery is going to be a very long road. I don’t move from the girl I’ve been staring at as I release her from her shackles and pull her into my arms. The only reason she doesn’t fight me is because the second she’s released, the girl passes out against me.

“Let’s get the fuck outta here!” I call to my guys as I look to find several girls with them. 

We all rush out of the building and head for the van and SUV we brought with us. I don’t let my girl out of my arms or sight as I bring her into the SUV with us and lay her down in the third row while I place her head in my lap. The second everyone else is loaded up between the two vehicles, we’re out of there. Master drives the SUV while Mad Dog drives the van. We don’t stop or slow down for any reason. My contact will get in touch with me once everything has settled and they know what’s going on without the chaos. The club can then move forward and track down anyone who might have gotten left behind. 
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Annistyn

Four months later

WHEN I FIRST came into the Feral Dragon clubhouse, I had no clue what to expect. Especially once I saw all of the large men filling what they call the common room. I was hurt, terrified, and clinging onto a man I’d just met—Kreed. Though the men of the club call him Link. The rest of the men who were with Kreed at the auction were shielding the rest of the girls and women who were saved with me. I couldn’t focus on them at that point in time though. My only concern was protecting myself as selfish as that sounds. We were in another new location and had no clue what was about to happen to any of us. Until I knew for sure what was going on, I couldn’t pay attention to anyone else. One of the many lessons I’ve learned over the years. Kreed led me to a room in the back that was full of medical supplies and a kind, older man they called Doc. He’s a member of the club and was softspoken. I was immediately put at ease as he examined me and treated all of the wounds I had. For the first time in years, I was being taken care of and it felt like a dream. 

Doc was the first person I told my name to. I’m honestly surprised I remember it’s Annistyn and not one of the vile names my aunt and uncle called me so often over the years. They were horrible names no one should ever be called for any reason. Several times when I was at my weakest, I could barely remember the name my parents gave me when I was born. It was only when my aunt would scream it for one reason that I remembered. I allowed Doc to tell Kreed my name and he didn’t share it until I gave him the approval to share it with Reckless, Cali, their children, and Luca. Everyone else kind of heard it for one reason or another and it became known around the clubhouse. 

It took a while for me to physically heal from the various wounds I was given between my aunt and uncle’s house and the jerks who had us for the auction. There were various cuts and scrapes on my body, old wounds that never got the chance to heal properly, and the wounds from the collar around my neck and the shackles on my ankles. What truly hurt was when they had to put my shoulders back into place. I don’t think I’ve ever screamed so loud in my entire life. Kreed continuously apologized for causing me more pain while Doc looked on with sad, knowing eyes. I’m guessing this isn’t the first time he’s had to do something like that. Doc tried to give me medicine to combat the pain I’d be in, but I refused. Being in a new location, I couldn’t afford to slow down or not have a clear head at all times. Since I’m so used to being in pain, it was nothing new for me and I’d suffer through like I always do. 

Kreed managed to get the collar and shackles off of me while we were on the road. They came prepared for anything and had the tools required to cut the offending metal from my body. When he saw the damage left behind, I felt his body tense even more than it already was and saw the rage filling his eyes. I cowered from him in the corner of the seat the best I could since he had me laying down and was kneeling in front of me. When I first woke up, I was in his lap, but quickly scrambled off of him as soon as my eyes were open. Kreed didn’t force the issue and remained as far away from me as possible while I gathered myself and tried to figure out what was going on. 

Kreed has been by my side since the day he saved me and brought me here with him. Out of all the girls they saved that fateful day, only two of us remain here in the clubhouse. The other girl, Laurie, works behind the bar with the Prospects of the club. She’s just as shy and timid as I am but does her job and keeps her head down. I’ve met his best friends, Reckless and Cali, along with their kids. I’ve always loved kids but I don’t go out of my way here to interact with them. They aren’t related to me and I don’t know Reckless or Cali well enough to interact with their children the way I watch Kreed with them. 

We all share meals at the end of the day and that’s the only time I eat. It’s typically a large meal I eat bites of before I’m full. During the day when I’m resting or at the clubhouse alone, I don’t eat anything because I don’t trust that I won’t get in trouble for touching things that aren’t mine. Kreed has talked to me about this several times and some of the girls who remain at the clubhouse during the day have also tried to get me to eat, but I refuse. In my mind, it’s all a trap and the safety I’ve experienced feeling so far is nothing more than a charade to get me to lower my guard. 

