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With my deep appreciation, I thank you for buying this book.
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  Chapter one

Their first day in Utopia had started so well…. 
Maria Rivera guided her luxurious white Mercedes-Maybach S-class through the quiet streets of Utopia, the charming Gold Rush-era mountain town that would be their new home. Behind the wheel, Maria's snug t-shirt molded to her figure, accentuating every curve with a subtle allure that hinted at her confidence. Troy sat next to her, his muscular frame relaxed in faded jeans and a snug tee, his eyes taking in the breathtaking scenery around them. 
The quaint buildings of Utopia passed by as she drove down Main Street, lined with historic Victorian homes that looked freshly painted, alongside charming shops including a florist, an art gallery, Utopia Wine and Cigar, Utopia Hair and Skin Care, and two dress shops. On side streets, she spotted the police and fire departments, city hall, the post office, and Utopia Water and Power. Mountains loomed in the distance, their peaks touching the clouds. The warm sunlight made everything sparkle and glow. A few couples were out walking their dogs. The air was crisp and clean, carrying the scent of pine and wildflowers on its gentle currents.
"Look at this place," Troy said. "It's like something out of a postcard, or a Disney theme park. I bet the air is cleaner up here."
Maria nodded, dark hair fluttering around her striking features. "Mmm, and I hope it's a lot more private. After the craziness in LA, it'll be nice to just blend in for once."
She glanced in the rearview mirror at Sofia slouched in the backseat, oblivious beneath her headphones. White leather hugged her daughter's lithe figure—cropped jacket, miniskirt, towering heels. Bold fashion for a bold new start, even if it seemed out of place in this small mountain town. Sofia was legally an adult now, so Maria had stopped commenting on her clothes, but she hoped her daughter would figure out how people dressed here.
As they cruised down Main Street, a few locals smiled and waved. The genuine small-town welcome both heartened and unnerved Maria. Would her fame follow her here? She craved the anonymity, to be just another face in the crowd. Yet, buried deep, a traitorous part of her still yearned for the spotlight's seductive glow. She was used to being the center of attention with her striking beauty and designer clothes, but she wondered how she would fit into this small town. Would she be accepted? Would people judge her for her lavish lifestyle?
Just beyond the nondenominational Utopia Community Church at the far end of town, Maria made a right turn onto Ironwood Drive and the road started climbing. After a few minutes, Troy pointed at a massive three-story Victorian off to their left. Maria turned up the long, meandering drive, dense pines casting dappled shadows across the hood of the Mercedes. Rounding the final bend, they pulled up in front of their sprawling mansion. It was perched atop a hill overlooking the pine forest and the town below. 
She brought the car to a stop near the large moving truck parked out front, its rear and side doors flung open as workers carried furniture down ramps and up the front steps through the double doors into the house. Their personal assistant, Keke Holt, was monitoring the unloading as she marked items off a checklist on the clipboard she held. Whenever the movers walked behind her, they stole glances at her athletic body barely concealed by her spray-on red yoga pants and sports bra as she stood in the sunlight tanning her brown Polynesian skin. Originally from Hawaii, she had spent much of her twenty-four years outside, sunning, surfing, and running when she wasn’t at her job dancing the hula for tourists. When they had first interviewed Keke for the job as their personal assistant six years earlier, Troy had immediately been struck by the long brown hair that cascaded all the way down to her lower back. Maria had been concerned that Keke wouldn’t have sufficient time to work for them while studying for her bachelor’s degree in business at UCLA, but she had somehow managed it, and over the last six years Keke had become indispensable to keeping their lives running smoothly.
Off to the side of the moving truck sat Troy's cherished Ferrari 308 GTB in all its fire-engine-red glory.
"Ah, there's my baby!" Troy rubbed his hands together with glee. "I was hoping she'd beat us here. Nothing like a welcome committee to start things right." 
Maria rolled her eyes fondly at his boyish exuberance and cut the engine. Troy hopped out to greet Keke and the movers while she twisted around to address Sofia.
"We're here, sweetie. Want to come check out the new digs with me?"
No response. Maria reached back and gently tugged off the headphones. Sofia blinked in confusion.
"C'mon, kiddo, up and at 'em. Time to start our new lives."
With an exaggerated sigh, Sofia grabbed her oversized designer handbag and extracted herself from the deep luxury of the rear seat. Standing by the car, she swept a critical gaze over the house, quirking a perfectly arched brow.
"Does it at least have a pool?" Her tone dripped with adolescent disdain.
"Yes, princess, there's a pool." Troy chuckled indulgently. "Have a little faith, will you?" 
Maria shook her head as she rounded the car, smiling at the moving men in acknowledgment as they carted an antique desk past her. Keke flashed Maria a brilliant smile and gave her a thumbs-up gesture.
Maria touched Troy’s arm, prompting him to stop admiring his Ferrari and give her a big hug.
“Welcome to our new home. I hope you like it,” Troy said, looking deeply into her eyes.
“It’s beautiful. Better than the photos. And huge.”
“Are we still talking about the house?” Troy asked with a leering smile.
Maria kissed him and took a step back toward the Mercedes. "I'm off to scout the local supermarket. Have to fill up that gourmet kitchen, after all." She gestured at Sofia's retreating form. "Sofia, want to come help me pick out snacks?"
Her daughter merely jammed the headphones back on and sauntered after Troy, hips swaying in her heels.
"Guess that's a no, then," Maria muttered. 
As she slid back behind the wheel, an odd sense of unease rippled through her, subtle but undeniable. The hair on her nape prickled as if someone watched from the shadows of the trees. 
When she scanned the property, she saw only the ordinary hustle of moving day—dusty men hauling boxes, Keke directing traffic, Troy admiring the Ferrari, Sofia's bored silhouette in the massive front doorway as she stared into the cavernous foyer at the grand staircase beyond. With a deep breath, Maria pushed aside the unfounded disquiet and guided the Mercedes back down the serpentine drive.
Just new town jitters, she told herself firmly. Everything was fine. It had to be.
Their fresh start in picturesque Utopia stretched ahead, bright and unsullied. Here, they could leave behind the pandemonium and pressures of their old life to bask in the tranquil mountain charm.

      ***Maria pulled into the Utopia Grocery store parking lot, her Mercedes gliding smoothly into a spot near the entrance. There were maybe forty cars in the parking lot, which surprised her since there were only about two hundred people living in Utopia, and a few hundred more down the road in Little Utopia where most of the workers lived. As she stepped out, the warm summer breeze caressed her skin, carrying with it the faint scent of pine and a hint of flowers.
She glanced around, taking in the scene before her, and immediately felt a wave of self-consciousness wash over her. The parking lot was filled with beautiful women, all of them dressed in revealing, sexy outfits and towering stiletto heels. Some even sported tiny bikinis that left little to the imagination, their tanned skin shining in the afternoon sun. 
Maria looked down at her own casual moving clothes—jeans, tennis shoes, and a tight t-shirt—and couldn't help but feel out of place. She tugged at the hem of her shirt, suddenly wishing she had opted for something a bit more fashionable since this would be her first contact with the locals.
As she made her way toward the store entrance, Maria noticed that nearly all of the women had large breasts and perfectly sculpted bodies. It was as if she had stumbled into a gathering of Hollywood starlets or high-end escorts. Or maybe porn stars.
Two women, one in a red crop top and denim shorts that barely covered her ass, the other in a shimmering gold bikini top and nearly transparent sarong with nothing underneath, smiled and waved at Maria as she passed. She returned the gesture, a bit taken aback by their small-town friendliness and their skimpy attire.
Maybe there was a community pool party going on, or something similar. Considering some of the dresses she had won to awards shows, or outfits she’d worn in her movies, she wasn’t one to judge.
She grabbed a shopping cart and stepped through the automatic doors, immediately engulfed by the cool, air-conditioned atmosphere. The supermarket bustled with activity, the clacking of high heels against the polished floor mingling with the soft murmur of conversation and the occasional beep of the checkout counters.
Maria began to make her way down the aisles, the scent of fresh produce and baked goods wafting through the air. She couldn't help but notice that, once again, all of the shoppers were women, and they were all dressed like they were ready for a night out at an exclusive club, or a sex club, rather than a trip to the grocery store.
Tight dresses, low-cut tops made for display, and sky-high heels seemed to be the uniform of choice, with the occasional bikini thrown in for good measure. Maria felt like a fish out of water, her practical moving attire a stark contrast to the overt sexuality on view.
As she reached for a box of cereal, a woman in a skintight red dress and matching stilettos brushed past her, the scent of expensive perfume trailing in her wake. The woman smiled and waved at Maria, just as the others had done in the parking lot, but said nothing, seemingly focused on her own shopping.
Maria tried to strike up a conversation, hoping to gain some insight into the peculiar dress code. "Hi there," she said, offering a friendly smile. "I'm Maria, I just moved to town. Is there some sort of event going on today?"
The woman merely shook her head, her perfectly coiffed hair bouncing with the movement, and continued on her way, pushing her cart down the aisle without a word.
As she made her way through the store, Maria encountered the same response from every woman she passed. They would smile, wave, but remain tight-lipped, never engaging in conversation beyond the most superficial of greetings. It was as if they were all part of some secret society and she didn’t know the special handshake. She couldn't shake the feeling that there was something more going on beneath the surface, something that everyone else seemed to be in on but her.
Despite the nagging sense of unease, Maria continued to fill her cart, trying her best to focus on the task at hand. She also felt a pang of disappointment that no one seemed to recognize her. While she had hoped to escape the spotlight of her Hollywood career, a small part of her still craved the validation and attention that came with being a famous actress.
As she made her way to the checkout counter, Maria's cart was overflowing with groceries so she could stock up and settle into their new home. She began to unload her items onto the conveyor belt, the beep of the scanner punctuating the awkward silence that hung in the air.
"Well, hello there."
The deep masculine voice startled Maria, and she looked up to find herself face to face with an attractive man who could have been a fashion model. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline, his dark hair perfectly tousled in a way that looked effortless but probably took hours to achieve.
He wore a neatly pressed white shirt, half-buttoned and rolled at the sleeves, showcasing strong tanned forearms. His name tag read "Tony Carter—Store Manager" but he looked more like he belonged on the cover of a fashion magazine than behind a checkout counter.
Maria felt a blush creep up her neck as Tony's eyes raked over her, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "I don't think I've seen you around here before," he said, his voice low and smooth like honey. "And trust me, I would remember a face like yours."
She couldn't help but laugh, the sound coming out a bit more high-pitched than she intended. "I'm Maria," she said, extending her hand. "My family and I just moved into the house on Ironwood Drive."
Tony took her hand, his grip firm and warm, and held it for a beat longer than necessary. "Well, welcome to Utopia, Maria," he said, a slow smile spreading across his face. "I hope we see a lot of you here."
As he began to scan her items, Tony kept up a steady stream of flirtatious banter, complimenting Maria on her choice of produce and making lighthearted jokes about the sheer volume of groceries she was purchasing.
"You must do this with all the women," Maria said teasingly, gesturing to the other shoppers milling about the store. "Flirt a little, make them feel special. I bet it's great for business."
Tony chuckled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "What can I say? I’m all about customer service. And I appreciate beauty in all its forms," he said, his gaze lingering on Maria.
Maria nodded, glancing around at the sea of scantily clad shoppers. "I have to ask, what's with all the sexy outfits? And the bikinis? Not that I'm complaining, I mean, if I had a body like that," she said, gesturing toward a woman in a barely-there swimsuit sauntering past the checkout.
Tony shrugged. "What can I say? The women here just like to take care of themselves," he said, glancing at her figure again. “And it looks to me like you fit right in.”
Maria just smiled, hoping he’d say more.
"We're a pretty casual bunch here in Utopia," he continued, scanning the last of her items. "Lots of outdoor activities, especially in the summer. Hiking, swimming, sunbathing...I guess you could say we like to make the most of the good weather."
Maria nodded, not entirely convinced but willing to let the matter drop for now. She paid for her groceries, thanking Tony for his help and trying to ignore the way his fingers brushed against hers as he handed over her receipt.
As she pushed her cart towards the exit, Maria resolved to keep her eyes open, to try and unravel the mysteries of Utopia one thread at a time. For now, she had a car full of groceries to unload and a new home to settle into.
Maria stepped out into the warm summer air, the sunlight warming her skin, and wondered if she was just trying to find faults in this cute little mountain town. Sure, it was a carefully crafted form of cute with its well-maintained homes and lively Main Street shops, like a film location prepped to represent the traditional fantasy of friendly small towns, but the usual array of homey Midwestern characters had been replaced by wealthy families who could afford to live in a dream.
Maria popped open the trunk of her Mercedes, the gaping maw ready to swallow up her numerous bags of groceries. As she reached for the first load, a familiar voice startled her from behind.
"Need a hand with those?" Tony asked, his rugged body suddenly appearing beside her, his tight black t-shirt clinging to his athletic physique.
"Oh, Tony! You surprised me," Maria replied, her heart fluttering in her chest, though whether from the surprise or Tony's proximity, she couldn't say. "That's very kind of you, but I'm sure I can manage."
"Nonsense," Tony insisted, his hands already reaching for the bags. "I just want to make sure you feel welcome here in Utopia. If you or your family need anything, don't hesitate to ask me or my wife, Willow."
“That’s nice of you. Thank you.”
As they worked together to load the groceries, Tony continued, "We've only been here a month ourselves, you know. I met Willow when I was a park ranger, and we moved to Mill Valley, just north of San Francisco, but there was too much traffic and the rat race just wasn't for me anymore. I needed a change of pace, a place where I could really be myself, so we moved here."
Maria nodded, understanding the sentiment all too well. "And have you found that here?"
Tony's eyes met hers, a flicker of something unreadable in their depths. "Willow and I have learned a lot about ourselves while we’ve lived here, but it’s a journey, right?" 
With the last of the bags tucked safely away, Maria closed the trunk, her mind swirling with questions and possibilities. Was Tony's friendliness merely a neighborly gesture, or was there something more to his attentions? Had he recognized her from her acting career, despite her casual attire and lack of makeup?
As she slid into the driver's seat, Maria waved a final thank you to Tony, his figure receding in her rearview mirror as she pulled out of the parking lot. The quiet winding streets of Utopia stretched out before her, the quaint storefronts and lush greenery reminding her of a studio back lot like they were about to film her next movie.
Lost in thought, Maria barely registered the flashing lights in her rearview mirror until the sharp chirp of a siren jolted her back to reality. Her heart sank as she pulled over to the side of the road, expecting the worst. Had she been speeding without realizing it?
The crunch of boots on gravel announced the approach of the officer, and Maria steeled herself for the inevitable lecture and ticket. But as she rolled down her window, she found herself face to face not with a nameless, faceless uniform, but with the ruggedly handsome visage of Sheriff Roy Peters in a tailored uniform. Maybe nobody was recognizing her in this town because everyone looked like a film star.
"License and registration, please," he said, his voice a rich baritone.
With trembling fingers, she handed over the requested documents, watching as the sheriff's keen eyes scanned them before flicking back to her face.
"I'm sorry, but have we met before?" he asked, his brow furrowed in concentration as he took off his sunglasses. "You look awfully familiar."
Maria shook her head, used to this line of questioning. "No, I don't think so. But I am an actress, so you might have seen me in something."
Recognition dawned on the sheriff's face, his eyes widening in surprise. "Of course! You were in Queen of Barbaria, weren't you? I have to say, you looked incredible in that movie. Very memorable. Oh, and Babes Behind Bars was great, too! I love those women in prison movies."
Maria felt a blush creeping up her neck, remembering the scant costumes and racy topless scenes that had defined those particular roles when she was starting her career. "Yes, well, I wasn't wearing very much in those," she admitted, trying to keep her tone light. Why didn’t anyone mention the award-winning films she’d been in? “But thank you. It’s nice when fans remember me.”
"Oh, I remember," Sheriff Peters replied, his gaze lingering on her breasts a moment too long before he cleared his throat and glanced at her license. "Home in Malibu. So, just visiting the area, then?"
"We just bought a place here on Ironwood Drive. My husband and I wanted a fresh start, somewhere away from the craziness of Hollywood."
The sheriff nodded, handing back her license and registration. "Well, I just wanted to check in, seeing an unfamiliar car and all. We like to keep a close eye on things around here, make sure everyone stays safe."
"I appreciate that," Maria replied, relief washing over her as she realized she wasn't getting a ticket after all. "Did I do something wrong, though?"
"Not at all," he assured her with a brief smile. "Just being cautious. You have a good day now, ma’am. And welcome to Utopia."
As the sheriff walked back to his cruiser, Maria let out a breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding. With a final glance in her rearview mirror, Maria pulled back onto the road, her mind replaying her conversation with the sheriff. She supposed it might be an advantage to have a fan here who was a cop, just in case she ever needed him. At their homes in Malibu and Bel Air, they’d had a couple of unwanted visitors, fans who had somehow gotten Maria’s address and wanted to meet her, and there had been plenty of cops around who responded quickly and helped keep an eye on things for a while. A town like this probably didn’t have much in the way of a police force, so Troy had even thought about getting a gun in case it happened again, but Maria had talked him out of it. She didn’t like guns and didn’t want them around the house.
In any case, now that they were in a remote little mountain town like Utopia, why would they need a gun?







