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I couldn’t believe the group was letting me go out on one of the three dates that would determine whether Damien would be a good fit for our group.

Damien texted me and told me he was open to going anywhere I wanted to go. Since it was a Friday night, I wanted to go somewhere I liked, where I felt comfortable and secure. For me, that was a nightclub downtown.

It was there that I met Rachel in person. I had been online looking for friends and trustworthy people. After a night out led me to a room full of guys who wanted to have their way with me, I decided the best way to get friends was through the internet, not in person.

I was wrong many times, but eventually I stumbled onto a chat room, and that’s how I came across the bunnies, as they were called.

Rachel lived the closest, and we met at the nightclub. Rachel immediately took me under her wing and let me know that many people in my life were taking advantage of me.

It started with my landlord. I had always thought it was okay for him to have cameras all over my apartment, including in every room, for security reasons. He had told me it was to make sure I was safe and that there were no intruders in the house.

Rachel made him take all of them down, and if he did anything like that again, she would report him.

Then there was my mechanic. Another dumb thing I thought was true was that the currency used for fixing cars was different from dollars. It was called BJ’s, and I could never find how to make that currency. So, I always had to give blow jobs to anybody who had worked on my car.

They even fooled me into believing that anytime the yellow light came on when I needed gas, I was to come in so they could fill it, because my car was the only one that couldn’t be filled at a gas station.

Rachel put a stop to that immediately, and Sabrina threatened that she would kick everyone’s ass if they contacted me or even looked at me in the street. Sometimes, Sabrina could be downright scary.

The group took me and made me their project. They told me many things that my family had taught me were wrong, like that all men are superior to women and that, as a woman, I must do what they say. Mom had taught me and my sisters to always listen to the men in our lives and also the neighbors.

It was hard to break out of some of those thoughts, as I always thought my mom had my best interests at heart.

Looking back now, with all the information I now know, it was no surprise we had such a large family. I always wondered why some of my siblings looked nothing like me or my mother.

My father was sleeping around and bringing strange women onto our land. We had many small houses on that land, and Michaela told me we were part of a cult, and my father was the leader.

I told Michaela to keep it between us. I didn’t want the others to know I had been part of a cult. It was better that they thought I was from a backwoods redneck family. She agreed but told me it would be best to tell everyone eventually.

The day my father and mother sent my brothers to get me was the first time I saw a woman hit a man. Rachel was so violent that it scared me.

When Sabrina and Rachel first took me to the gym to learn how to defend myself, I was scared, but now I love it. My teacher said I was a natural.

I wanted to go to my Kenpo karate class for my date with Damien, but it would be closed at that time.

“So, Babygirl,” Rachel grinned as she sat near me on the couch.

I was over the moon when Rachel asked me to move in with her. Part of me knew it was so she could keep a close eye on me, but it had helped me so much that I didn’t know how to repay her.

“I picked the nightclub,” I replied, knowing Rachel would ask me where I was going with Damien tonight.

“Are you sure?” Rachel asked as she stared at me.

“Yeah,” I replied. “Noel and Kyle are working the door tonight, and Megan is working at the bar.”

“Okay,” Rachel patted my shoulder. “Thinking ahead, that’s great.”
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