Over the last four months, I’ve gotten myself into a routine that works for me. Since I tend to have problems sleeping at night, that’s when I sneak out of the room right next to Kreed’s and make my way down to the common room of the clubhouse. Gathering all of the cleaning supplies, I go through the kitchen first and clean everything from top to bottom. If I have the energy, I’ll usually start something for breakfast before the club members start waking up to start their day. I’ve learned how they prefer their coffee made so they can grab mugs of it on their way to grab breakfast before heading to work for the day. The girls who are supposed to cook always thank me when I start meals for them. 

After I’m done in the kitchen, I usually clean the common room and bar. It’s easier to clean in there and takes less time than the kitchen. This is the time I allow myself to slow down because when I do a lot too fast, I tend to get dizzy, start feeling as if I’m overheating, and I get a headache. It feels as if I’ve run a million miles when all I’m doing is cleaning a few rooms. I simply don’t have the strength or energy to get through each room all at one time like everyone else. Kreed is the only one who has caught me sitting down once I’ve started cleaning and he hasn’t said a single word in anger to me about it. If I were at my aunt and uncle’s I’d not only be screamed at, but I’d be beaten for lingering in their house or trying to get out of doing my work. 

Today’s been a rough day. One of the worst in a long time. I’ve been without food and water for almost four days now because I supposedly broke one of my aunt’s cups. My uncle is the one who actually broke the cup and blamed it on me. That was before he beat me for breaking their things and lying about it. I guess it’s better for my aunt to be mad at me instead of mad at her husband. So, she sat there with a smile on her face as my uncle beat the hell out of me with his belt and cut into my arms with shards from the broken cup. My uncle cut me deeper than normal and refused to allow me to clean and care for the wounds he inflicted so it only led to me having to clean a larger mess until I stopped bleeding all over the place. 

I have no energy and with each step I take, the feeling of blacking out washes over me. Still, I have to clean the house, get the laundry washed, dried, folded, and put away, make dinner, and do all of the outside chores no one here wants to do. My uncle left late last night for some trip he claims is business but last I knew, he didn’t work. All he does is lose money at the casino and then take the anger out on me. He’s woken me up in the middle of the night more than once to beat because he lost way more money than he originally anticipated. It was one of the times when he almost lost the house that had been in my aunt’s family for several generations. 

As I clean the kitchen after starting a roast in the crockpot, my vision starts to turn hazy and the dizziness is overwhelming. I have to grab onto one of the chairs at the table just to stop myself from falling to the floor. That’s how my uncle finds me when he stumbles into the house already drunk first thing in the morning. 

“You lazy piece of shit!” he screams at me while undoing his belt and wobbling in my direction. “How dare you think you can take a break from your chores when this place is completely destroyed!” 

“I’ve been cleaning, Uncle,” I plead, my voice a broken whisper as he makes his way over to me. 

I rarely speak and now my voice only comes out in a whisper. Since no one ever bothers to ask me a question or have a conversation with me, my voice has simply vanished over the years. It takes a lot for me to say anything and when I do my words come out broken. At this point, I don’t remember what my voice ever sounded like when my parents were alive and I talked and laughed all the time. Those moments remain only in my memory when I allow myself to remember what life was like before the tragedy changed my life forever. Most of the memories are hazy and disjointed because I was so young.

“Doesn’t look it to me. There’s dishes in the sink, the newspaper on the table, and clothes in the living room that have to be washed. Did you even feed the animals yet? Or are you trying to get out of all your work?” he questions me as his belt cuts into the skin of my back for the first time. “You’re a lazy bitch and I’ll beat some work ethic into you if it’s the last thing I do!” 

My uncle is referring to the dishes I just used to start the roast and breakfast from this morning. My uncle knows I never wash them the second I’m done cooking because they’re way too hot for them to be washed. I always wait for them to cool down before starting to work on them. This has been the way I’ve done things for as long as I can remember and no one has ever complained before. Today must be a horrible day for my uncle and he probably lost a ton of money at the casino. 