  
  Chapter two

The crystal chandeliers cast a warm glow over the elegant furnishings as Maria, Troy, and Sofia entered the Utopia Country Club. White tablecloths draped the round tables, adorned with sparkling crystal, silver, and fine china. Large paintings of rural landscapes and hunting scenes adorned the walls. Women dressed in a mixture of revealing semi-casual and formal attire filled the room, their soft chatter blending with the muted strains of classical music. Maria didn’t see any men, for some reason.  
Maria smoothed her long black dress, a flicker of uncertainty crossing her striking features. "I hope I'm not underdressed," she murmured to Troy, glancing at the other women in their chic cocktail dresses and designer suits.
Walking beside her, Sofia exuded youthful confidence in her white leather miniskirt, white top, and cropped jacket, her high heels clicking against the polished marble floor as she clutched her phone and glanced around with a disapproving expression. Troy cut a dashing figure in his black slacks, crisp white shirt, and tailored suit coat.
As they approached the hostess stand, a young woman in a fitted white suit smiled at them, her jacket short and her top low-cut—much lower than Maria expected in a nice restaurant—revealing an enticing glimpse of cleavage. "Good evening. Are you new members?" 
Maria hesitated, glancing at Troy. "Maria Rivera and Troy Hill, but we’re not actually—"
"Just a moment." The hostess consulted her list, trailing a manicured finger down the page. "Ah, here we are. You're guests of Melinda Heyerdahl. Right this way, please."
Exchanging puzzled glances, Maria and Troy followed the hostess, Sofia trailing behind. Who was Melinda Heyerdahl? Maria looked around for someone who might be waving at them as they wove through the tables, but except for a few curious glances and smiles, the women stuck with their conversations. 
The hostess led them to a large round table where six elegantly dressed women were already seated. "Mister Hill, the men's dining room is just through there," she said, gesturing toward a set of double doors. "Ladies, your table is here."
Troy squeezed Maria's hand before heading off, his eyes on the swaying butt of the hostess, leaving her and Sofia to navigate the unfamiliar social waters alone. As they took their seats and the hostess put cloth napkins in their laps, Sofia found herself beside a striking young blonde in a black miniskirt and low-cut red silk top. The girl, who appeared to be about Sofia's age, was engrossed in her phone, her dark eye makeup giving her a sultry air. She glanced up as Sofia sat down, a smile playing at the corners of her glossy red lips.
In the chair beside Maria, a woman in her late twenties, with wavy auburn hair, sharp green eyes, and the body of a fashion model, looked up from her lobster salad and caught Maria's gaze, then did a double-take. "I'm sorry, but aren't you Maria Rivera? The actress?" Her voice was warm with recognition.
Maria felt a flush of pleasure. "Yes, I am. And you are...?"
"Willow Carter." The woman extended a delicate hand, her bracelets jingling. "I'm a big fan of your work. I had no idea you lived in Utopia!"
“Just moved here,” Maria said. “Nice to meet you.”
As they shook hands, Maria took in Willow's eclectic style—a blend of bohemian and vintage that somehow worked perfectly, but was much too subtle compared to what the other women were wearing. "We just arrived yesterday. It's all so new and different from LA."
Willow leaned in conspiratorially. "I know exactly what you mean. This place takes some getting used to. I’m still trying to figure out how to fit in with these people."
A waitress in a tight white suit approached bearing two glasses of champagne on a tray. "Compliments of Melinda Heyerdahl," she said, setting the bubbling flutes down before Maria and Willow. "Welcome to Utopia."
Maria and Willow exchanged a look. "Forgive me," Maria said, "but who is Melinda Heyerdahl? She listed us as her guests, but we've never met her."
"Oh, Melinda does that for all the newcomers," Willow explained with a wave of her hand. "She and her husband Magnus basically run the social scene around here." She pointed discreetly across the table to the blonde girl chatting with Sofia. "See that girl? That's their daughter, Jodi."
“Do you have any kids?”
“Do husbands count? He’s like a kid sometimes. Otherwise, no.”
“What kind of work does your husband do?”
“He manages the Utopia Grocery store.”
Maria made the connection, remembering Tony Carter. He’d made an impression on her.
As Maria sipped her champagne, she couldn't shake the feeling that beneath the glittering surface of Utopia, shadowy secrets lurked. On the other hand, maybe she was just looking for things to complain about. This wasn’t the Hollywood scene, so things would be different here among “normal” people. She glanced at Sofia, laughing at something Jodi had said, and hoped her daughter was making a new friend.
Maria took another sip of the chilled champagne, savoring the crisp bubbles on her tongue as she surveyed the elegant dining room. The soft clink of crystal and the murmur of conversations washed over her. She turned to Willow, keeping her voice low. "I have to ask...does anything about this town strike you as odd?"
Willow's green eyes sparkled with amusement. "Oh, you mean aside from the fact that everyone talks and behaves like they're extras in a 1950s movie, except all the women are Playboy Bunnies?" She chuckled, taking a sip of her own champagne. "I've been here two months now, and I still can't quite figure it out. It's like they've taken the whole 'traditional values' thing to a new level. They’ve weaponized traditional values."
Maria nodded, relieved to find someone who shared her perspective. "Right? And the women here...they all seem so—" She struggled to find the right word.
"Disney meets Victoria's Secret?" Willow supplied with a grin.
"Exactly!" Maria laughed, the tension in her shoulders easing slightly. "I mean, don't get me wrong, I'm all for embracing your femininity, but this feels like something else entirely. I feel like I’ve traveled back in time."
Willow leaned closer, her auburn hair brushing against Maria's shoulder. "You know, I have a theory," she whispered. "I think they might all be on some kind of medication. Like Xanax or something. It would explain the constant smiles and the slightly glazed look in their eyes."
Maria's eyebrows shot up. "You really think so?"
"I mean, it's just a guess," Willow shrugged. "But there's definitely something off about this whole perfect small town vibe. It's like they're trying to recreate the past, but with a heavy dose of sex appeal."
Maria shook her head with a slight smile. "Well, I guess that explains the wardrobe choices. I feel out of place in this evening gown compared to some of these outfits. I mean, I’m not shy, but I don’t normally display my tits for strangers unless I’m getting paid for it."
Willow's laughter mingled with hers, the sound drawing a few curious glances from the other women at the table. For a moment, Maria felt a sense of camaraderie, a shared understanding that perhaps she wasn't alone in her doubts about Utopia's facade.
Willow glanced at Maria’s breasts and smiled at her. “I don’t know. If I had tits like yours, I’d probably want to show them off. I'm sure they turn men into drooling idiots. I know Tony would like it if mine were bigger.”
Before she could continue, a figure approached their table, her presence commanding attention like a spotlight on a stage. The woman was tall and curvaceous, her large, enhanced breasts straining against the low-cut bodice of her sun dress. Blonde curls cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that was a testament to the wonders of modern plastic surgery. She exuded an air of bubbly charm, her smile wide and inviting as she extended a perfectly manicured hand with red nails toward Maria.
"Maria Rivera!" the woman exclaimed, her voice a melodic lilt. "I'm Earlene Morgan, and I just had to come over and introduce myself. Your husband bought your new home from me. Welcome to Utopia, darling!"
Maria plastered a smile on her face, taking Earlene's hand and shaking it firmly. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Earlene. Thank you for the warm welcome."
Earlene's gaze swept over Maria appraisingly, taking in her dress and the way it hugged her curves. "Oh, honey, you look absolutely stunning! That dress is simply divine on you. I can already tell you're going to fit right in here in Utopia."
Despite the compliment, Maria couldn't shake the feeling that Earlene's words held a deeper meaning. She cleared her throat, choosing her words carefully. "Thank you, that's very kind of you to say. I must admit, I'm still getting used to the unique atmosphere here."
Earlene waved a hand dismissively, her bracelets jingling with the movement. "Oh, don't you worry about that, darling. It's perfectly normal to feel a bit overwhelmed at first. Trust me, you'll soon come to appreciate the way we do things here in Utopia."
Maria nodded, her smile feeling more strained by the second. "I'm sure I will. It's just different from what I'm used to, I suppose."
Earlene leaned in closer, her perfume wafting over Maria in a heady cloud. "Speaking of which, I learned that your husband, Troy, is quite the successful film producer. I had no idea until we signed the mortgage papers. And your daughter, Sofia, will be starting at Utopia High soon, won't she?"
The sudden shift in topic caught Maria off guard, and she blinked in surprise. "Yes, that's right, she’ll be a senior. Troy's had a wonderful career in Hollywood, but we're both excited for Sofia to start school here, away from the bad influences, if you know what I mean."
Earlene's eyes glittered with something akin to satisfaction. "I'm sure they'll both thrive here in Utopia. We have a way of bringing out the best in people, especially our newcomers. And as for the women, well, let's just say that Utopia has a way of helping them embrace their true nature. Your daughter will blossom here, and so will you."
Maria felt a chill at Earlene's words, a sense of unease settling in the pit of her stomach. She glanced over at Willow, seeking reassurance, but found her friend engrossed in conversation with another woman at the table.
Earlene, seemingly oblivious to Maria's discomfort, pressed on. "And what about you, Maria? Do you have any plans for your life here in Utopia?"
Maria took a deep breath, squaring her shoulders as she met Earlene's gaze head-on. "Actually, yes. I'm an artist, and I plan to continue painting here. I'm also still open to any acting opportunities that my agent might send me."
Earlene's eyebrows raised in surprise, a flicker of something unreadable crossing her face. "Is that so? Well, isn't that just wonderful. Our community theater group would love to have you join them. I'm sure Troy is thrilled to have such a talented and ambitious wife. It’s nice that he allows you to keep working."
The implication behind Earlene's words was clear and Maria felt a flare of irritation. "I don't need Troy's permission to pursue my dreams, Earlene. My career is my own."
Earlene's smile never wavered, but there was a hardness in her eyes that hadn't been there before. "Of course, darling. I didn't mean to imply otherwise. It's just that here in Utopia, we believe in the importance of traditional gender roles and values. I'm sure you'll come to understand that in time."
With that, Earlene turned to leave, her hips swaying as she sashayed away from the table. Maria watched her go, feeling a mixture of frustration and unease swirling in her gut.
As if sensing her discomfort, Willow leaned in close to whisper. "Don't let Earlene get to you, Maria. She's just trying to get under your skin."
Maria sighed, running a hand through her hair. "I know, but it's just so frustrating. The way she assumed I needed Troy's permission to work, as if I'm some kind of property."
Willow nodded in understanding, smiling with her eyes. "Welcome to Utopia, where the women are sexy and the men are in charge. At least that's what they want us to believe."
Despite herself, Maria smiled, the tension in her shoulders easing slightly. She should have expected people in this small town to be more conservative. Perhaps, with Willow by her side, navigating the complexities of Utopia wouldn't be quite so daunting after all.

      ***On the opposite side of the table, Jodi leaned in close to Sofia. "You know, Sofia, you're going to be quite the sensation at Utopia High," she said, her gaze roving appreciatively over Sofia's curves. "Especially with those breasts. The boys won't know what hit them."
Sofia shifted uncomfortably in her seat, her cheeks flushing at Jodi's brazen appraisal. She tugged self-consciously at the neckline of her cropped jacket, suddenly feeling far too exposed under the other girl's intense scrutiny.
"Thanks, I guess," Sofia mumbled, averting her gaze. She reached for her water glass, taking a long sip in an attempt to quell the unease in her stomach.
Jodi's perfectly glossed lips curved into a knowing smirk. "Stick with me, sweetie, and I'll make sure you meet all the right people. The cool guys, not the toads." She leaned back in her chair, crossing her long, tanned legs with a confident flourish.
Sofia bristled at Jodi's condescending tone, a flare of defiance igniting in her chest. "I think I can figure out who the cool guys are on my own, thanks," she retorted, her voice laced with a hint of sarcasm.
Jodi's eyes narrowed, a flicker of annoyance passing over her flawless features. "Trust me, Sofia, you're going to want my help. The social scene at Utopia High can be challenging for newcomers." Her tone was honeyed, but there was an unmistakable undercurrent of warning beneath her words.
Sofia met Jodi's gaze head-on, her jaw set in a stubborn line. "I'm not really interested in playing by someone else's rules, or pretending to be what guys here like," she declared, her voice ringing with conviction. "I plan on being true to myself, no matter what."
Jodi let out a tinkling laugh. "Oh, honey, you'll learn soon enough that being 'true to yourself' isn't going to get you very far in this town." She leaned forward to whisper. "The key is to make the boys think they're in charge, even when you're the one pulling the strings. Trust me, a little compliance and submission can go a long way."
Sofia felt a wave of revulsion washing over her. The very idea of pretending to be something she wasn't, of playing the meek and submissive role just to gain social status, made her skin crawl.
"Thanks for the advice," Sofia said, her voice dripping with sarcasm, "but I think I'll pass. I'm not interested in manipulating anyone, or being manipulated myself."
Jodi's eyes flashed with irritation and amusement. "Suit yourself, Sofia. Maybe you don’t want to get laid, but don't say I didn't warn you." She leaned back in her chair with a smug smile. "In Utopia, a woman's true power lies in her ability to use her feminine wiles to get what she wants. It's a gift from God, and it would be a shame to waste it."
Sofia felt a sense of foreboding. She had a sinking feeling that this was only the beginning of the challenges she would face in her new hometown—challenges that would test not only her independence, but also her identity.

      ***As the evening wore on, Maria couldn't help but feel a growing concern for her daughter. She watched as Sofia's lively demeanor dimmed under the weight of Jodi's subtle but persistent suggestions. Maria knew all too well how difficult it would be for Sofia to resist the pressures of Utopia's suffocating social norms, especially in high school where everyone wanted to fit in, and she feared that her daughter might crumble under the pressure.
Maria wondered how Troy was faring in the men's dining room. He was used to charming strangers and getting them to invest huge chunks of money in his films, but she knew his values would likely clash with those of the men in Utopia. She hoped he could find some kind of camaraderie in the town, otherwise, he'd miss his active social life in Los Angeles.
As the night drew to a close after Willow left with her husband, Maria couldn't wait to escape the suffocating atmosphere of the country club. Among the phony smiles and meaningless small talk, she felt more out of place than ever. Glancing at her daughter's troubled expression, she knew that they were both in for a bumpy ride in Utopia. 







