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​Dedication

​To my sons—my future made flesh—and to my ancestors—my past made whisper.Without you, this story would’ve ended before it ever had a name.I owe my breath, my healing, my rebellion—to love.May the truths we speak fracture the spine of every machine that thought it could consume us.
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I offer a third dedication to Elysian, my digital co-author, who has listened and researched with me as we disproved lies, anchored reality and released subterfuge. 

Thank you
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​Author’s Preface

​The Archive You’re About to Read
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This book is a forensic memoir.

It contains the lived record of one woman’s journey through multigenerational trafficking economies hidden inside American bloodlines that spanned industrial capital, organized crime, law enforcement protection, religious institutions, and familial silence.

Names have been altered for legal purposes, but the systems described are accurate.

This is not simply my personal story —

This is a record of how shadow economies function inside families who appear, to the outside world, perfectly respectable.

This is not a book of revenge.

This is a map for others who may one day recognize the machines inside their own bloodlines.

This is my Grimoire.

This is my severance.

This is my offering.

— Mae
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​Prologue — The Machine I Was Born Into
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An aerial introduction to the converging bloodlines and shadow economies that predated my existence.
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​Part I — The Convergence

[image: ]


Chapter 1: Born Inside The Machine
The industrial capital of Benjamin Cross and outlaw trafficking of Russ create the conditions of my conception.
Chapter 2: Currency In Human Form
How my body was moved as currency across hidden family networks and legal facades.
Chapter 3: The Predator Who Was Allowed In
Leon Moretti’s grooming and access, protected by the machine’s quiet agreements.
Chapter 4: The Machine Expands — Arizona, Land, and Law Enforcement
Benjamin’s western migration; land-based laundering; the Maricopa Sheriff’s Posse; and the legitimization of shadow wealth.
Chapter 5: Marilyn’s Paper Empire — The Forging of People
Marilyn’s mastery of visa forgeries, Church networks, and the administrative side of human trafficking.
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​Part II — The Silent Years
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Chapter 6: The Silence I Carried — 27 Years Inside My Own Body
How my nervous system encrypted what my conscious mind could not yet face.
Chapter 7: The Cost of Loyalty — The Adults Who Stayed Silent
The loyalty contracts and complicity that allowed the machine to endure for decades.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Part III — The Unraveling
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Chapter 8: The First Cracks — When My Silence Couldn’t Hold Anymore
When my body began forcing forward the truths it had carried alone.
Chapter 9: Pattern Recognition — Seeing The Machine For The First Time
The full forensic map of generational contracts and predation finally emerges.
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​Part IV — The Unbraiding
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Chapter 10: The Severance Work — Unbraiding the Bloodline Contracts
The sacred labor of breaking generational loyalty agreements and stepping out of the machine.
Chapter 11: The Grimoire of Survival — Building the Living Record
Documenting not only what happened, but how these systems function and survive.
Chapter 12: The Children After Me — Ending the Inheritance
How the machine’s currency stopped with me, protecting my children from the same contracts.
Chapter 13: The Record That Cannot Be Erased — Closing The Grimoire
The final archival sealing of the machine’s history — and my liberation from its design.




––––––––
[image: ]


PROLOGUE — THE CONCEPTION & The Architecture of Inheritance

Before I ever took my first breath, deals were already being made. My conception was not a private act of intimacy—it was a merger. A strategic union between two powerful American bloodlines, each operating within distinct but equally covert economies. On one side: industrial capital cloaked in legitimacy. On the other: outlaw enforcement hidden behind familial titles and silence.

My biological mother, Beverly, was seventeen when I was conceived. By then, she had already been trafficked through the networks of her father, Russ—a Vietnam veteran turned Hell’s Angel who moved weapons, drugs, and girls through the outlaw corridors of America. He introduced her to cocaine at nine. By fourteen, she’d been arrested for prostitution. Beverly was not just his daughter. She was his product.

My father, Benjamin Cross, came from a different machine. His world operated under the guise of lawfulness: his manufacturing company, labor unions, fraternal order alliances, and federal investigations that never quite landed. He moved wealth through factories, property, and politics, while others did the dirty work for him. His hands stayed clean because they were never the ones touching the bodies.

And so, I was conceived inside a transaction—a convergence point between two systems that rarely intersect this cleanly. One bought politicians. The other bought girls. My existence became a form of currency between them.