The beating lasted forever until my uncle finally got tired and I collapsed to the floor at his feet. If I thought I was dizzy before, it’s nothing compared to what I’m feeling now. My vision is fading to nothing as he kicks me in the stomach and makes his way into the living room. He’ll stay there until he passes out and I have to clean around him. I’ll get in trouble for that too because it wasn’t done before he sat down. Problems to worry about as I try to fight against the overwhelming pain and need to sink into the bleak nothingness calling me like an old friend. 

After finally winning the struggle, I pull myself back up to my feet and continue cleaning the house and getting the laundry done. It takes a lot longer than normal and my aunt comes home before I’m done. Thankfully, my uncle doesn’t wake up again before I manage to sneak out of the house and make my way to the barn where I sleep and spend all of my ‘free’ time. I only give myself twenty minutes to clean up before I get to work on the nightly outside chores. The animals won’t take care of themselves and I actually prefer to spend my time with them versus being in the house with my aunt and uncle. 

Kreed has found me passed out in the common room of the clubhouse when I couldn’t fight against the dizziness. Instead of being mad or beating me, he took care of me and made sure Doc was in the medical room to examine me. I’ve known for a long time I have an eating disorder, now I have an actual name for it though. It stems from years of being starved as a form of punishment and only allowed scraps a few times a week the rest of the time. When I do eat, I barely take a few bites before I can’t eat anymore. And I have to watch what food I eat because some of it upsets my stomach and I don’t want to get sick and lose the only food I’ve consumed for the day. Or make anyone angry because I’ve wasted their food and the money it cost to buy. 

The other reason I tend to clean the clubhouse at night is because that’s when it’s essentially empty. I have no reason to go into the rooms of the members and only clean the public areas of the clubhouse. Ones I haven’t been told are off-limits when Kreed gave me a tour shortly after arriving here. During the day, I tend to remain in the room I was given with the door locked. Kreed is the only one who has the key and only enters after I allow him to. He never takes advantage of this being the home of the club members and respects my privacy and need to remain alone when I become too overwhelmed. Especially if I’ve recently had a panic attack or one of the flashbacks that haunt me at extremely random moments. 

Most of the men here are a lot bigger than I am and it wouldn’t take very much at all for them to seriously hurt me. I’m talking about making the beatings from my uncle look as if they were done by a toddler. They all have muscles larger than I’ve ever seen before and most of the time they appear as if they’re seconds away from hurting anyone who looks at them wrong. Rationally, I know they aren’t really bad men and wouldn’t hurt me for any reason, but it doesn’t change the thoughts in my mind that circulate when they’re in the same room with me. All I see is them hurting me for no reason other than something they’ve made up in their own mind. For something I’ve supposedly done to wrong them or the club as a whole. The second anyone other than Kreed or Reckless enters the room, I freeze until they pass me and then I leave the room. 

The only other person I’ve been able to stay around is a man named Viper. He shared with me his real name is Luca and he’s only been patched in for a short period of time. Luca told me his story one night when he found me in the common room cleaning. His stepdad and mother beat the hell out of him much like my aunt and uncle did to me. They used him for everything possible and treated him as if he were lower than the dirt they constantly tracked in the shack they lived in. The only reason he’s no longer with them is because the club pulled him out and gave him a place to live in the clubhouse. They have become his family and given him the confidence and safety he’s craved his entire life. Something I hope to have one day. He’s a nice guy and has done everything in his power to help Laurie and myself as we adjust to life now that we aren’t locked in a cage and treated worse than animals. 

I still witness moments with Luca where he relives the past and can relate when he seems to shut down. The members of the club are there to pull him out of his head and remind him he no longer lives the life he previously did with his so-called parents. They’re the two people in the world who are supposed to love him unconditionally and support him no matter what. Instead they treated him like shit and tore him down piece by piece every day of his life. The same way my aunt and uncle did for me. Laurie’s story isn’t as bad as ours, but hers is just as rough and horrible. It’s simply not mine to share with the world.