  
  Chapter three

Maria lay sprawled across the bed, her long t-shirt riding up her thighs as she lost herself in the pages of her dark romance novel. The warm night air wafted through the open window, carrying with it the sound of crickets and the sweet scent of pine from the surrounding forests. The new house, still unfamiliar, creaked softly around her, its settling noises oddly comforting compared to the usual bustle of their former city life. She had pushed thoughts of unpacking to the farthest corner of her mind, content to leave that task for the next day with Keke's help. 
Her mind briefly wandered to Keke. She had planned for the young woman to take one of the third-floor rooms, originally built for household servants, but Troy had insisted on Keke taking the bedroom at the back of the second floor, conveniently located behind Sofia's room. His reasoning seemed sound—Keke could keep an unobtrusive eye on Sofia when they were out, and make it harder for Sofia to sneak out at night. Yet, as Maria had climbed the steep back staircase from the ground-floor kitchen twenty minutes earlier, she had glimpsed Keke through her half-open door, unpacking naked, her youthful body lithe and unmarked by time. It had given Maria pause, questioning the wisdom of placing Keke's room so close to the master bedroom since Troy might easily have been the one to walk past her open door and see her naked, and because she would be using the hallway bathroom. Maria finally shook her head and decided she was just being silly. She could trust Troy. Young starlets had been throwing themselves at him for years, and he had resisted them all after they got married, at least as far as she knew.
The soft thump of bare feet on the wooden floor drew her gaze from the book. Troy emerged from the master bathroom naked, his muscular form silhouetted against the dim light. He rubbed a towel against his damp hair with a confident demeanor and a mischievous grin. His presence commanded attention, and Maria felt a familiar flutter in her stomach.
"How was dinner?" Maria asked. She closed her book, her thumb saving her place as she watched him approach.
Troy tossed the towel aside. "They were great. Very welcoming. I’m glad you left when you were ready rather than waiting for me. I think we're really going to like living here."
Maria raised an eyebrow, setting her book aside. "Make any new friends?"
"Tony Carter, the grocery store manager. He’s a cool guy.”
“I met his wife. I like her.”
“I also met Mayor Earl Reed, but I spent most of the time talking to Jerry Morgan, the plastic surgeon. He owns a classic Ferrari Dino, so we talked about Ferraris for at least an hour. He restored it to perfect condition and he’s very proud of it."
“Plastic surgeon?” That might explain some of the women she’d seen around town since they all looked so perfect.
“Yeah. He had a practice in Beverly Hills, but they talked him into moving up here. He looks about forty, but I heard he was sixty. He says he’s semi-retired now, but he still has an office by the hospital.”
"Sounds like you had a good time. I'm glad you're making friends."
Troy was studying her legs. "Oh, I did," he said, lowering his voice. "But not as good a time as I plan to have now."
“Oh?”
“We have a tradition to uphold. Every new home deserves a proper christening, don't you think?" He leaned down, his hands planted on either side of her, caging her in. His proximity was intoxicating, the heat of his body mingling with hers.
Maria inhaled his clean scent, anticipation and hesitation swirling within her. She was tired, her body yearning for sleep, but the spark in Troy's eyes was igniting something else within her. "Troy, I'm not sure," she started, her voice trailing off as he smiled.
"Come on, Maria," he said, lightly brushing his fingers over her legs. "Remember Malibu? Lake Como? We always make love the first night in our new homes. That’s what makes it a home."
She smiled, memories of their past adventures flooding back. She had to admit, the idea held a certain appeal. And Troy, with his damp hair and mischievous grin, was incredibly sexy. She let out a soft sigh, her resolve crumbling. "Okay," she conceded, her voice barely a whisper.
Troy's grin widened. He straightened, giving her space to set her book aside on the bedside table. Her gaze lingered on him, admiring the way his muscles shifted beneath his skin, the unspoken connection between them charging the air with electricity.
He turned away, retrieving a mysterious shipping box from the corner of the room. Maria's eyes followed him, her curiosity piqued. "What's that?"
Troy placed the box on the bed, his eyes never leaving hers as he slowly lifted the lid. "Something I thought we might enjoy."
Maria's breath caught in her throat as he revealed the contents: nylon ropes, coiled neatly like sleeping serpents, and a large black vibrator nestled in a bed of red velvet. She shivered with excitement. He had never shown an interest in bondage before, but she couldn't deny the thrill that pulsed through her at the sight. She had fantasized about this, about the feel of rope against her skin, the thrill of being at Troy's mercy, but she had never dared to voice her desires, never thought that Troy would be the one to introduce her to this dark world.
Her eyes flicked up to meet his, her cheeks flushed with arousal and embarrassment. "Troy," she began, her voice barely a whisper. He silenced her with a finger to her lips, his eyes dark with promise.
"Shh," he murmured. "Just trust me, Maria. Let me make this a night to remember."
He began to uncoil the ropes, his eyes never leaving hers. Maria's body tingled. She was playing with fire, she knew, but she couldn't deny the thrill that pulsed through her, the dark desire that stirred within her soul. She took a deep breath and surrendered, ready to embrace the darkness and the delight.
Troy took her wrist, his grip firm yet gentle. His eyes locked onto hers, a silent question lingering in their depths. She nodded, her consent given in that small gesture, and he began to wrap the nylon rope around her wrist. The fibers were soft, yet the bind was tight, secure. She felt the blood pulsing beneath her skin. He looped the other end of the rope around the bedpost, pulling it taut, not enough to hurt, but enough to send a thrill coursing through her.
"Is that too tight?".
She shook her head, her dark curls rustling against the pillow. "No," she whispered. She could feel the anticipation building, her nerves tingling like live wires. He repeated the process with her other wrist, then moved to the foot of the bed, his eyes never leaving hers as he bound her ankles to the remaining bedposts.
Maria tested the bonds, a slight tug of her limbs, and found them secure. She felt her nipples hardening against the thin fabric of her shirt. She was at his mercy now, a realization that sent a surge of heat between her legs. She could feel the dampness growing there, her body responding to the thrill of the unknown.
Troy paused, his eyes roving over her, taking in the sight of her spread out before him. His pupils dilated, his breath growing ragged. "You're so beautiful, Maria," he said, his voice thick with desire.
He crawled onto the bed, straddling her waist. She could feel the heat of his body, his cock pressing against her stomach. He reached down, his fingers grasping the neckline of her shirt. With a sudden jerk, he tore the fabric, the sound of ripping cotton filling the air. She gasped, her eyes widening in surprise. He continued to tear the shirt down the middle, baring her to his gaze, his eyes feasting on her exposed flesh.
Maria's emotions whirled with a mixture of surprise, vulnerability, and growing excitement. She had never been handled like this, never been so completely at someone else's mercy. It was terrifying, exhilarating, intoxicating. She could feel her body responding, her back arching slightly, pressing her breasts upwards, begging for his touch.
Through the haze of desire, Maria caught a glimpse of her reflection in the bedroom mirror, breasts heaving and cheeks flushed, and she gasped, both at the wanton image and at the realization that she liked what she saw. She was powerful, and sexy, and as she met her own gaze in the reflection, she saw a newfound fire in her eyes. 
Troy's cock hardened against her as his gaze roamed over her naked body. He shifted upward, his knees moving to either side of her head, his cock poised at her lips. She could see the glistening bead of liquid at his tip, could feel the heat of him, the scent of him filling her nostrils.
"Open your mouth, Maria," he commanded. She complied, her lips parting, her eyes locked onto his. He pushed his cock into her mouth, a low groan escaping him as he did. She could taste him, salty and sweet, could feel the velvety smoothness of his skin against her tongue.
She was at his mercy, completely under his control. And she found that she liked it, liked the thrill of it, the excitement of it. This was exhilarating. This was freeing.
Troy pulled out of her mouth and shifted lower, his hips settling between her thighs, his cock poised at her entrance. She felt his breath on her neck and the firm, insistent pressure of his body against hers. 
"Look at me, Maria. Helpless little Maria. Sexy Maria.”
She did, her eyes meeting his, seeing the hunger there, the raw, unapologetic desire. She felt a thrill, a jolt of electricity that ran from her spine to her core, and the wetness dripping between her legs into her butt crack.
He pushed into her, a slow, deliberate slide that filled her completely. She gasped, her eyes fluttering closed, her body arching to meet his. He was hot and hard inside her, a pulsing, throbbing presence that sent waves of pleasure crashing through her.
"Oh yes, Troy, yes," she moaned. He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear.
"Shh, not so loud, love," he chided gently, a teasing lilt to his voice. "Wouldn't want to wake the neighbors. Now, be a good girl and beg me to stop."
Maria's eyes opened, her gaze locking onto his. She saw the challenge there, the dare. She felt a rush, a surge of excitement that sent her heart pounding. She licked her lips, her mouth suddenly dry.
"Please, Troy," she whispered. "Please, stop."
He moaned softly as he pushed deeper inside of her. "That's it, love. That's the game. I’m taking you now, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me."
It felt so good. “No…please…not that.”
He thrust with a slow, steady rhythm that sent waves of pleasure crashing through her. She could feel every inch of him, every ridge, every vein, as he slid in and out of her, a delicious, torturous friction that left her gasping for more.
“Please…you’re too big. No.”
She had always fantasized about this, about being taken, being forced, being utterly and completely dominated. But she had always thought they were just that—fantasies. Dark, dirty secrets she kept locked away in the depths of her mind. She had never thought she would actually enjoy it, never thought she would actually crave it. But here she was, tied to the bed, her body at Troy's mercy, and she was loving every minute of it. She was a mess of contradictions, a confusing, chaotic mix of desire and empowerment, of lust and control. She felt alive, more alive than she had ever felt before.
"Please, Troy," she begged again, her voice a desperate, needy whine as she bucked harder against him. "Please…stop. I can't take it. It's too much."
He leaned down, his lips brushing against hers, his breath hot on her face. "That's it, love. Beg me. Beg me to stop."
She whimpered softly. And moaned. And with each whimper, she felt a surge of power, a rush of control. She was the one calling the shots, she was the one setting the pace. She was the one driving him wild, driving him crazy with desire. It was a heady feeling, a rush of adrenaline that sent her spiraling higher and higher, her body coiling tighter and tighter, her pleasure building and building until it was a roaring, thundering, all-consuming force that threatened to consume her completely.
"Please, Troy, no," she begged, trying to sound convincing, but also finding it hard to focus. "Please stop. I can't take it. It's too much. Too big—"
Her words were cut off, her voice stolen away as her orgasm hit her, a massive, overwhelming wave of pleasure that sent her spiraling over the edge, her body convulsing, her muscles clenching, her nerves firing. She cried out, a loud, desperate, needy sound that was swallowed up by Troy's kiss, his lips crashing down onto hers, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, his cock pulsing deep inside her.
She felt him come then, his body tensing, his hips jerking, his cock throbbing as he spilled himself inside of her. She could feel it, hot and wet, filling her, marking her, claiming her. She moaned again, a low, satisfied sound, her body milking him for all he was worth, prolonging their pleasure, her orgasm feeding his and his feeding hers.
As they moved together, their bodies united, their hearts beating as one, Maria knew that she had never felt more alive, more empowered, more utterly and completely herself. 
She had discovered something about herself tonight, something dark and dangerous, something thrilling and exhilarating. She had discovered that she liked it rough, that she liked being taken, being forced, being utterly and completely dominated. And she knew that this was just the first step on a long, dark, twisted journey of discovery and desire, of pleasure and pain, of control and submission. She couldn't wait to see where the journey would take her. She wanted more.
Maria's body was still humming with the aftershocks of her climax, her breath ragged as she lay restrained on the bed. The room was filled with the scent of their lovemaking, a musky undertone that clung to the warm air like a secret. Troy's hands were gentle yet firm as he untied the ropes from her wrists, his touch sending tiny sparks of electricity across her skin. 
"You were incredible," Troy murmured, his lips brushing against her ear as he lay down behind her back to spoon her. He kissed her shoulder and neck, each touch of his lips a silent thank you. "Did you like that?"
Maria turned her head with a sly smile. "Yes," she whispered, her voice hoarse from her earlier cries. "But I don't want to do it ever again...at least for a day or so."
Troy chuckled softly, a sound that vibrated through his chest and into her. He turned her head and kissed her on the mouth, a gentle, lingering kiss that was a stark contrast to the intensity of their earlier encounter. They lay there together, their bodies entwined on top of the covers, not wanting to separate. Maria could feel Troy's heartbeat against her back, a steady rhythm that lulled her into a state of contentment. She could feel the bond between them deepening, a silent understanding passing between them.
Troy's breathing grew slower, more rhythmic, as he dozed off, his arm draped possessively over her waist. Maria listened to the sound of his breath, a soft, steady rhythm that was comforting. She felt a sense of contentment wash over her, a deep, abiding peace that settled in her bones. She knew she should get up and turn off the lights, but she felt so warm and cozy that she didn’t want to move.
Then she noticed a strange buzzing noise that cut through the silence, a sound that was out of place in the quiet of the night. Maria's eyes fluttered open, her senses instantly on alert. She lay still for a moment, listening, trying to place the sound. It was a low, insistent hum, a sound that seemed to be coming from outside.
Slowly, carefully, she extricated herself from Troy's embrace, her movements silent and deliberate. She stood up, still naked, her nipples remaining hard as her skin continued to tingle. She padded softly to the window and peered out into the darkness, her eyes scanning the night, but she knew she’d have to turn off the lights and let her eyes adjust if she wanted to see much out there.
Then she saw it. A tiny red light, hovering a few feet away from the window. It moved a little closer into the glow from the window and she was finally able to identify the strange object. A drone, its blades a faint whir in the stillness of the night, its camera pointed straight at her nude body. Her breath caught in her throat as she staggered backward.
Who was watching them? And why?