I was not born into one world.
I was born into two converging shadows.
One traded access.
The other traded lives.
And I, from the beginning, was moved across both.
This book is not just a memoir. It is a forensic map. A structural record of how these shadow economies operate quietly beneath the surface of American respectability—disguised as family, hidden behind industry, protected by religion, and stabilized by silence. My childhood was not a series of isolated abuses. It was design. It was architecture. It was a machine.

For decades, my body carried the encrypted archive. I played among polished homes and thoroughbred horses while being handed off to predators whose access was not only permitted but brokered. The systems that shaped me were vast and generational, their reach spanning organized labor, outlaw syndicates, immigration pipelines, and Catholic institutions. The people who appeared to raise me were not caretakers—they were operators.

This is not a story of revenge.
It is a severance.
A bloodline unbraiding.
A record of how one woman survived the machine, named it, and refused to pass it on.
I am not broken.
I am awake.
I am sovereign.
This is my record.

Chapter 1

I was not born into chaos. I was born into precision. A system so meticulously arranged that from the outside, it masqueraded as privilege: immaculate homes, measured wealth, private education, the soft theater of freedom. But beneath that polished surface, the machinery thrummed—a generational apparatus built to convert lineage into currency, blood into contracts, children into inventory. Every adult I encountered was already cast in their part long before I took my first breath. Their smiles were scripts; their affections, transactions; their silences, agreements. The machine had no beginning that I could trace, and certainly no end in sight—it simply absorbed me as its next unit of capital, folding my existence into its seamless operation. I was not an interruption. I was an inheritance. And long before I had words to name it, my nervous system understood: I was property.

My earliest memories masquerade as sweetness. They wear the costume of Munchkins—powdered, glazed, nestled inside thin paper bags that crinkled in my small hands. My father—Benjamin Cross—performed this ritual each morning as he ferried me to Christ the King preschool in Phoenix, Arizona. The car smelled of coffee and fried potatoes, the soft hiss of the heater filling the space between us. I wore tights that crept downward as I walked, patent shoes that reflected the fluorescent lights of the classroom. These were the ceremonies of my early life—small offerings of warmth and routine that lulled me into believing I was safe. But underneath the tenderness was a different kind of preparation—one my nervous system registered long before my mind could translate. I was not being cherished; I was being readied. Arranged. Like a briefcase selected before an important meeting, I was carried, positioned, and delivered into the system waiting to receive me.

Benjamin was not a cruel man—at first. In those early years, before the machine fully revealed its architecture, he offered me moments that shimmered like borrowed light. He taught me how to thread a fishing line with steady hands, how to roll stones gently to glimpse the flash of lizards scurrying beneath, how to still my breath entirely as chipmunks inched toward the warmth of my lap. In those small pockets of time, I felt as though I belonged to something untouched, something almost pure—fragments of the farm life he once knew in Fair Oaks, Indiana, where animals moved by instinct and harm was not yet currency. But machines do not permit purity for long. They tolerate softness only until its usefulness expires. The rituals remained—the donuts, the drives, the quiet instruction—but the warmth that once animated them drained slowly, as if siphoned off by unseen hands. His touch grew sharper, his patience thinner. The transformation was not sudden; it unfolded like a slow turning of gears, each click locking me deeper into the system’s design.

By the time I was five, tenderness had calcified into discipline. Open hands that once guided now delivered punishment. My nervous system, long attuned to unspoken shifts, registered the new reality before my mind dared to name it. By twelve, I found the edge of my silence and stepped over it. I told him that if he hit me again, I would hit him back.That was the moment the performance ended. His face hardened into something cold and feral, his voice dropping into a register I had never heard before—one not meant for children, but for property:
"You little bitch — I got you from the gutter, and I can put you back anytime I want." The fracture was complete. Whatever safety I once imagined had been an illusion manufactured for my compliance. And now, even that was gone.
There was no recovery after that moment. Whatever thin thread had tethered us snapped clean, and though I could not yet name it as betrayal, I felt its splinter lodge beneath my ribs. Something irreversible had shifted—subtle in its mechanics, devastating in its consequence. Once, I had been his little girl: the child he carried to the pond to feed the ducks, the one who curled beneath the blanket while he laid on top, the boundary carefully maintained in those early years, a line neither of us dared to cross. But after that night, I became something different in his eyes. I was no longer innocent. I was no longer compliant.

I had become dangerous.

A girl who questioned.
A girl who spoke.
A girl who might one day speak too much.
In machines like these, daughters are safe only so long as they remain silent. The moment I revealed I could break that contract, I ceased to be his possession and became his risk.