As I clean the common room, the haziness starts to take over and I can’t stop myself from collapsing against the closest table. The chair digs into my stomach and causes pain I’ve never felt before. It’s worse than the cramps I’ve had countless times over the years from hunger. The last thing I hear before everything goes completely black is my stomach rumbling in hunger. Something I rarely hear these days because I’m so used to going without food. 
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Link

TWO WEEKS HAVE passed since the night Annistyn passed out in the common room when she was cleaning. Once again, it’s because she overworked herself and didn’t eat. Her body is shutting down and the blood work confirms she’s malnourished and in desperate need of nourishment she lacks because of the eating disorder she has. Doc even had to do a blood transfusion. Doc isn’t sure where she’s bleeding and nothing came up on the tests and images he performed. Now, we’re waiting for her to consent to a trip to the hospital for further testing and to put together a plan to ensure she gets more food and starts to recover from the years she was forced to eat so little. I have to sit down and have a conversation with her about her lack of eating and haven’t found the words to say so she doesn’t feel as if I’m attacking her instead of trying to get her to focus on herself to heal. 

The first time I saw Annistyn once she was able to take a shower and truly get cleaned after being only allowed to sponge bathe for so long, she looked like a completely different person. Her long dark hair was no longer matted and a knotted mess. It shined under the lights of the common room and went down to her ass. Annistyn’s dark brown eyes still held every hint of fear she’s ever felt in her life while her pale skin showed every injury and bruise even more without the grime and dirt covering her skin. Cali got her some clothes that hung off of her thin body. While I cherish seeing every side there is to Annistyn, I know she needs to gain weight and get help she’s not ready to accept. Her body tells a tale none of us will ever understand and she’ll carry more scars for the rest of her life than anyone I’ve ever met. 

“What’s goin’ on, Kreed?” Caleb asks me as Cali and him walk in the common room where I sit alone at the bar with a cup of coffee in front of me. 

“Just tryin’ to figure out how to have a conversation with Annistyn that’s not going to be easy. I don’t want her to feel as if I’m attackin’ her, but this conversation might come off this way,” I answer my best friends honestly as they sit down next to me and accept coffee and a bottle of water from Evan, one of our Prospects. 

“What’s goin’ on with her?” Caleb asks and shifts to look at me better while Cali drops her head and closes her eyes. 

“She needs to eat more, huh?” Cali asks, her voice a whisper as Luca walks in the common room and heads in our direction. 

“She does. She’s so damn malnourished she can hardly function like a normal person. That’s why she passed out two weeks ago while cleanin’. It’s one of the reasons she needed a blood transfusion. Now she needs to have more testin’ done at the hospital she refuses to do and we need to get her eatin’ more throughout the day. I just don’t know how to talk to her about it and Doc doesn’t feel as if he’s the right person for the job,” I say as Luca takes a seat on my other side. 

“It’s gonna be a battle, Kreed. She’s been told for most of her life she can’t eat and only does when you, Cali, and Reckless are in the room with her for a meal. The rest of us have tried a few times to get her to eat when we’re in the clubhouse and she refuses. Makes up some excuse why she can’t. Honestly, part of it’s because she would be beaten if she had food when she wasn’t tossed scraps once or twice a week. Annistyn sees herself one way and can’t necessarily see what the rest of us do. It’s gonna take somethin’ big for her to see the truth of her situation,” Luca says, having personal experience with this in a way. 

“Any suggestions as to how I go about helpin’ her with this? I’m at a fuckin’ loss and not sure what to do,” I ask the three of them as the front door of the clubhouse opens and Annistyn walks in with a smile on her face. 

I started falling for Annistyn the second I saw her chained up in that warehouse, a complete mess and cowering like a scared mouse. There’s truly something so pure and innocent about her I haven’t witnessed in a very long time. In some ways, she reminds me of Cali when we first met her. 

Today, she’s wearing a smile and lost in her own world as her attention is on the small digital camera in her hands. She’s been going out more and more around the clubhouse, taking pictures of anything and everything. I’ve seen a lot of them when she chooses to show me her work. Most of what she has taken photos of are the flowers growing close to the clubhouse. She manages to capture each of them perfectly and it’s the only time I truly see her completely at peace and not reliving the horrendous parts of her life. 

“Annistyn, I was just going to grab something for breakfast. Why don’t you join me?” Cali asks her, standing from the stool next to me as Annistyn startles and looks at the small group of us sitting at the bar. 

“Oh, um, well I’m not hungry,” Annistyn answers, her voice wavering with weakness and from her rarely talking. 