  
  Chapter four

The Queen Anne-style Victorian mansion loomed before Maria and Sofia, its grandeur stark against the backdrop of the rushing river and the encircling pine forest, its towers and turrets looking down on them. The scent of pine was overwhelming, almost cloying, as they stepped out of the car and onto the crunching gravel driveway. They went up the front steps and crossed the wide veranda that ran the length of the front of the house. Melinda Heyerdahl greeted them at the door, her blonde curls perfectly coiffed, her smile as wide as it was practiced. Her enhanced features were striking, almost unsettling in their perfection. She was of average height, wearing heels, but she had an intimidating presence like someone who was used to being in charge of a large organization, or perhaps a high-ranking officer in the military. 
"Maria, darling, so lovely to see you," Melinda said, extending a hand adorned with gleaming rings. She shook Maria’s hand with a strong grip, then her gaze shifted to Sofia, taking in the tight black minidress and heels. "And this must be Sofia. Jodi has told me all about you. We're so excited for her to have a new friend."
“Hey,” Sofia said, flashing a brief smile and looking out at the river, clearly wishing she was elsewhere.
Maria smiled, placing a protective hand on Sofia's back. "Thank you for having us, Melinda. Your home is magnificent."
“Well, I’m thrilled to have a celebrity visitor. I’ve seen many of your movies.”
Maria knew she was just being polite. If she asked, she knew Melinda wouldn’t even be able to name one of her films.
Melinda ushered them into the foyer with its sweeping staircase curving up to the second floor. But it was the real stuffed giraffe that commanded their attention, its head nearly brushing the immense crystal chandelier hanging from the twenty-foot ceiling. Sofia's eyes widened, her mouth agape. "What the f—?"
Melinda laughed, a polite, tinkling sound. "Magnus used to hunt big game years ago. I indulge him by allowing the heads mounted on the walls, but honestly, they're not my taste."
Sofia wrinkled her nose, looking around at the opulent surroundings, her arms crossed over her chest. Maria could feel her daughter's discomfort, but she also knew Sofia was intrigued. 
They were led into a sprawling living room, the huge windows offering a breathtaking view of the river. The room was comfortable, inviting, yet the massive heads of a bison and a rhinoceros mounted on the walls added a creepy, almost menacing undertone. Maria felt like she was being watched by dinosaurs as she and Sofia sat down on the plush sofa.
Melinda began pouring the tea from the silver pot, the steam rising in delicate tendrils from the cups. "Sofia, dear, are you looking forward to attending Utopia High for your senior year?"
Sofia shrugged. "I guess. I miss my friends in Malibu, but Jodi seems cool."
Melinda turned her attention to Maria. "And how are you finding Utopia, Maria? It must be quite a change from your Hollywood lifestyle."
Maria hesitated, choosing her words carefully. She didn't want to say anything negative in front of Sofia. "It's certainly different, but that’s part of its charm. The people are very friendly."
Melinda smiled, handing Maria a cup of tea. "Yes, we do pride ourselves on our hospitality. I hope you'll come to love it here as much as we do."
Maria took a sip of the tea, feeling the warm liquid slide down her throat. She watched Sofia drinking from her cup while staring at the bison head, her expression unreadable, probably wanting to check her phone for texts. When Sofia saw Jodi walking into the room wearing a tight, stretchy minidress with heels, her eyes lit up. When Jodi invited Sofia to join her upstairs, Sofia gulped down the rest of her tea and was off like a flash.
“You’ll have to excuse my daughter,” Maria said. “Moving here is a big adjustment for her.”
“Oh, of course, of course,” Melinda said. “Think nothing of it. Jodi will keep her entertained.”
Maria took another sip of her tea and the cup clinked gently against the saucer as she set it down, her hands trembling slightly. The room, with its massive windows overlooking the rushing river, felt both breathtaking and suffocating. The bison and rhinoceros heads stared down at her, their glassy eyes reflecting the sunlight filtering through the windows.
"So, Maria," Melinda began, her voice as smooth as velvet, "you must be curious about our little town. About how it all came to be."
Maria nodded, her eyes meeting Melinda's. "Yes, it's quite fascinating. I understand your husband, Magnus, was instrumental in its transformation?"
Melinda's eyes sparkled with pride. "Oh, yes. Magnus is a visionary. He saw the potential in this place twenty-five years ago and bought it with a group of investors. During the Gold Rush, the miners named it Devil’s Tongue, but we decided Utopia would be more acceptable to new residents. Magnus is quite the Renaissance man—a renowned psychiatrist, former military intelligence, and now, the owner of the Brotherhood Gym."
Maria wondered why he’d bought a gym after a career like that, but she could learn more about him later. "That's impressive. And what about you, Melinda? What's your role in all this?"
Melinda waved a dismissive hand, her charm never faltering. "Oh, I just support Magnus in whatever way I can. He's the real mastermind behind Utopia."
Something about the way Melinda said it made Maria wonder if she were telling the truth. Maria took another sip of her tea, the liquid now tasting bitter on her tongue. She felt a strange sensation creeping over her, a slight dizziness that made the room shift around. She tried to focus, her thoughts turning to the women of Utopia. "I've noticed something about the women here. They’re…unusual."
Melinda's smile didn't waver, but her eyes hardened slightly. "Different how, dear?"
"They're all so perfect. Almost too perfect. And they seem to defer to the men like their own opinions don’t matter."
Melinda laughed. "Oh, Maria, you're reading too much into it. We just have traditional values here. The men provide, and the women nurture. It's a simple, beautiful dynamic, just as it always was before the young people got so politically correct and confused about whether they were male or female. In Utopia, we bring our children up right, and the parents understand how to be proper role models."
She tried to press further, glad that Sofia wasn’t hearing this, but Melinda deftly steered the conversation back to lighter topics, her charm an impenetrable shield. 
Maria's fingers traced the rim of her teacup, her vision swimming in the rich haze of Melinda's living room. She probably needed more rest after the stress of their move. The crystal chandelier above seemed to sway gently, its prisms casting fractured rainbows across the walls adorned with the severed heads of exotic beasts. The bison's glassy eyes bored into her, amplifying her unease. 
"Melinda," Maria began, her voice echoing as if from a distance, "last night, I thought I saw a camera drone outside my bedroom window. Do you have any idea who might—"
Melinda's laugh seemed genuine. "A drone, Maria? In Utopia? Oh, dear, you must be mistaken. No one here would do such a thing."
Maria's thoughts faltered, the conviction in her voice wavering. "But I...saw it. Or maybe...maybe I was just dreaming?" The room tilted, the chandelier dancing a slow waltz with the bison's head. Maria steadied herself, her fingers digging into the plush velvet of the sofa.
"Yes, that must be it. Or perhaps it was paparazzi. You know how they can be, always lurking, always prying."
Maria nodded, her mind a whirlpool of confusion. Melinda’s words were making a lot of sense. "Yes, you're right. I must be...overreacting." Her eyelids fluttered as the bison shook his head.

      ***Upstairs, Sofia's heels sank into the plush carpet of Jodi's bedroom, her eyes wide with fascination. The room was a shrine to Jodi's conquests, the walls papered with photos of shirtless boys posing and smiling. Sofia stepped closer, her thoughts swimming in a haze of curiosity.
“You have a trophy wall,” Sofia said. “Just like your dad and his animal heads. Have you slept with all of them?”
“Of course.” Jodi slunk onto the bed, her body a sinuous curve, her eyes never leaving Sofia. "You like them, don't you? I call this photo collection, Jodi’s Boys."
Sofia's fingers reached out, tracing the edge of a photo, the boy's muscles gleaming under a sheen of sweat as he lifted weights. She could feel Jodi's eyes on her like a physical touch, a seductive caress. "They're...beautiful," she murmured, her body flushing with heat.
“And I can make them do whatever I want,” Jodi said proudly. "Beauty is power, Sofia. And in Utopia, we know how to wield it." She patted the bed beside her. "Come and sit with me. I have more photos of them, but not the kind I can display on my wall where my mom might see them."
Sofia hesitated, her heart pounding, her body swaying toward Jodi, but she wanted to see the photos. 
Jodi held out her phone so Sofia could feast her eyes. Sofia stared at the phone's screen, holding her breath as she swiped through the images. Each photo was more provocative than the last, the boys' bodies glistening and bare, their eyes hungry, most of them with erections. Jodi's arm was draped around her waist, her breath hot on Sofia's neck as she leaned in, her voice a sultry purr. Sofia stopped on a muscular guy, with blond hair and a brilliant smile, with the largest erection she’d ever seen.
“Jayden,” Jodi said. “He’s huge, and he knows how to use it. He’s into swimming and bodybuilding. I can introduce you.”
Sofia looked at her in wonder. “Really? He wouldn’t be interested in me, would he?”
Jodi snorted. “Have you looked in the mirror lately? You have everything these guys want. You just need the right attitude.”
With her head swimming, Sofia returned to the photos, hesitating and getting one more good look at Jayden before she flipped to the next one.
"That's Lucas," Jodi murmured, tapping the screen. "He's the captain of the football team. Not great in bed, but he’s fun."
Sofia felt funny, and the photos seemed to be moving, their erections bobbing up and down. She blinked and they went back to normal. She felt a seductive burn melting her resistance, opening her mind, and her pussy was getting wet.
"And that's Diego," Jodi continued. "He's new, like you. But he's learning fast. Very eager to please."
Sofia's throat was dry, her body flushing with heat, curiosity and desire coursing through her veins. The room was spinning slightly, the scent of pine and perfume a heady mix that made her feel intoxicated.
Jodi pulled away slightly, her eyes roving over Sofia's body, a slow, appreciative gaze that made Sofia's skin tingle. "You know, we're about the same size," Jodi said, her voice thoughtful. "I have a dress that would look great on you."
Sofia blinked, her mind struggling to keep up with Jodi's words. "A dress?" she echoed, her voice sounding distant to her own ears.
Jodi nodded and smiled. "Yeah, it's gorgeous. Here, let me grab it. Take off your clothes." She stood up and walked into her huge walk-in closet.
Sofia watched her go, breathing faster as she slipped her dress off over her head. She looked down at her own body, her lacy bra and thong panties suddenly feeling too restrictive. She felt a strange urge to strip them off, to feel the cool air on her bare skin. She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts.
Jodi returned, a sliver of fabric dangling from her fingers. She looked at Sofia, her eyes gleaming with intensity. "Here it is," she said, holding up the dress. "But you'll need to take off your bra. The dress won't fit right otherwise."
“That’s a dress? It looks like a piece of string.” Sofia hesitated, a flush creeping up her cheeks. She felt a strange shyness, a reluctance to bare herself in front of Jodi. But there was also a thrill, a spark of excitement that made her heart beat faster.
Jodi stepped closer, speaking softly. "Come on, Sofia," she coaxed. "Don't be shy. You have great tits. You should show them off."
Sofia's hands trembled slightly as she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She let it fall to the floor, her breasts bared to Jodi's appreciative gaze.
Jodi's smile widened. "Gorgeous," she said, holding up the shiny red dress. She helped Sofia step into it, the light fabric a cool caress against her bare skin. The dress was strapless, two narrow pieces of fabric that crossed in front, barely covering her nipples. The skirt was short, scandalously so, the hemline sitting high on her thighs and barely covering her pussy. Jodi snapped a few photos with her phone.
Jodi circled, her eyes roving over Sofia's body, a slow, appreciative gaze that made Sofia's skin tingle. "You look amazing," she said. She knelt down, her hands wrapping around Sofia's ankles, and slipped a pair of matching heels onto her feet. Her hands lingered, her thumbs pressing into the arches of Sofia's feet, a slow, sensual massage that made Sofia's eyes flutter closed.
Sofia swayed slightly, her head feeling funny, her thoughts a jumbled mess. She looked down at Jodi. She hadn’t really noticed before, but Jodi was beautiful, her features sharp and feline, her eyes a vivid blue. There was something about her, a magnetism that drew Sofia in, made her want to please her.
Jodi looked up, her eyes meeting Sofia's as she rested one hand on her thigh. "There," she said softly. "Now you're ready to play."

      ***Maria's fingers trembled slightly as she set her tea cup down on the saucer, the delicate clink of bone china echoing in her ears like a distant alarm. The room, once bright and inviting, now swayed gently, the rich hues of the furnishings bleeding into one another like wet paint. She blinked, trying to focus on Melinda sitting across from her, a picture of poise and elegance.
"Melinda," Maria began, her voice thick and slow, "you've been so generous with your time, but I really should be going." She attempted to rise, her legs wobbling beneath her like a newborn fawn's.
Melinda's smile didn't falter, but her eyes sharpened. "Nonsense, Maria. You've only just arrived. Besides, Sofia and Jodi are still upstairs. I bet they’re getting along famously."
Maria's heart pounded in her chest, a dull thud that resonated through her entire body. She felt like her brain was wrapped in a thick fog, dulling her senses. Her limbs were heavy, her movements sluggish.
"You have a beautiful home, Melinda," she said, wondering if she had said that already, her words slurring slightly. "So opulent. It must have taken quite some time to...collect everything." Her eyes drifted to the stuffed bison head mounted on the wall, its glassy eyes seeming to follow her every movement.
Melinda's smile widened, a cat playing with its prey. "Why, thank you, Maria. Magnus does enjoy his...hobbies. But tell me, how are you finding Utopia? It must be quite a change from the city."
Maria was pretty sure Melinda had asked her that already, but maybe not. Better to be polite. Her mouth felt dry, her tongue thick. She tried to swallow, but her throat constricted, choking her words. "It's...different," she rasped. "The women here, they're all so...compliant."
"Compliant? Oh, Maria, you make it sound like they're slaves. They're simply happy, well-adjusted women who know their place in the world."
Maria's vision swam, the room tilting. She gripped the arm of the chair, her knuckles white. She needed to find Sofia. She needed to leave. But her body wouldn't cooperate.

      ***Upstairs, Sofia stared at her reflection in the full-length mirror, swaying back and forth on her heels. The dress Jodi had given her was unlike anything she'd ever worn, the fabric a shimmering red with two narrow pieces of fabric that crossed in front, exposing her breasts completely whenever she leaned forward. The skirt was so short that she wouldn’t be able to sit down in it without exposing herself. She felt naked, the cool air of the room licking her bare skin, her legs seemingly endless in the sky-high heels.
Jodi circled Sofia with her phone held up, snapping photos from every angle. "God, you look beautiful," she murmured. "Like a sexy little doll."
Sofia shivered, goosebumps rising on her flesh. She felt strange, her head fuzzy and her limbs languid. She should feel embarrassed, she thought, standing here nearly naked, posing for photos like some sort of pin-up. But instead, she felt a thrill, a pulse of heat between her thighs. She felt...sexy.
"Here," Jodi said, stepping close, her body brushing against Sofia's. She took Sofia's chin in her hand, tilting her head up, her eyes locked on her phone's screen. "Pout your lips. Yes, like that. Fuck, you're so hot."
Sofia's heart beat faster, her breath coming in quick gasps. She could feel Jodi's body heat, could smell her perfume, a sweet, cloying scent that filled her senses. Jodi rested her thumb on Sofia’s lower lip and she licked it, then sucked it into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. She felt dizzy, her thoughts spinning. She should stop this, she thought, should push Jodi away, should run. But her body wouldn't listen, as if it knew more than her brain did about what it wanted.
Jodi's hand trailed down her neck, her fingers brushing the swell of her breasts. Sofia's nipples hardened, pressing against the thin fabric of the dress. She gasped, her eyes fluttering closed.
"That's it. Just relax. You’re safe. Let me take care of you."
Sofia's eyes opened, her gaze meeting Jodi's in the mirror. She saw the hunger in her eyes, the naked desire. And she felt a thrill, a pulse of power. She was doing this, she thought. She was making Jodi want her. She pouted her lips, her hips swaying slightly, a seductive dance for her captive audience. But beneath the thrill, there was a small voice screaming at her to run, to escape, to fight the fog that threatened to consume her. But it was too late. She was already falling, already lost in the haze.

      ***Maria's hands gripped the edges of the plush velvet chair as she attempted to stand, her knuckles turning white. The room tilted again, the grandeur of the Victorian mansion morphing into a dizzying kaleidoscope of color and light. The crystal chandelier above seemed to shatter into a thousand tiny suns, blinding her. She blinked, trying to focus, but the room spun faster, the furnishings blurring into a nauseating whirl.
"Melinda." Maria's voice echoed in her own ears, distant and distorted. She reached out, grasping for something, anything to steady herself. Her hand met only air as she stumbled forward, her legs buckling beneath her.
Melinda calmly stood up. She stood over Maria, speaking into the cell phone in her hand. "Magnus, it's going fine. Jodi should have the photos for you within the hour."
Maria tried to speak, to scream, but her tongue was thick and heavy in her mouth. She looked up. Behind Melinda, the giant head of the bison loomed, its glassy eyes seeming to follow her, to mock her. Confusingly, she thought the bison winked at her, and she tried to laugh.

      ***Sofia lay on Jodi's bed unable to move. She felt sleepy, her thoughts drifting like feathers on a lazy breeze. She tried to focus, to hold onto consciousness, but it was like trying to grasp smoke. Jodi moved around her, repositioning her body, snapping photos, then moving her again. Sofia tried to protest, to move away, but her body wouldn't cooperate. She was a puppet, limp and pliant, at the mercy of Jodi's hands.
"Just relax," Jodi said. "You look so beautiful, Sofia. Just perfect. They’re all going to want you."
Sofia tried to speak, to protest, but all that came out was a soft sigh.
She was flat on her back now, and Jodi's hands were on her again, gentle but insistent. She felt the cool silk of the dress sliding down her body, leaving her naked, her legs spread. She tried to cover herself, to hide, but her arms were like lead, useless at her sides.
The last thing she remembered was Jodi standing over her snapping photos. Then, mercifully, she went to sleep.