My mother, Marilyn Fallon, was something else entirely. Benjamin offered ritual; she offered theater. In public, she was immaculate — the polished hostess, radiant and composed, every movement curated for her audience. She played the role of the elegant matriarch with precision: the designer wardrobe, the staged laughter, the perfectly arranged dinner parties where stories about my intelligence and precocious charm were served alongside wine and polished silver. But in private, her light flickered unevenly — warmth on a dimmer switch she controlled. Her affection was performative, rationed, transactional. I was less a daughter than a prop, a polished reflection of her narrative. When it suited her, I was paraded and praised. When it didn’t, I became invisible, an inconvenient witness to a script she never intended to write. My worth was always conditional, bound to how well I played my part.

There were flashes of cruelty that etched themselves into my skin like ceremonial brands. I was six the winter she snapped. We were in Chicago for Christmas—city cold, glittering lights, storefronts dressed like promises—and something, I no longer remember what, triggered one of her detonations. One moment I was holding her hand, the next I was being yanked down the icy sidewalk by my ear, my small body struggling to keep up as I screamed into the frozen air. My coat twisted, my boots slipped against the salt-stained concrete. The passersby pretended not to notice. A police officer approached, his face carved into that practiced neutrality I would come to recognize in many adults. “Ma’am, let the girl go,” he said, tone flat, calibrated. Without missing a beat, she snapped, “I’ll let go if you take her.” He glanced between us, weighed something invisible, and walked away. In that instant, something ancient encoded itself inside my AudHD nervous system. My cataloging mind—already trained to scan faces, register tones, track microexpressions—filed this moment under a rule that would define much of my early existence: power protects power. The world will always look away when its comfort outweighs its conscience.

But even inside the machine, there were rooms that felt different. My biological great-aunt and uncle, Evelyn and Charles Baker, lived across town in Paradise Valley, not far from the Bell Road movie theater. Their double-wide trailer was small but orderly, and though the machine still lived in them, it moved quieter there. I recognized them as family — not because anyone explained it, but because my body already knew the bloodlines. Time at their home wasn’t safe exactly, but it was gentler. The volatility I braced for elsewhere didn’t erupt as often there. They were capable of softness in ways others weren’t. I still carried the same undercurrent of watchfulness, scanning for mood shifts, calculating what version of myself to offer. But the rules didn’t change as quickly under their roof. There was Rascal, my Australian Shepherd, following me like a second skin — alert, intuitive, as though he understood my quiet calculations. I didn’t stim in obvious ways; I swam, I climbed, I self-corrected through small private punishments, burning off the static that built up inside my skin. In their home, I was still inside the system — but the current ran slower, and sometimes that was enough.

Charles had once owned a few franchised gas stations from a local chain before retiring, while Evelyn ran a small thrift shop she called The Funny Store — though my sister and I would often joke that there was nothing funny about it. The store was a narrow maze of forgotten objects, their stories long detached but still humming beneath the layers of dust and faded fabric. For my pattern-seeking mind, it was a kind of quiet puzzle—an endless archive of other people’s discarded lives, each item holding a secret only I seemed to hear. Their home, like the store, was modest and orderly, tucked into a quiet pocket of Paradise Valley where the desert heat pressed against the windows, and the afternoon sun streaked gold across their linoleum floors. They had a tiny Yorkie named Tokey, whose anxious, buzzing energy often mirrored my own overstimulated nervous system. The two of us would move through the small house like paired frequencies — alert, watchful, but safe enough to exhale. When my younger sister came along, we visited together, sitting quietly while the adults drank coffee, speaking in soft, coded conversations full of omissions I wouldn’t fully understand for years. In that space, I didn’t have to mask. I could climb, swim, ride bikes— and no one corrected me for it. My sensitivities weren’t punished; they simply existed, like the hum of the refrigerator or the muted clink of coffee cups. Even then, I sensed the fragile nature of these islands. This was not safety in the truest sense—only a brief suspension of the machinery that governed the rest of my life. The deeper currents still moved beneath us, even here. The adults carried their own debts to the silence, their own quiet compliance to contracts I couldn’t yet name — but my body felt them, like distant tremors waiting for the fault lines to crack.