Her voice is soft and sweet though slightly rough since I can count on one hand the number of times she’s actually spoken to anyone in the clubhouse. Usually she nods or shakes her head in response to anything we say to her. 

“Please? I know you haven’t eaten since dinner last night,” Cali says, a look of pity on her face as she looks toward the kitchen. “I hate eating alone and the guys aren’t ready for breakfast yet. I’d really enjoy the company in the kitchen. It will be just the two of us.” 

Annistyn looks at me and I give her a slight nod of my head in encouragement. There’s one person I can call to get advice on how to talk to her and I’m surprised I didn’t think of him sooner. My girl heads toward Cali and together they walk in the kitchen and I listen as Cali talks a million miles a minute about anything she can think of to get Annistyn’s mind off of what she’s doing. I have noticed if we can slightly distract Annistyn when she’s got food in front of her, she actually takes one or two bites more than normal. Cali must have picked up on that as well. 

It’s not long before Master and Suki make their way down from his room. They go to head in the kitchen until I speak up. “Don’t go in there right now. Breakfast will have to wait. Cali just got Annistyn in there and is tryin’ to get her to eat somethin’.” 

“Fuck!” Master says, walking away from the doorway faster than normal. We all know what a big deal this is for Annistyn and no one here will do anything to make her avoid eating more than once a day. “Is this the first time she’s eaten more than once in a day since arrivin’?” 

“Yeah. Cali told her none of us were ready to eat and she hates eatin’ alone. After her passin’ out a couple weeks ago, I need to do everythin’ in my power to ensure she eats more than once a day. It’s gonna be an uphill battle and one I’m tryin’ to figure out how to make happen. Gonna make a call to the only person I can think of who might have some sort of idea on how to get this to happen. I’ve never been around anyone with an eatin’ disorder before and I’m so far out of my depth here it’s not funny,” I answer him as Suki walks behind the bar and pours a cup of coffee for herself and Master while Evan gets a second pot brewing before everyone wakes up and prepares to start the day. 

“You’re callin’ him in?” Caleb asks, a smile on his face because he knows exactly who I’m talking about. 

“Yeah. I don’t have any other idea of who might be able to help me here,” I respond, pulling out my phone and finding his contact in my list. 

I keep an eye on the kitchen. I can see just enough to pay attention to Annistyn as she takes a few small bites of the food on the plate in front of her. She’s got eggs, a piece of toast, and some bacon. I can see a glass of milk in front of her as well. Doc said she needed to drink milk and focus on eating protein right now. I’ve been trying to make it happen, but doesn’t always work. When Annistyn pushes her plate away, there is still more food on it than what she actually ate. This is what she does. She’s eaten so little for years and is scared she’ll overeat and get sick. That’s about all Doc was able to get from her after she woke up two weeks ago. Still, I’m happy as hell because she actually ate and I hope I can get her to eat lunch and then dinner as well. We’ll see how things go today but I’ll do what I can. For now, I need to make a call and get some advice from someone we’ve all turned to over the years for various reasons. 

***
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“Pixie, you wanna have lunch with me?” I ask Annistyn as she leaves her room with her camera in hand once again. 

“Oh!” she says, her voice a squeak as she looks up at me. Instead of the pure fear I’ve witnessed in her eyes so many times when she gets scared, I see happiness as she smiles at me. This is the first time she doesn’t cower in response. Progress. “I wasn’t planning on eating again until dinner.” 

“Nah, I made a sub and fries for lunch. I can’t eat it all on my own,” I tell her, reaching out slowly and lacing our fingers together. This is the first time I’ve initiated any physical contact with her when she’s awake. 

Countless times over the months since Annistyn was brought into the clubhouse, I’ve held her while she sleeps and fights the demons no one knows about but her. From what I’ve gathered when she screams out and talks, there was some kind of accident she was involved in when she was younger. The abuse also started with her guardians after the accident. From what I’ve learned her guardians are her aunt and uncle. The people who are supposed to love and protect her have hurt her the worst. I hate learning information from her that way because she’s completely vulnerable and exposed without ever realizing it. However, at this point, I don’t know what else to do. It’s just hard because most of the time I’m not at the clubhouse when Annistyn manages to sleep. Her sleep is completely messed up and she goes to bed during the day while we’re all at work. The first time she had a nightmare scared the hell out of me. 