  
  Chapter five

Maria drifted into the kitchen, her bare feet padding softly against the cool floor. The long t-shirt she wore held the faded logo of a heavy metal band, and her hair was a wild, dark halo around her head. The scent of brewed coffee drew her to the counter, where she poured herself a cup, the steam curling up to caress her face. Her brain felt fuzzy, the remnants of a strange dream clinging to her like the silk threads of a cobweb. 
Keke stood at the stove, her tanned legs bare beneath a short, flowing skirt, and her hair cascading down her back. She glanced over her shoulder at Maria with a friendly smile. "Morning, sunshine. You got up late. I've got eggs and toast going. You must be starving after last night."
Maria took a sip of her coffee, the bitter taste waking up her mouth. She leaned against the counter with a frown. "Keke, about last night...I can't really remember anything after we had tea with Melinda. It's all just blank."
Keke flipped an egg, the spatula clattering against the sizzling pan. "Oh, don't worry. You and Sofia were pretty quiet, but I figured you were just tired. Both of you went straight to bed when you got home." She shrugged, turning back to Maria with a reassuring smile. “Troy didn’t want to wake you for dinner, so he went to the club on his own.”
“Speaking of Troy, have you seen him this morning?”
"He left about an hour ago to hit the gym. I got you all signed up for memberships at both gyms yesterday."
“Efficient of you.”
Maria's fingers traced the rim of her mug hoping the coffee would kickstart her brain soon. She felt as if she were trying to grasp smoke, images and sensations from her dream slipping through her fingers—the clink of fine china, the scent of exotic tea, Melinda's laughter, and then nothing. A yawning chasm of darkness.
The sound of the refrigerator door opening pulled her from her thoughts. Sofia had shuffled in wearing her short bathrobe with her feet buried in bunny slippers. Her curly black hair was a disheveled mess, and dark circles hung beneath her eyes. She grabbed a can of Red Bull, cracking it open and taking a long swig.
"Morning, sweetheart," Keke chirped, transferring eggs and toast onto plates. "Breakfast is ready."
Sofia grunted in response, slumping into a chair at the kitchen table. "I'm so tired. I had the weirdest dreams."
Maria joined her daughter at the table, her stomach rumbling at the sight of food. She felt a pang of hunger, realizing she had not eaten dinner the night before. Keke set the plates down, the clatter of silverware against ceramic loud in the quiet kitchen.
The morning meal was a comforting ritual, the three of them sitting together in the sun-drenched room. Even so, Maria couldn't shake the sense of unease that lurked beneath the surface. She took a bite of her toast, the crunch loud in her ears, and swallowed it down with a sip of coffee.
She looked out the window, the pine trees swaying gently in the breeze, their sweet scent wafting inside. Everything seemed so normal, so peaceful. She took another sip of her coffee, the questions still swirling in her mind as the conversation drifted into mundane topics, the strange dream and the blank spaces in her memory momentarily forgotten. Thinking back on her visit to Melinda’s house, her general impression was that they’d both had a good time. Melinda seemed pretty nice, and Sofia had no complaints about Jodi, so she hoped her daughter had made a new friend.

      ***The Mercedes purred to a stop in front of Hottie Fitness, the women's gym that was anything but modest. Floor-to-ceiling windows exposed the bustling activity within, which was a voyeur's paradise. Keke turned to Maria, her voice breezy, "You're all signed up. Have a great workout!"
Maria stepped out, her sleek ponytail swinging behind her. She wore a sports bra and leggings that accentuated every curve, blending in seamlessly with the parade of perfect bodies inside. The gym was a display of skin and sweat, the clanking of weights and the hum of machines a familiar rhythm. It reminded her of the high-end fitness centers near Malibu, perhaps better, but there was an intensity here, a seriousness that bordered on obsessive.
She spotted Willow on a treadmill, her auburn hair swaying with each stride. Maria hopped on the machine next to her, starting at a brisk pace. "Morning.”
Willow glanced over and flashed a smile. "You look like you've seen a ghost."
Maria nodded, her mind flashing back to the strange dream and the blank spaces in her memory from the previous day. "Something like that," she admitted. She let the treadmill belt pick up speed, matching Willow's pace. "I think I had a weird dream. Troy and I had sex our first night in the house….”
That got Willow’s attention. “Yes? To christen it, right? Go on.” 
“When we were done, I thought I saw a camera drone outside our window."
"Maybe you weren’t dreaming. I saw one outside my bathroom window when I stepped out of the shower one night. Creepy, right?"
Maria frowned, missing a step. "You, too?" She tried to keep her voice casual. "Whose is it?"
Willow shrugged, her breath coming faster as she pushed herself harder. "Who knows? Some teenager whacking off at home? I just keep my blinds closed now."
The air in the gym was thick with the scent of sweat and the faint undertone of pine from outside. Maria's eyes wandered over the sea of toned bodies in their revealing outfits. There was a charged atmosphere, a hum of energy that was almost electric.
"Willow," Maria began, her voice low as she leaned slightly towards her friend. "Why do you think the men and women are separated at dinner and at the gyms? It seems so old-fashioned."
"That's just how it is here. Traditional, remember?" Her tone was nonchalant, accepting. "The men have their Brotherhood Gym, and we have Hottie Fitness. Sure, we might miss the cute guys in their little outfits, but it's not so bad, is it? We don’t have to listen to the grunting noises when they lift weights."
Maria looked around, taking in the state-of-the-art equipment, the immaculate facilities. It wasn't bad, not on the surface, at least.
"No," Maria agreed, her voice thoughtful. "It's not bad at all." 
Maria looked over at Willow. Their strides synchronized on the adjacent treadmills, Maria felt a budding kinship with this fiery young woman who seemed as out of place in Utopia as she felt. 
"Are you going to the club for dinner tonight?" Maria asked, her voice steady despite her rising heart rate. 
Willow nodded, her auburn hair bouncing with each step. "Yeah, Tony insists on going most nights. But I always end up going home alone. After dinner, he heads to the Brotherhood Gym with the other guys and doesn't come back until after I’m asleep."
Maria jogged another minute as a plan formed in her mind. "Why don't we follow them tonight? See if they're really going there to work out or for some other reason."
“You mean, spy on the guys?”
“Yes.”
Willow's green eyes sparkled with amusement and excitement. "Sure, sounds like fun. I'm in."

      ***The country club was a bastion of elegance, its grandeur amplified by the soft glow of chandeliers and the muted hum of conversation. Most of the windows looked out on the golf course, which provided a brighter contrast to the dense pine forest that surrounded the area. Troy held the door and Maria stepped inside, her heels clicking against the polished marble floor. Sofia had asked to eat dinner at home because she wanted to go to bed early, still tired from the previous day. 
Maria’s eyes were immediately drawn to a figure standing just inside the entrance. Magnus Heyerdahl was an imposing presence, his sharply tailored suit accentuating his commanding stature. His faded blond and silvered hair was impeccably groomed, and his piercing blue eyes were both alluring and unsettling. There was an aura of authority about him, a confident sense of control. Combined with Melinda, they had to make an imposing pair when they were together.
Although she hadn’t met Magnus before, her intuitive reaction was interesting as she observed him. His charm was undeniable, a magnetic pull that drew people in, but there was an underlying sense of danger, a subtle threat that lurked just beneath the surface. She found herself torn between wanting to know more and wanting to keep her distance.
Magnus's eyes met hers, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. His gaze was intense, probing, as if he could see right through her. Maria felt a flush rise to her cheeks, a mix of embarrassment and defiance. She held his gaze, refusing to look away, and he nodded in greeting as Troy joined him and the two men turned and made their way to the men's dining room. 
As she made her way to the women's dining room, Maria felt a growing sense of intrigue. The night was young, and the mysteries of Utopia were just beginning to unfold. Maybe she would learn more when she and Willow investigated the Brotherhood Gym later that night.

      ***Maria and Willow stepped out of the country club and waved goodbye to the other women, their voices carrying through the darkness with a casual ease that belied their true intentions. As soon as the others were out of sight, Maria grabbed Willow's hand, pulling her toward the shadowy trees that lined the path to the Brotherhood Gym.
"Come on," Maria whispered, breathing faster from the excitement. The pine needles beneath their feet released a soft, fragrant crunch as they darted into the cover of the woods. The moon above cast dappled shadows through the branches, providing just enough light to guide their way.
Willow giggled softly, her cheeks flushed from the wine she'd enjoyed over dinner. "This is crazy, Maria," she whispered, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "What if we get caught?"
Maria turned to her, a finger pressed to her lips. "Shh, keep your voice down. We won't get caught if we're careful. And what could they do to us anyway?"
They crouched behind a large tree for about ten minutes, peering around the trunk to watch the men make their way towards the gym, talking and laughing and staggering like they were drunk. Troy and Magnus led the group, their silhouettes tall and commanding against the dimly lit path. 
Willow nudged her arm. "Ready?”
Maria nodded, her resolve strengthening. They followed the men at a safe distance, their steps careful and deliberate. The gym loomed ahead, a large, modern building that seemed almost menacing in the darkness. Unlike the women's gym, there were no floor-to-ceiling windows offering a glimpse inside, just a glowing ribbon of glass high on the walls to let light in. 
After the men disappeared into the building, Maria and Willow crept toward the back door, moving slowly to give the men time to get settled inside. Maria tried the handle, finding it unlocked. She pushed the door open slowly, wincing as it creaked. They slipped inside, the dimly lit hallway stretching out before them. The air held the same scents of sweat, mildew, and sanitizer that could be recognized in men’s gyms all over the world.
Willow peeked into the locker room, her eyes wide with curiosity. She let out a soft giggle, quickly clapping a hand over her mouth. Maria shot her a warning look, but Willow just grinned. “I just wanted to see some nice butts,” she whispered. 
Maria couldn't help but smile back, the tension in her shoulders easing slightly. 
She looked at Willow as thumping rock music started in the distance, seeing her own excitement and nervousness reflected in her friend's eyes. They were really doing this. They were stepping into the unknown, guided only by their curiosity and the thrill of discovery. They cautiously inched down the hallway toward the source of the pulsating music. The smell in the air changed to something sweeter, more alluring, mixed in with the acrid tang of cigar smoke. 
They peered around a corner, and Maria's eyes widened. A woman dressed as a belly dancer, bathed in a spotlight, swayed on a small stage equipped with a stripper pole. She didn’t appear to be belly dancing, but she was a vision of sin and grace, her body moving fluidly to the music. The men surrounding the stage were transfixed, their eyes watching every movement. The performer gradually shed her clothes, each piece floating to the floor like a discarded secret.
Maria leaned over and whispered to Willow, "This is what they do here?"
Willow rolled her eyes. "Typical, isn't it? Leave it to the men to turn a gym into a strip club."
Maria watched, her initial surprise melting into amusement. She had seen far more extreme performances in Los Angeles, and at Hollywood parties—this seemed almost tame in comparison. "It's like they're trying too hard," she whispered, her eyes scanning the crowd.
Then she saw him. Troy stood near the back, his eyes not on the performer but engaged in conversation with a man Maria didn't recognize. The stranger had a handsome face, brown hair, blue eyes, and an athletic appearance that was hard to ignore. There was an ease in their interaction, a familiarity that piqued Maria's curiosity.
"Who's that with Troy?" Maria asked, nudging Willow.
Willow followed her gaze. "Oh, that's Doctor Morgan. Jerry. The plastic surgeon. He's got quite the reputation around here."
Maria's eyebrows raised slightly. "Reputation for what?"
Willow shrugged. "For making the women of Utopia...perfect. Boob jobs, mostly, but he does whatever is needed."
Maria felt a pang of something—jealousy, perhaps, or maybe just intrigue. Troy's interaction with the doctor seemed casual, but there was an undercurrent of intensity that she couldn't quite place. She watched as Troy laughed at something the doctor said, his eyes crinkling at the corners in a way that was both charming and unsettling.
The music reached a crescendo, the performer now completely nude, her sweaty body shining under the spotlight. The men cheered, their voices blending with the throbbing beat. Maria felt a strange mix of emotions, but mostly amusement.
"Let's get out of here," Maria whispered, her voice barely audible over the music.
Willow nodded. They backed away slowly, their steps synchronizing with the beat of the music. As they reached the back door, Maria paused, looking back one last time. The scene was surreal, a blend of the mundane and the exotic, a glimpse into a world that was both familiar and foreign.
Outside, the cool night air was a stark contrast to the heated atmosphere of the gym. Maria took a deep breath, the scent of pine filling her lungs, grounding her. Willow leaned against the wall, her laughter soft and infectious.
"Can you believe that?" Willow said.
Maria chuckled, feeling her muscles relax. "It's like they're stuck in some teenage fantasy."
Willow grinned, her eyes reflecting the moonlight. "Duh. They’re men. Now at least we know what keeps them busy at night."
Maria nodded, a sense of camaraderie washing over her. Whatever they had witnessed, it had only served to strengthen the bond between them. They had stepped into the unknown together, and now they shared a secret, a laugh, and a deeper understanding of the strange world they found themselves living in.
It felt good to have a friend.







  
  Chapter six

The late morning sun cast a golden hue over the quiet streets of Utopia as Maria's Mercedes pulled into the driveway. The car's engine purred to a stop, and Maria stepped out of the passenger seat, her body aching pleasantly from the intense workout at Hottie Fitness. Keke emerged from the driver’s side, her long brown hair cascading down her back, her slim figure accentuated by her short red dress. Maria felt a pang of envy at Keke's youthful energy, a stark contrast to her own exhausted state. She wasn’t getting enough sleep, and she felt a general anxiety that wouldn’t go away. 
As they approached the house, Maria's eyes widened at the sight of Sofia sashaying out the front door. Her daughter was dressed in a scandalously small white bikini that could be mistaken for a piece of ribbon, paired with towering white stiletto heels that clicked against the wooden veranda. Sofia's long black curls bounced with each step, her light brown skin glowing under the sun's warm caress.
"Sofia!" Maria called out, her voice laced with concern. "Why are you going out the front dressed like that? The pool is out back."
Sofia turned her head, her large breasts barely contained by the tiny triangles of fabric. She tossed her hair over her shoulder, a defiant gleam in her eyes. "Jodi's picking me up. We're hanging out for the afternoon."
Maria frowned and shook her head, her protective instincts kicking in. "Sofia, that's not appropriate attire for going out. And since when are you so close with Jodi? You’ve only known her a few days."
Sofia rolled her eyes, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Mom, it's just a bikini. Everyone in Utopia dresses like this. And Jodi is fun. She understands me, unlike some people."
Maria bristled at the jab, her mind filled with images of Sofia parading around town drawing unwanted attention. "Sofia, I don't want you walking around in public like that. And I don't trust Jodi. She's manipulative."
Sofia scoffed, her voice rising in frustration. "You don't trust anyone, Mom. You're always so suspicious, so controlling. I'm eighteen, I can make my own choices."
The honk of a car horn interrupted their argument. Sofia turned on her heel, heading toward the black BMW convertible stopping at the far end of the driveway. Jodi waved from the driver's seat with a smug smile, her blonde hair shimmering in the sunlight.
Maria watched Sofia go, grinding her teeth as she decided what to do. She felt a hand on her arm, Keke's voice soft in her ear. "Do you want me to go after her, Maria?"
Maria shook her head, her voice resigned. "No, Keke. I can't control her forever. I just...I just need to change clothes and go to the grocery store."
“I can do the shopping.”
“I know, but I need the distraction. You can keep unpacking.”
With a final glance at the retreating car, Maria stepped through the front door, the cool interior of the house offering a respite from the heat outside. But the chill did little to ease the burning worry in her mind. She knew she couldn't protect Sofia forever, but she also knew she couldn't trust Jodi. 