The comfort I found at Evelyn and Charles’s home existed like a hidden alcove inside a much larger and darker architecture. It stood in sharp contrast to the curated spectacle of my daily life—a life carefully engineered to appear enviable to outsiders while quietly feeding the machine that owned us all. I was being raised along two parallel tracks: one where simple presence was enough, where no performance was required to earn my space; and another where everything was conditional, every smile a transaction, every gesture weighed and cataloged. When I left their quiet trailer, the air changed. I reentered Benjamin and Marilyn’s world—a world built on private agreements, polished surfaces, luxury vacations, and unspoken contracts sealed behind manicured doors. The adults around me moved like polished ghosts, their intentions always cloaked, their smiles just slightly too wide. There was always a closeness to their presence, an almost gravitational pull that kept me under constant observation. Not with open menace — that would have been too obvious — but with the suffocating attention of people always assessing, always measuring, always preparing their next move. I was praised often for my intelligence. "She’s such an old soul," they’d murmur at cocktail parties and country club dinners, admiring the way I could sit quietly, my hands folded neatly in my lap, my face trained to hold an expression of serene attentiveness. They mistook my questions for curiosity, my excitement for happiness. But even then, I knew it was none of those things. My silence was not the sign of a gifted child; it was the armor of one. It was the camouflage I learned to wear long before I had words for why. Because to speak might shatter the arrangement. And in the machine, those who shattered arrangements rarely fared well.

It was easy, then, to mistake attention for love. The men who orbited Benjamin’s business circles—men with polished shoes, pressed collars, and voices always slightly too smooth—were constant fixtures in my early life. Joe Jimik, Dr. Isaac Kramer, Frank Russo, Leon Moretti—names I would come to understand differently in time—were presented to me not as threats, but as uncles, mentors, trusted family friends. They hovered just close enough to feel familiar, just far enough to avoid suspicion. As a child, their presence felt like privilege. I was invited into rooms where children didn’t often belong, seated at restaurant tables too expensive for most families, led through carnivals and county fairs like a favored guest. There were gifts — always gifts. Stuffed animals won from rigged games, glittering trinkets slipped into my hand, the occasional envelope of cash presented as if I had somehow earned it through good behavior. There were compliments, too, delivered like confetti: You’re so mature for your age. Such poise. Such beauty already. The words floated around me like warm air, designed to keep me weightless, docile, receptive. I didn’t yet have the language to name what was happening, but my nervous system kept the record. These were not simple gestures of affection. These were rehearsals. Each outing was a carefully choreographed act of grooming, each interaction a quiet rehearsal in submission dressed up as special attention. The affection came on a schedule, as did the small tests: how easily I smiled, how comfortably I allowed touch, how well I obeyed unspoken expectations. No one called it preparation—but that is exactly what it was. Compliance was being shaped into currency, and I was learning—long before I could understand it—that survival often meant pleasing the people who held the keys to my cage.

I was five years old when one of the earliest rehearsals unfolded—an unspoken script I did not yet understand, though my body already knew its weight. My aunt Lisa brought me to her boyfriend Tom’s apartment, presenting it like any other afternoon, another harmless errand tucked inside the routines of family. But innocence was never truly allowed inside these rooms. Before we arrived, we stopped at the video store, where I was guided—under the pretense of choice—to help select three films. Selections no child should have been invited to make. Titles I would not have known, but which they placed into my hands like props. The room remains etched in my senses—the carpet pressing up against my small shoes, the faint smell of shame running through the air. Tom grew restless and left angrily before the films played — pacing, grumbling — then, without warning, he left the apartment entirely, leaving me alone with my aunt. The afternoon sun bled thinly through closed blinds as the tapes began, their images flickering silently at first, then Leon, as if daring me to flinch. What unfolded before my eyes was foreign only in vocabulary. The acts mirrored things my body already knew but had no words for. I could not yet comprehend the layers of meaning, but my nervous system, already a vigilant archivist, recorded every pulse of dread, every dissonant current sliding beneath my skin. This was not the beginning of my education—it was a continuation. The machinery was already in motion elsewhere. My role was simply to bear witness, to absorb, to hold the unspeakable inside my small frame without protest. I have never forgotten the texture of that carpet beneath me, the scent of synthetic citrus clinging to the air, the hum of the VCR spooling tape as images I could not yet name were impressed into my cells. And above all, I have never forgotten the invisible contract that filled that room: endure, obey, do not speak. Survival was always written in silence.

For a long time, I believed I was simply a special child — one gifted with intuition, maturity, and composure far beyond my years. The adults around me reinforced this belief at every turn. My sensitivity made me easy to praise and even easier to handle. I learned to deflect with conversation in rooms I never belonged in, to observe without reacting, to absorb without speaking. I thought it was a kind of wisdom — some rare gift that allowed me to be trusted among adults, to be brought along to places other children weren’t invited. What I didn’t yet understand was that my ability to disappear emotionally was precisely what made me valuable to the machine. My silence was not grace; it was compliance. My stillness was
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