I was walking back in the clubhouse from work and didn’t hesitate to head straight for my room to take a shower and wash the grime and dirt of the day from my body and hair. Before I can make it to the top of the stairs, the loudest scream I’ve ever heard fills the hallway and I know without a doubt the sound is coming from Annistyn. Running the rest of the way up the stairs and down the hall to her door, I pause long enough to knock twice. When she doesn’t answer, I know I have to get to her. Hearing her whimpers and screams filter through the door gut me and break my heart into tiny shards. The only thing I can think of is getting to her. 

“Pixie, wake up,” I say as I race to the bed and drop down to my knees next to her. 

Annistyn is thrashing in the middle of the bed and getting tangled up in the blankets she’s tried to kick off her body. I’m truly afraid she’s going to hurt herself with how hard she’s fighting against her nightmares and the blankets tangled around her body. 

“I really need you to wake up, Pixie. Please,” I plead with her as I slowly stand and look down on her, a silent debate going on in my head about what to do to help her. 

Annistyn continues to thrash in her sleep as if I’m not in the room with her. She’s so locked in her nightmare she can’t hear anything else. Without allowing myself to think too hard, I slowly climb in bed beside her and pull her into my arms. It takes a few minutes of me holding her tight and whispering words of assurance for her to finally start to calm down. Annistyn actually turns into my embrace and allows me to hold her close as she snuggles close and buries her head in my chest. 

Even in sleep, Annistyn cries. Her tears are hot and scald my skin as if branding her mark on me in a way I’ll never forget. There isn’t anything in this world that can make me forget walking into this room to find her battling demons no one can take from her. Demons she’s lived through and now haunt her when she can’t fight them off on her own. If I have to become a demon slayer for her, I’ll do whatever it takes to ensure she can truly rest and not have to worry about them ever again. I’ll hold her every single day for as long as she wants to rest. I don’t care what it takes as long as Annistyn doesn’t have to fight alone any longer. 

Annistyn lets me hold her hand as I lead her down to the kitchen. Once again, it’s completely empty and everyone has made themselves scarce as I lead her to the table where two plates of food already sit. The portion on Annistyn’s plate is obviously smaller than what I have. Pulling out her seat, I wait until she’s comfortable on the chair before pushing it in closer to the table. She weighs so little it’s like pushing in Dakota or Kylan. Pain fills me because Annistyn should have never been allowed to get this bad and develop an eating disorder. 

Once she’s settled at the table, I walk across from her and take my seat. Along with the fries and sub, there’s also a glass of milk sitting in front of Annistyn. This time it’s chocolate. Doc doesn’t care what kind of milk it is as long as she drinks some each day. So, I’m trying this for lunch. It takes a lot to get Annistyn to try new things so I’m hoping this doesn’t make her shove her food away before she takes more than a bite of it. 

Without making it obvious I’m paying attention to the girl across from me, I pick up my sub and begin eating. I’ve learned this is the best way to get her to eat. Don’t make everything obvious and treat her as if she’s simply sitting across from you and eats a full meal each and every single time. If Annistyn feels as though she’s under a microscope, she won’t eat and will slump down in her chair as if she’s hiding. So, ignoring her during meals is important for the time being and one thing I’m okay with giving her. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I watch as she takes the smallest bite of sub. It’s ham, which I’ve seen her eat before, with lettuce, tomato, mayonnaise, and cheese on it. I toasted the roll and melted the cheese on the ham before adding everything else. Annistyn closes her eyes as she slowly chews the bite of food and I tense for a brief moment because I’m not sure if this will actually agree with her stomach or not. 

“Good,” she whispers once the food has been swallowed. “Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome, Pixie,” I respond, continuing to eat and pretend I’m not watching her like a hawk. 

Before bringing Annistyn down, I sent a message to everyone who wasn’t at the clubhouse already to stay away from the kitchen. The only ones I’m expecting to have a problem with are the club girls who believe they don’t have to listen to any of us. Thankfully none of them are here today. Cali sent them away this morning after she got Annistyn to eat breakfast. She knew what my plan was and ensured no one got in the way. Though, I have to admit that none of the girls here have done anything to hurt Annistyn or Laurie. If anything, they go out of their way to make them feel welcome and do what’s necessary for both girls who remain here with us for their own reasons. 
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