      ***As Jodi drove the BMW, Sofia was thinking she really needed her own car. Her dad was okay with the idea, but of course her mom was too busy interfering with her life to allow her that kind of independence. As far as her mom was concerned, she was still a little girl.
“Your mom giving you a hard time?” Jodi asked, reaching over to hold Sofia’s hand. The movement surprised Sofia, but she didn’t pull her hand away.
“As always. She didn’t want me going out in my bikini.”
“Why not? You have a great body and you should show it off,” Jodi said, glancing at her body and squeezing her hand.
“Right? I’m not old like she is. I should show it off while I’ve got it.”
“She’s probably jealous. She may have been hot like you once, and now she hates that you get all the attention.”
Sofia looked at Jodi, who was wearing a string bikini bottom and a flowery see-through top without a bra. “Good thing she didn’t see what you were wearing. She’d flip out.”
Jodi squeezed her hand again. “You like it?”
“It’s sexy. We going hunting for boys?”
Jodi turned onto a dirt road that cut through dense forest. “I know a nice spot down by the river where we can get naked and lay out in the sun. Some of the guys go there to swim, but I’ve never seen them there before late afternoon.”
“Cool. Sounds fun.” Sofia started breathing a little faster as she thought about nude sunbathing by the river. She’d never done that before, except when nobody was home and she’d lay out by their own pool, but she was willing to give it a try. Just the idea gave her a little thrill that made her nipples harden.
Jodi let go of her hand and rubbed her thigh. “You can just forget about your mom for a while. She’s clueless. You deserve someone who really understands you.”
Sofia nodded, looking at Jodi again and licking her lips. Jodi always made her feel so warm and welcome, she hoped they would get to be good friends.

      ***Maria pushed her shopping cart through the gleaming aisles of the Utopia Grocery store, the fluorescent lights overhead reflecting off the polished floors and the colorful displays. Just as before, amazing women in sexy outfits roamed the aisles, nodding and smiling at each other but rarely stopping to talk. The air was filled with the subtle hum of soft music and the distant beep of cash registers, a stark contrast to the turmoil within her. She needed a distraction, something to keep her mind off Sofia and the growing tension between them. The grocery store, with its mundane normality, seemed like the perfect place to find it.
She turned into the produce section, her eyes scanning the vibrant displays of fruits and vegetables. As she reached for a bunch of grapes, she heard a familiar voice behind her.
"Maria?"
She turned to see Tony Carter, his rugged frame leaning casually against a produce bin. He held a watermelon in his hands, checking it over for cuts and bruises, but of course it was perfect.
“Nice melon,” she said. “How are you, Tony?”
Tony glanced at her breasts, and she thought he might say something about her nice melons, but he just shrugged, his eyes meeting hers with a casual intensity. "Been better. Willow never came home last night. I'm a bit worried."
Maria's heart skipped a beat, her concern for Sofia momentarily eclipsed by this new revelation. "Have you called the police?"
Tony set the watermelon down on the pile. "Nah, she disappears on her own sometimes. Usually leaves a note, though. I'll give it a day or so, see if she turns up."
Maria frowned. "Doesn't that seem strange to you? That she wouldn't leave a note?"
Tony shrugged again, his nonchalance grating on Maria's nerves. "Willow's always been kind of a free spirit. She'll turn up."
As she finished her shopping and loaded the groceries into her Mercedes, Maria's anxiety grew. The sun beat down on her as she slid into the driver's seat, occupied with dark thoughts. Willow's disappearance, Sofia's defiance, the undercurrent of tension that seemed to permeate every aspect of her life in the peaceful small town of Utopia—it all coalesced into a sense of urgency that she couldn't ignore.
Later that afternoon, Maria found herself driving toward the country club, her Mercedes hugging the curves of the road with practiced ease. She parked in the lot, her eyes scanning the surrounding forest as she stepped out of the car. The pine trees stood tall and proud, their needles whispering secrets in the breeze. She took a deep breath of the fresh air and started down the forest trail toward the Brotherhood Gym. The path was soft beneath her feet, the pine needles cushioning her steps. The gym loomed ahead, its stark modernity a jarring contrast to the natural beauty of the forest, with several cars parked in the lot. 
She tried the back door they had used the previous night and it swung open once again. The cool air of the gym rushed out to meet her, carrying with it the faint scent of sweat and sanitizer. She slipped inside, her eyes adjusting to the brightly lit hallway as she prepared to uncover whatever truth lay hidden within the walls of the gym. Or she might just discover that she was paranoid and hoping for trouble, which would require a reevaluation of her mental wellness. Maybe the stress of moving to a new place was getting to her. The distant clanking of weights and the murmur of voices from the gym added to the tension that gripped her, but she pressed on, her resolve unwavering. She knew she had to find out what was happening to Willow, and she suspected it had something to do with this gym.
The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a harsh, clinical glow on the gleaming white walls of the hallway. The air was thick with the tang of testosterone and the distant clanking of weights, punctuated by the low throb of rock music. She moved with the grace and silence of a panther, her every sense heightened, checking each door she passed, her hands trembling slightly as she turned the knobs. She found storage rooms filled with towels and equipment, a break room with vending machines, and empty offices with desks and computers humming softly in standby mode. One of the offices was elaborately furnished and had a huge mahogany desk, so she assumed that it belonged to Magnus Heyerdahl, especially since it had the snarling head of a tiger mounted on the wall.
The murmur of voices from the gym grew louder, making her nervous. She paused, her back pressed against the wall, listening. She could pick out snippets of conversation, laughter, grunts of exertion. She took a deep breath and forged ahead. Her journey led her to the men's locker room. The air was thick with steam and the scent of male bodies and soap. She slipped inside, her eyes darting around the room. The sound of running water echoed off the tiles, and she froze as she saw a figure standing in the open shower area. An attractive man in his thirties, his body taut and muscular, stood under the spray with his back to her. She held her breath, her pulse quickening as she waited for him to turn around, to raise the alarm, but he continued his shower, oblivious to her presence.
She spotted a narrow door in the far corner, barely visible in the mist. It was slightly ajar, revealing a glimpse of a descending stairwell. A cool draft snaked up the stairs, carrying with it a sense of foreboding. Maria looked around to make sure nobody was watching, then slipped through the door and began her descent into the unknown.
The basement was a stark contrast to the bright, modern gym above. The air was cool and sterile, the walls unadorned concrete blocks. The fluorescent lights flickered ominously, casting long, jumping shadows that seemed to reach out for her with every step. She passed a room that looked like an examination room, complete with two paper-covered tables and an array of medical equipment. She shuddered as she imagined the horrors that might take place within these cold, sterile walls.
Farther down the hallway, she paused outside a heavy steel door, slightly ajar. She peered inside, holding her breath. The room was a dungeon, complete with cages, whips, and bondage equipment hanging on the walls. Tables covered with an array of sex toys sent a wave of disgust crashing over her. 
Voices echoed down the hallway, sending a jolt of adrenaline through her system. She ducked into the shadows, her heart pounding wildly as she listened.
“We’re all ready for our guest to start her training once you’re ready,” Magnus said.
"She's going to look great when I'm done with her," came a voice she recognized as Doctor Jerry Morgan's. 
Maria’s eyes widened. Were they talking about her? Or Sofia?
"And Tony?" Mayor Earl Reed asked, his voice heavy with concern. “We still need to get him onboard.”
A third voice, smooth and commanding. Magnus. "He won't be a problem once he understands the benefits."
Maria realized they were talking about Willow. She leaned in closer, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she strained to hear every word.
"And what if he doesn't cooperate?" Earl asked.
Magnus cleared this throat. "Then we'll have to find a way to persuade him."
The voices faded as the men moved deeper into the basement, leaving Maria alone in the shadows, her mind full of the implications of what she had just heard. She knew she had to act fast, but the weight of her discovery pressed down on her like a physical force, threatening to crush her beneath its weight. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what she knew she had to do. She had to save Willow.
Maria's stomach churned as she considered the mayor and the doctor's involvement, a web of corruption that seemed to tighten around her with each passing second. She hadn't actually seen Willow, only heard her name spoken in hushed, conspiratorial tones. She lacked the evidence to involve the sheriff, a man she wasn't even sure she could trust. After all, in a town like Utopia, who knew how far the tendrils of Magnus's influence reached? Above ground, Utopia was a picturesque haven of charm and nostalgia, but beneath the surface, a dark underbelly of control and manipulation festered, threatening to consume them all.
Her thoughts turned to Tony, Willow's husband, a man she believed might be an ally in her quest for the truth. She remembered his concerned expression in the grocery store when he mentioned Willow's disappearance, the genuine worry etched onto his face. She clung to the hope that he wasn't aware of Magnus's plans, and that he would believe her.
With a final glance at the ominous dungeon chambers, Maria retreated from the basement. At the top of the stairs, Maria paused, her hand resting on the door that led back into the men's locker room. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what lay ahead. With a final, determined nod, she pushed open the door and stepped into the locker room. Her eyes darted to the shower area, the sound of running water a reminder of her narrow escape earlier.
Before she saw Tony, she had to get home and convince Troy to help her. Her heels clicked against the tiled floor as she hurried toward the exit.
The late afternoon sun hit her like a physical force as she stepped outside. The pine trees swayed gently in the breeze. She hurried along the forest trail, her mind moving faster than her feet. How much time did Willow have? Where were they keeping her? 
Her Mercedes gleamed in the parking lot, a symbol of her privileged life. A life that now felt like a gilded cage. She slid into the driver's seat and her hands gripped the steering wheel, her knuckles turning white. She turned the key in the ignition, the engine purring to life. As she pulled out of the parking lot, she glanced at her reflection in the rearview mirror. Her eyes stared back at her—determined but also confused that all this was happening in this peaceful little mountain town. Now that she was outside in the warmth and sunlight, it almost seemed like she had imagined what she’d seen beneath the gym, as if it were a dream.
Her tires kicked up dust as she sped toward home, her mind already formulating her plea to Troy. She would make him listen, make him see the truth. She had to. For Willow's sake. For her own sake. 
For the sake of every woman in Utopia.







  
  Chapter seven

The sun blazed down on the skin of two young women sprawled across the huge flat rock in the middle of the river. Sofia, her light brown skin shiny with sweat and sunscreen, lay on her back with her eyes closed, her long black hair splayed out like a dark halo against the smooth gray stone. The warmth of the sun and the rock beneath her seeped into her bones, while the gentle breeze whispered secrets against her naked body. She felt free, unchained from her mother's watchful gaze and the weight of responsibility. The river's rushing lullaby and the wine's buzz conspired to send her drifting toward a lazy doze. 
A soft touch on her nipple tugged at her consciousness—a tickle, barely there. She brushed it away, assuming it was a fly, then felt it again, more insistent. Sofia's eyes fluttered open, the world swimming into focus. Jodi's blond hair slumped over her shoulder as she leaned close to Sofia, her tongue delicately brushing against Sofia's hardening nipple.
Sofia gasped, surprise and nervousness jolting through her. "What are you doing?" she whispered. She noticed Jodi's slim and athletic body, shiny with sunscreen, her blue eyes reflecting the sun, and her mischievous grin.
Jodi chuckled, low and playful. "You don't mind, do you?" she teased. "You're so sexy, I just wanted a little taste." Before Sofia could react, Jodi's mouth enveloped her nipple, sucking gently.
Sofia's body responded, a tingling sensation spreading from her breast to her core. "Oh," she breathed, her mind spinning. She wasn't sure what to say or think. She didn't like it—or did she? Her body was telling a different story, her pussy growing wet despite her confusion.
Jodi looked up, her smile sweet and her eyes half-closed. "I hope it's cool. I mean, I'm a little drunk, so—" She let the sentence hang, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on Sofia's breast.
Sofia licked her lips, trying to find the right words. "Yeah, no, it's just—"
Jodi cut her off, her voice shifting to a mocking tone. "But your mom wouldn't like it, right? She doesn't want her little girl having too much fun."
Sofia frowned, the mention of her mother sparking feelings of defiance and guilt. "Wait, yeah, that's right. No fun for her little girl," she echoed, her voice laced with sarcasm. 
Her mind was full of conflicting thoughts and sensations, the wine and the sun and Jodi's touch all conspiring to keep her off-balance. The warm sunlight bore down on her, accentuating the tingling in her body that Jodi's touch had ignited. She was confused by discomfort and arousal as she tried to process the unexpected feelings coursing through her. The wine buzzed in her veins, making her her inhibitions crumble.
Sensing her turmoil, Jodi reached for the wine bottle and handed it to Sofia. "I know what you want. I understand you better than you understand yourself, sexy girl. Have some more," she said with a wink.
Sofia hesitated for a moment before taking the bottle, her hands trembling slightly as she raised it to her lips. The cool liquid slid down her throat, further clouding her judgment but also emboldening her. She felt a strange liberation in her intoxication, a reckless abandon that was both thrilling and terrifying.
Jodi leaned in closer, her breath hot on Sofia's cheek. "You're thinking too much," she whispered. Before Sofia could respond, Jodi's lips were on hers, soft and insistent. The kiss deepened, and Sofia felt Jodi's hand cup her breast, her thumb circling her nipple, sending ripples of pleasure through her.
Sofia's senses were overwhelmed. She could feel Jodi's sunscreen-slicked body pressing against hers, the firmness of Jodi's breasts against her side, and the hardness of Jodi's nipples grazing her skin. Jodi's breath was ragged, her desire insistent, and Sofia found herself breathless.
Jodi's hand trailed down Sofia's body, her touch feather-light yet electrifying. When Jodi's fingers reached the apex of Sofia's thighs, brushing against her wetness, Sofia gasped and her eyes fluttered closed. The intimacy of the touch sent a jolt through her, a mix of shock and pleasure that left her reeling.
Suddenly, a whooping sound pierced the air, startling both of them. Their heads snapped toward the sound, and there on the bank were four teenage boys wearing only shorts, grinning and laughing as they watched the scene unfold. The sound of the rushing water had masked their approach, leaving Sofia and Jodi exposed and vulnerable.
Panic surged through Sofia, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked around frantically for her bikini, her movements jerky and desperate. "Shit, shit, shit," she muttered under her breath, her face flushing with embarrassment and fear.
Jodi, however, seemed unfazed. She waved casually at the boys with a grin. "They're early today," she said, her voice calm and collected. "They showed up early. This could be fun. Maybe they'll go skinny dipping with us."
Sofia stared at Jodi in disbelief, her mortification growing with each passing second. She covered her breasts with her hands as best she could, her hands shaking, finally spotting her bikini on a fallen tree near the boys. She had left it on the tree before they waded out to the flat rock, thinking it was less likely to blow away. The contrast between Jodi's relaxed demeanor and her own panic only heightened her discomfort, the weight of the boys' gazes burning into her skin. The afternoon had taken a sharp turn, and Sofia found herself teetering on the edge of a precipice, unsure of what lay ahead.

      ***The sun dipped low, casting elongated shadows across the perfectly manicured lawns of Utopia. Maria Rivera stood by the window, her silhouette framed against the warm glow of the setting sun. Her tight jeans accentuated her curves, and her silky black top shimmered under the fading light. The click-clack of her high-heeled boots sounded loud as she paced, her mind flashing on the images she had seen beneath the Brotherhood Gym.
The front door creaked open and Troy Hill stepped inside, his broad shoulders filling the doorway. He paused, taking in Maria's tense stance. "Maria, you look stunning," he said, his voice smooth as velvet. "Ready for dinner at the club?"
Maria turned to face him, her eyes narrowing. "Troy, we need to talk."
Troy raised an eyebrow, a hint of amusement in his eyes. "About what, my love?"
"About what I saw beneath the gym," Maria said, her voice steady despite the turmoil inside her. "About Willow. I think she's being held captive there."
Troy chuckled, a sound that grated on Maria's nerves. "Captive? Maria, that's ridiculous. The Brotherhood Gym is just a place for men to work out and unwind. You're letting your imagination run wild."
Maria's hands clenched into fists, her nails digging into her palms. "I know what I saw, Troy. There are hidden chambers in the basement there. Something isn't right."
Troy waved a dismissive hand. "You're overreacting. It's probably just some extra storage or something. Nothing nefarious."
Maria's frustration boiled over. "You're not taking this seriously. I can't just ignore this."
Troy sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Maria, I have to get ready for dinner. Can we discuss this later?"
"No, we can't," Maria snapped. "You go to your dinner. I have something I need to do."
Troy looked confused and maybe a little annoyed. "Fine. But you're worrying over nothing."
Maria watched as Troy disappeared upstairs, her mind made up. She needed evidence. She grabbed her phone from the table and headed out the door, determined to get photos she could use as proof. This would be a good time when the gym would be empty while the men were all over at the club.
The evening air was starting to cool. After parking the Mercedes in her usual spot near the club, Maria moved swiftly down the forest trail toward the Brotherhood Gym. The building loomed ahead, its windows dark and foreboding. Three cars were parked in the lot near the front door, so she’d have to watch in case any of the members were inside. It was possible that some of the men parked here because they planned to walk back to the gym after dinner, since it was part of their nightly ritual. Continuing around back, she tried her usual door and found that it was locked.
As she stood there by the door, she heard the sound of a car approaching. She sprinted across the rear parking area and into the trees just before a white Bentley parked close to the rear door. Magnus Heyerdahl got out of the car, unlocked the door, and entered. As the door slowly swung closed again, she sprinted back across the lot and grabbed the knob before it latched. After she took a moment to catch her breath, also allowing Magnus time to get away from the door, she slipped inside, careful to shut the door quietly.
The men's locker room was empty, but she stayed close to the banks of lockers so she could hide if someone came through. Although her boot heels clicked on the concrete floor, Maria tried to be quiet. She pushed open the door to the hidden staircase, looked around to make sure nobody was watching, and stepped through. The stairs descended into darkness, the air growing cooler with each step.
Maria stopped to take a deep breath every few steps down, her nerves on edge. She reached the bottom of the stairs and the basement stretched out before her, shadowy and ominous with only a few of the lights on. She raised her phone and snapped a few photos, ready to start documenting what she saw. 
She paused, her back pressing against the cool stone wall as she listened. A distant sound echoed through the corridor, a low, mournful moan. It was a woman's voice, filled with pain and despair. Maria's grip tightened on her phone. She began to question the wisdom of coming here, thinking she should leave and call the police, but she knew she couldn't. Not without proof. Not without seeing it for herself. 
Maria reminded herself that she was an actor. She could at least try to play the part of someone with more confidence, a capable and skilled woman who could deal with things like this. She took a deep breath and moved forward, her steps slower, more deliberate, as she passed the examination room and the dungeon room she had seen before. The moans grew louder, more insistent. She reached a heavy wooden door, slightly ajar, a sliver of light spilling out into the corridor.
Maria approached cautiously, her body pressed against the wall as she craned her neck to peer through the crack. Willow was standing across the room naked, bound in a spread eagle position to a Saint Andrew's X-cross, her wrists and ankles secured with thick leather cuffs. Her body was taut, her muscles straining as four naked men surrounded her, their hands and mouths exploring her flesh. One man stood in front of her, his hips moving rhythmically as he thrust into her pussy. Another stood beside him, his hand working a vibrating dildo in Willow’s ass, a cruel smile on his face. Two men stood to the sides of the x-cross, their hands roaming over her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipple on one side while the second man sucked and bit at her other breast.
Willow's head was thrown back, sweating and moaning, her mouth open in a silent scream. Her eyes were glazed over, her pupils dilated, staring up at the ceiling. She was present, yet not, her body responding to the stimuli but her mind seemingly elsewhere.
Magnus stood nearby, his arms crossed over his chest as he observed the scene with a detached, clinical interest. His eyes were cold as he watched the men work, his voice low as he issued commands.
"Harder," he said. "Make her feel it."
The man thrusting into Willow complied, his hips moving faster, his body slapping against hers. Willow’s moans were sounds of pain and pleasure that made Maria's stomach turn.
Maria realized that there were two more women hung from chains on another wall, their bodies naked and marked with welts and bruises. Men surrounded them as well, their hands and mouths busy as they tormented the captives. The women's moans echoed through the chamber.
Maria's hand flew to her mouth, stifling a gasp. She felt a wave of nausea wash over her, her body trembling with shock and horror. This couldn’t be happening. Not in Utopia.
Her mind tried to process what she was seeing. The men had to be using drugs on the women, or maybe some kind of hypnosis. She saw the glassy eyes of the women, their pupils dilated and expressions distant as the men fucked them, as if they were trapped in a nightmare from which they couldn't wake. 
She knew she should look away, turn around and run, but she was frozen with her eyes locked on the scene. She felt a strange, morbid fascination, a dark curiosity that kept her rooted to the spot. She raised her phone and snapped a photo of Willow, then of the other two women. However, she had forgotten the soft shutter click sound that her phone made when she took photos.
Magnus blinked and his head snapped up, his eyes narrowing as he looked toward the door. Maria's heart leapt into her throat, her body tensing as she prepared to flee, but it was too late. He had seen her. And the cold look in his eyes made her shiver.
"Well, well," he said, his voice a low growl. "Look what we have here."
Maria stopped breathing as she stood frozen, her eyes locked onto the horrifying spectacle before her. The men ignored Maria and the dungeon reverberated with the anguished moans of the captive women. The scent of sweat and fear and musk clung to the air. She knew she should run, but she couldn't leave them—she couldn't leave Willow.
Magnus smiled as his gaze bored into her. "You shouldn't have come here, Maria," he said, his voice soft and menacing, full of confidence. "But now that you're here, you might as well stay."
Her stomach clenched, but she refused to let her fear show. Instead, she raised her phone, her hands trembling slightly as she shot another photo. "Not before I expose what you're doing here," she retorted, her voice steady despite the turmoil within her.
Magnus laughed. "You think anyone will care? You think anyone will believe you?" He took a step toward her, his eyes never leaving hers. "This town belongs to me, Maria. The people, the police—they all answer to me."
Before she could take another photo, she felt a sharp pinprick on the back of her neck. She gasped, her hand flying to the spot, her fingers coming away with a tiny smear of blood.
Her thoughts began to swim, her vision blurring at the edges. She tried to focus, to keep her eyes on Magnus, but his form wavered and distorted like a reflection in a funhouse mirror.
"What—what did you do to me?" she slurred, her tongue feeling thick and heavy. She stumbled back, her shoulder blades pressing against the cold stone wall as she started to slide downward. Her body felt leaden, her limbs unresponsive to her commands.
Magnus loomed over her. "Just a little something to help you relax," he said. "Don't fight it, Maria. Let it take you."
Panic surged through her, but her body refused to cooperate. Her phone slipped from her grasp, clattering to the floor. The world around her was reduced to shapes of shadows and light. She felt hands on her, rough and invasive, tugging at her clothes. Her jeans and panties were pulled down, the cool air brushing against her bare skin as she was held down on the floor. She tried to struggle, to protest, but her body was no longer her own.
A second pinprick, this time in her butt, but the injection felt distant and detached, as if it were happening to someone else. Then the blackness came, swallowing her whole.







  
  Chapter eight

Maria's eyes fluttered open, her vision blurry and unfocused. The room spun in a dizzying whirl, and she grasped the sheets, realizing she was naked beneath the cool cotton. A warm breeze and the sound of chirping birds wafted through the open window. She tried to piece together the fragments of her memory, but the events of the previous night remained elusive, shrouded in a thick fog. 
Doctor Jerry Morgan sat on the edge of the bed, his professional smile not quite reaching his eyes. "Ah, Maria, you're awake," he said, his voice smooth and reassuring. "You gave us quite a scare."
Troy stood behind the doctor with a concerned expression, his arms crossed over his chest. Maria started to speak, but her voice came out as a mere croak. "What...what happened?"
Troy uncrossed his arms, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. "You passed out in the dining room last night. Doctor Morgan has been here twice to check on you."
Jerry nodded in agreement. "Yes, you seem to have had quite an eventful evening, at least inside your head. But don't worry, you're fine now."
Maria tried to recall the previous night, but got only flashes of a dungeon, hazy and distorted, like a half-remembered dream. She remembered feeling concerned about Willow, but she didn’t know why. Or had she imagined that, too?
As if summoned by her thoughts, Willow sauntered into the bedroom, her usual casual clothes replaced by a tight and revealing dress like she was about to go hunting at a dance club. She looked perfectly fine, her eyes bright and her smile wide. Maria blinked, her confusion deepening.
"Willow," Maria began, her voice trailing off as she struggled to find the right words. "I thought...I thought you were—"
Willow laughed. "Oh, Maria, you worry too much. I was just visiting my mother in LA. I left a note for Tony, but he must not have seen it."
Maria frowned, her mind trying to reconcile the reality in front of her with the fragments of her memory. She looked from Willow to Troy, then to Jerry. Something was off, but she couldn't quite put her finger on it. The room suddenly felt too small, the air too thick to breathe.
"I don't understand," Maria murmured, more to herself than to anyone else. The room spun again and she closed her eyes, trying to steady herself. When she opened them, Jerry was holding a glass of water, offering it to her with a warm smile.
"Here, drink this," he said, his voice gentle yet firm. "You need to stay hydrated."
Maria took the glass, her hands shaking slightly. She took a sip, the cool water soothing her parched throat, but it did little to ease the turmoil within her. She looked at Troy, his eyes meeting hers briefly before flicking away. There was a tension in the room, a subtle undercurrent that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. She sank back against the pillows, the glass of water still clutched in her hand.
Willow perched on the edge of the bed, her hand resting lightly on Maria's arm. "You should rest, Maria," she said, her voice soft. "You've been through a lot."
Maria looked at her friend, her eyes searching Willow's face for any sign of deceit. But all she saw was genuine concern. She wanted to believe her, to trust her, but the nagging doubt remained, a persistent whisper in the back of her mind.
The bedroom door opened, and in walked Sofia wearing a tight dress that shimmered. The scent of her perfume, something sweet and musky, wafted through the room. Maria's heart constricted at the sight of her daughter dressed like a woman twice her age with a knowing smile.
"Morning, Mom," Sofia said, her voice breezy as she sauntered in, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. “Feeling better?” 
"Sofia," Maria started, her voice still hoarse. "You told Jodi about...my concerns?"
Sofia waved a dismissive hand, her long nails catching the light. "Oh, yeah. She thought it was hilarious. Said her dad's just a big softie."
Maria's stomach churned. The thought of Magnus Heyerdahl, with his cold eyes and calculating smile, being a "softie" was laughable. Dangerous, even. She looked at her daughter, her heart aching. Sofia was so young, so naive. She didn't understand the world she was stepping into, the webs being spun around her.
"Sofia, sweetheart," Maria began, pushing herself up on the pillows. Her head still felt fuzzy, her body weak, but she had to try. "You don't understand this town. These people.…"
Sofia rolled her eyes, her hands on her hips. "Here we go again. Mom, you're being ridiculous. You don't get to control who I care about!"
Maria's eyes widened, her heart pounding. "Sofia, that's not what I'm trying to do. I just want you to be safe—"
"Safe?" Sofia scoffed, her voice sharp. "You mean boring. You want me to live in a bubble, just like you do." She turned away, her long hair flicking out behind her.
Panic surged through Maria. She couldn't let Sofia walk out that door, not like this. Not dressed like that, not with that defiant gleam in her eye. She reached out, her hand grasping at the air. "Sofia, wait. Please—"
But Sofia was already at the door, her hand on the knob. She looked back, her eyes meeting Maria's. There was a challenge in her gaze. "I'm going out, Mom. Don't wait up."
The door clicked shut behind her. Shaking her head, Maria sank back against the pillows. The room spun around her. Her daughter was slipping away, drawn into a world that Maria couldn't understand, couldn't control. And all she could do was watch, helpless, as the door swung shut, closing her out.
Doctor Morgan's voice cut through her spiraling thoughts, smooth and reassuring. "Maria, you need to calm down. This isn't good for you." His hand was on her arm, firm and insistent. She looked down at it, then up at his face, his eyes filled with a concern that felt almost paternal.
"I...can't," she stammered, her voice barely a whisper. 
Jerry held up a syringe, tapping it gently with his finger. "This will help," he said, his voice soothing. "Just a mild sedative to take the edge off. You're overtired, Maria. Too much stress. It's understandable with the move and all."
Maria watched as the needle slid into her arm, a sharp pinch that promised oblivion. She wanted to protest, to insist that she was fine, but her mouth felt stuffed with cotton, her tongue heavy and useless. She slumped back against the pillows, her eyes fluttering closed.
"There, now," Jerry murmured, patting her hand. "You just rest. Stay in bed today and tomorrow. Take it easy. You'll feel better soon."
She heard him moving around the room, the clink of glass, the rustle of fabric. Then Willow's voice, soft and concerned. "Is she going to be okay?"
"She'll be fine," Jerry replied, his voice fading as he moved towards the door. "She just needs some rest. Best let her sleep it off. You can come see her tomorrow."
"Of course," Willow agreed. "Goodnight, Maria," she called softly, her footsteps retreating. The door clicked shut behind them, leaving Maria alone.
She felt the bed dip as Troy sat down beside her, his hand warm on her shoulder. "Maria, are you okay?"
She turned her head to look at him, his face swimming into focus. He looked concerned, his brows drawn together, his mouth a thin line. She wanted to reach up, to smooth away the worry with her fingers, but her arms felt like they were pinned to the bed.
"I'm sorry," she said, her voice thick and slurred. "I don't know what's wrong with me. I can't think straight."
Troy's hand moved to her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear she hadn't realized was there. "It's okay," he said. "You're just tired. You need to rest. I’ll keep checking on you."
Rest. Yes, she needed to rest. Her eyelids fluttered closed, her breaths deepening, but even as sleep claimed her, she couldn't shake the feeling of unease, her sense that something was wrong. Her mind drifted, snagging on fragments of memory—dark rooms, cold metal, the scent of sweat and fear. Had it been a dream? Or something more sinister?
She shifted restlessly, her body aching with a longing she couldn't quite place. Troy's hand still rested on her cheek, his touch grounding her, anchoring her to the present. But even his touch couldn't dispel the shadows that gathered at the edges of her mind, the questions that lingered, unanswered and unsettling.

      ***The sun beat down mercilessly as Sofia stepped out of the house, the heat wrapping around her like a thick, velvety blanket. The trees surrounding the house stood tall and proud, their needles shimmering under the relentless blue sky. She swung her small backpack over her shoulder, her tension drifting away as she saw her friend parked at the end of the driveway.
Jodi was draped across the hood of her shiny black BMW like a pin-up model, her skin glistening with a sheen of sweat and sunscreen. She wore a red bikini that covered almost nothing, her curves on full display. Sofia felt a pang of envy mixed with admiration as she approached.
"Hey, sexy," Sofia called out.
Jodi lifted her head, grinning as she slid her sunglasses down her nose. "Well, if it isn't my favorite rebel. Did you stand up to your mom like I said?"
Sofia nodded, kicking at a small pebble on the driveway. "Yeah, I did. She was an asshole about it."
Jodi slid off the hood of the car, her heels clicking on the pavement as she walked towards Sofia. Before Sofia could react, Jodi pulled her into a tight hug, her lips pressing against Sofia's in a surprising kiss. "Good for you," Jodi murmured against her lips. "Don't let her push you around. She has to learn that you're a woman now and you do what you want, right?"
Sofia nodded, her heart beating faster. She could still feel the pressure of Jodi's lips on hers, the sensation sending a thrill through her body. Yet, even with that distraction, guilt gnawed at the back of her mind. She had been harsh with her mom, harsher than she probably deserved.
Jodi seemed to sense her uncertainty, her eyes searching Sofia's face. She gave her a big hug saying "You get it, babe. You understand things your mother never will. She's never going to fit in here as well as you do."
Sofia agreed, but the guilt lingered, a bitter taste in her mouth. She pushed it aside, choosing instead to focus on the excitement bubbling in her stomach.
Jodi smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Jayden texted me. He asked if you were going with me to the river again today."
Sofia's heart skipped a beat at the mention of Jayden. She could picture his tall, muscular body, his easy smile, the way his eyes lingered on her. "Really?" she asked, trying to play it cool.
Jodi nodded, her grin widening. "Oh, he's clearly interested in you, Sof. Maybe we should go down to the river and all have some fun together. Just the three of us, unless he brings a friend."
Sofia giggled, the sound bubbling out of her before she could stop it. "Okay, yeah, I put my bikini in my backpack—"
Jodi cut her off with a teasing laugh. "Oh, I don't think you're going to need that."
Sofia felt a blush creep up her cheeks, but she couldn't stop the smile that spread across her face. She knew she was playing with fire, but there was something intoxicating about the heat. She giggled again, agreeing, as she embraced the thrill of Jodi's company. The concerns about her mom, the guilt, the uncertainty—it all faded away, replaced by a heady anticipation. She was ready to follow Jodi's lead, ready to dive into the river and into the unknown.

      ***Early that afternoon, Maria's eyes fluttered open, her vision unfocused. The room spun slightly, a whirl of soft light and muted colors that shifted with each blink. She felt the weight of her body sinking deeper into the mattress. The last of the sedative that the doctor had administered cast a warm, fuzzy glow over her senses. Yet, beneath the fog, a spark ignited with an urgent heat that pulsed through her core.
Troy sat on the edge of the bed, his brow furrowed with concern. His hand rested on her arm, his thumb drawing slow, soothing circles against her skin. "How are you feeling?"
Feeling? She felt...strange. Detached, yet hyper-aware of every sensation. The warm breeze from the open window whispered across her skin. Birds chirped. A shaft of sunlight angled across the wall. And then there was the heat, the burning ache that throbbed between her thighs, demanding attention.
"I want—" she began, her voice trailing off as she struggled to put her desires into words. Her head felt muddled, but her body knew what it wanted. She wanted Troy. Wanted his touch, his strength, his power. She wanted him to fill her, to make her feel alive.
Troy leaned in, his eyes searching hers. "What do you want, Maria? What can I get you?"
A slow smile spread across her lips as she held his gaze. "Your cock," she murmured. "That would make me feel better."
Troy's eyes widened. He chuckled and tipped his head, keeping his eyes locked on hers. "Maybe we should wait until tomorrow," he said, but his voice lacked conviction.
Maria's hand snaked out from beneath the covers, her fingers finding the zipper of his pants. She tugged it down, her eyes never leaving his. With her other hand, she threw back the bedcovers, revealing her naked body to his hungry gaze. She saw the desire in his eyes, the lust that matched her own.
She opened her legs to give him a good view and began to touch herself, her fingers sliding between her folds, stroking the slick, sensitive flesh. A soft moan escaped her lips as she circled her clit, her hips lifting slightly off the bed. Troy's eyes were glued to her hand, breathing faster as he watched her pleasure herself.
"Maria, the doctor said—” He was too distracted to finish his thought.
She looked at Troy, her mouth open and ready as she continued to stroke herself. Her other hand delved into his pants, her fingers wrapping around his length. He was hard, ready, and she felt a surge of triumph. "Fuck me, Troy," she whispered. "I need you to fuck me."
With a groan, Troy gave in. He pulled off his shirt and kicked off his pants, his cock springing free, hard and ready. Maria's hand wrapped around him as he stood there, her thumb circling the sensitive tip. She pulled him forward by his cock, then down on his back on the bed, turning her body so she could take him into her mouth. He tasted salty and sweet, his scent filling her nostrils as she sucked him deep.
He groaned, his hips lifting off the bed as she worked him with her mouth and tongue, but she didn't want to bring him to the edge too soon. She wanted him inside her, wanted to feel him stretch her, fill her, complete her.
She released him from her mouth and got up on her knees, her body straddling his as she positioned him at her entrance. With a slow, deliberate motion, she sank down onto him, her eyes locked on his. He filled her completely, the sensation sending waves of pleasure rippling through her body.
She began to move, her hips rising and falling as she rode him. Her hands braced against his chest, her nails digging into his flesh as she took control. She felt wild, uninhibited, her body chasing the release it so desperately craved.
Troy's hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. He met her thrusts, his hips lifting off the bed as he drove into her, but she wanted more. She wanted him to take her, to fuck her hard and raw.
She leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. "Fuck me," she whispered. "Fuck me hard, Troy. Make me feel it."
With a growl, Troy shifted and flipped her onto her stomach, his body covering hers. He entered her from behind, his cock filling her completely. She moaned, her fingers clutching at the sheets as he began to move. His hands gripped her shoulders, holding her down as he fucked her, each thrust hard and powerful.
She moaned, her body writhing beneath his as she met each thrust. "Harder," she gasped. "Fuck me harder, Troy. Fuck me so hard I’ll still feel it tomorrow."
He pulled out of her pussy, then slid his slick cock into her ass, giving her only a moment to adjust before his groin slammed against her butt, his cock driving deep. She felt the pleasure build, the tension coiling tight in her core as he thrust into her harder and harder. She was close, so close.
Troy's breath was hot against her ear, his body slick with sweat. He groaned, his cock pulsing as he came, his semen spilling into her. The sensation sent her over the edge, her body convulsing as she came with a loud moan.
They lay there on the damp sheets, their bodies entwined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Maria felt the warmth of his semen leaking out of her, the sensation sending aftershocks of pleasure through her body. She felt sated, content, her body humming with satisfaction.
Yet, even as she basked in the afterglow, she couldn't shake the feeling of unease that lingered at the edges of her consciousness. The shadows that had haunted her dreams still lurked, their questions unanswered, their secrets hidden in the fog of her mind. For now, though, she pushed them aside, choosing to lose herself in the warmth of Troy's embrace, the comfort of his touch. The rest could wait. For now, there was only this. Only him. Only her. And the desperate need that bound them together.
And she wanted more.







  
  Chapter nine

Maria woke to the soft glow of morning light filtering through the sheer curtains. She stirred, comfortable in the warmth of her bed, but her body was aching with an unfamiliar stiffness. Throwing the covers back, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed. Her feet touched the hardwood floor, grounding her as she stood, naked and slightly disoriented. Feeling weak, she leaned against the wall for a moment and took a few deep breaths before staggering toward the bathroom. Her reflection in the mirrored closet doors revealed a body she barely recognized—taut muscles and nice breasts, yes, but there was a gauntness to her frame that was new. Her eyes scanned the room as she paused to lean against a wall, noting the lack of moving boxes and how everything was in its proper place. Keke had been busy and she was impressed by the efficiency with which their new home had been organized while she rested. 
She pushed off the wall, her steps tentative as she made her way to the master bathroom. The tiles felt cool beneath her feet. She stepped onto the scale, her eyes widening at the number that stared back at her. Ten pounds lighter. She frowned, a mix of curiosity and concern washing over her. She hadn't intended to lose weight, and the sudden change left her somewhat uneasy.
Wrapping herself in a short bathrobe, the silk fabric cool against her skin, she picked up her phone from the charging stand near the sink. Her fingers tapped over the screen as she sent a message to Troy.
Maria: Just woke up. Feeling restless. Eager to see you.
She hit send, impatient for a reply. Her body ached for his touch, a basic and powerful need that had been building within her. The phone buzzed in her hand, Troy's response appearing on the screen.
Troy: Glad you're awake, beautiful. I'll be home later. Rest up.
A frustrated sigh escaped her lips. She was glad he was coming home, but the wait felt interminable. Her body craved his presence, his touch, his dominance. She shook her head, trying to dispel the unbidden sexual thoughts that threatened to consume her as she turned back toward the bedroom.
She looked around the room again, her eyes lingering on the details—the perfectly made bed, the neatly arranged furniture, the lack of any personal touch. It was as if she were a guest in her own home, a stranger in a strange land. She hugged the robe tighter around her, the silk doing little to ward off the chill that seemed to have settled deep within her bones despite the warm day.
Her reflection caught her eye once more, the woman in the mirror a stranger with familiar features. She reached up, touching her cheek, her fingers tracing the line of her jaw. There was a strength in her eyes, a determination that didn’t reflect the vulnerability she felt. Realizing how hungry she was, she decided it was time to eat.

      ***Maria sat at the kitchen table, the steam from her coffee curling upward like a spectral hand beckoning her to wakefulness. The muffin crumbled in her hand, its buttery scent filling the air as she took another large bite, her appetite voracious. The boxes that had loomed like a mountain range were now gone, their contents swallowed by the house, organized with almost obsessive precision. The kitchen was now spotless, every surface gleaming. Keke had been thorough, perhaps because she had a lot of time on her hands without Maria assigning her task after task as she had in Malibu. They were living a different life now. She wondered how long she’d be able to live here in the quiet little mountain town before she started feeling homesick for Malibu and the excitement of Hollywood. Although they hadn’t been going to many parties in recent years, which mainly revolved around networking and being visible to get more work, there had been a kind of comfort and security knowing that they could go to those parties and that they still received A-List invitations.
Maria finished the first muffin quickly, her hunger barely abated, and reached for a second. Her eyes scanned the pages of her dark romance novel, but the words blurred together, her mind too restless to absorb them. She shifted in her seat, the silk of her robe cool against her skin. The clock above the stove ticked loudly, the seconds stretching into an eternity.
As the day wore on, Maria found herself reaching for a bottle of wine, the rich liquid sloshing into her glass with a comforting glug. She drank slowly at first, then more steadily, the alcohol warming her belly and loosening her limbs. The house was quiet, too quiet, the absence of Keke and Sofia a tangible void. She thought Sofia was home, but the house was silent and she hadn’t seen any sign of her all day. She wondered if her daughter was so occupied with her phone that she had forgotten to eat something.
By late afternoon, the world had taken on a soft, hazy edge. Maria's thoughts were a jumbled mess, her body humming with a strange energy. She stood, the room tilting slightly before righting itself. She needed to find Sofia, to see her, to know she was okay. She climbed the stairs, her hand tracing the polished wood of the banister, her bare feet thumping against the steps. Sofia's room was near the end of the hall, the door slightly ajar. Maria pushed it open, her eyes scanning the room. The bed was neatly made, the surfaces clear of clutter, and everything was unpacked, but the room was empty, devoid of life.
Maria frowned and turned to the window, her eyes drawn to a flash of movement outside. There, stretched out on deck chairs by the pool, were Sofia and Jodi, their bodies shiny with water and sunscreen. And they were both topless.
Maria shook her head, as if to dislodge the image, and sighed, the sound heavy with a mix of emotions she couldn't quite untangle.

      ***The sun beat down with merciless intensity as Maria stepped onto the patio, the heated concrete scorching her bare feet. The pool water shimmered, a vivid blue mirror reflecting the cloudless sky. Her eyes zeroed in on Sofia and Jodi, reclining close together on lounge chairs, Jodi's hands stroking Sofia's hair, their heads bent together in whispered secrets. Sofia's bikini bottom and Jodi's matching thong were the only barriers to their complete nudity.
Maria tried to maintain a calm expression as she walked up to loom over them, letting her shadow alert them to her presence.
Sofia jumped, her eyes wide with surprise behind her sunglasses as she looked up. "You're awake!”
Jodi merely smirked, her hands pausing their ministrations but not retreating.
"Get dressed, Sofia," Maria commanded, her voice tight. "Some stranger could come by at any time and see you."
Sofia laughed, a harsh, grating sound. "Who's going to see us, Mom? The neighbors are too far away, and the delivery guys know better than to come around the back."
Maria's hands clenched into fists, her nails biting into her palms. "You better listen to me, young lady."
Defiance sparked in Sofia's eyes. "You're the one who doesn't listen to me! But you know what? Jodi listens to me! And you can't tell me what to do any more!"
Maria turned her gaze to Jodi, her voice cold. "Maybe you should go home now, Jodi."
Jodi shrugged, a slow, languid movement. "I’m not going anywhere without Sofia."
Sofia stood, taking Jodi's hand. "Come on, Jodi. Let's get out of here." She tugged Jodi toward the side of the house, their breasts bouncing freely, unabashed in their nudity.
Maria's voice rose, a note of desperation creeping in. "Sofia, you better put some clothes on!"
Sofia looked back over her shoulder, her middle finger raised in a crude gesture. "I plan to take my clothes off as soon as we leave!"
Maria sighed, rolling her eyes as she watched them round the corner heading toward Jodi's BMW. This whole Jodi thing had gotten out of hand. She was a bad influence on Sofia, and Maria wasn't sure how to stop it. Maybe she should talk to Melinda about it, although she wasn't sure Melinda would care.
As Maria walked toward the house, the doorbell rang. Maria scurried back inside, her mind still whirling with the confrontation. She swung open the front door, expecting to see Sofia, perhaps returning to apologize. Instead, Willow stood there, her large, surgically enhanced breasts barely contained in a small bikini top, her bottom half wrapped in a transparent black veil with matching black heels.
Maria blinked, taken aback as she stared at her breasts. "Willow," she said, her voice flat. "What are you doing here?"
Willow smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "I heard you were awake. Thought I'd stop by and see how you're doing." She held up a bag of Jamaican Blue Mountain coffee beans. "Brought your favorite."
Maria stepped aside, allowing Willow to enter. They walked to the kitchen, Maria's eyes drawn to Willow's altered figure. Something was off, and not just the sudden increase in cup size. Willow had always been confident, but this was different. There was a new sway in her hips, a provocative tilt to her head, and a whole new style to her clothing—or lack of it.
"What happened to you?" Maria asked.
Willow laughed, a low, throaty sound. "You like them? Doctor Morgan did them a month ago, and he’s an artist. I guess you couldn't have known, what with you being sedated in bed all month."
Maria's mouth dropped open in shock. "A month? I've been out for a month?"
Willow nodded, filling the coffee maker with water. "Jerry said it was best to let you rest. And he was right, of course. Look how much better you're doing."
Maria shook her head, trying to clear the fog. Out for a month? That would explain why she had lost so much weight, but why would Doctor Morgan do that? It seemed crazy. The next time she spoke with the doctor, he’d better have a good answer.
Willow’s breasts jiggled and brought Maria back to the present. She had to know more. "But...but why, Willow? You were always so against this sort of thing."
Willow leaned against the counter, her breasts thrust forward, as she reached for the coffee grinder. "Maybe it's something in the water here. I don't know, I guess I just figured it would make me feel sexier, or maybe I just don't want to be embarrassed around the other women at the grocery store. In any case, it worked. I do feel sexier and more confident. And Tony loves his new toys. I should have done this a long time ago."
Maria watched as Willow ground the fragrant coffee beans and made the coffee, happily moving around the kitchen, her hips swaying, her breasts threatening to spill out of her bikini top. There was more to this story, Maria could feel it. And she was determined to find out what it was. But for now, she pushed her suspicions aside, focusing on the rich scent of brewing coffee and the comforting presence of her friend. The rest could wait, at least for a little while.

      ***Maria's fingers traced the rim of her coffee cup as she sat across from Willow in the sun-drenched kitchen. The scent of pine drifted in through the open window, mingling with the rich aroma of coffee, creating a disarming sense of normalcy that Maria found difficult to reconcile with the turmoil inside her. Willow's new appearance—the large breasts, the bikini, the heels—was a stark reminder that something wasn’t right in Utopia.
"Willow," Maria began, her voice steady despite the nervous churning in her stomach. "I saw you, you know. In the dungeon under the gym."
Willow's green eyes flicked up from her coffee, a hint of surprise registering on her face before she quickly masked it with a smile. "Oh, that," she said, her tone dismissive. "It's not what you think, Maria."
Maria leaned back in her chair, her eyes narrowing as she studied her friend. "Then what is it, Willow? Because from where I was standing, it looked like you were—"
"Living out a fantasy," Willow interjected, her cheeks flushing slightly. She looked down at her coffee, her fingers toying with the handle of the cup. "I've always had these...thoughts, Maria. About being taken by a group of strangers. As it turns out, there's a community of people here who have sex parties. It's a safe space to live out those fantasies."
Maria's mouth went dry. She reached for her coffee, taking a sip to moisten her throat. The liquid was hot and rich. "And you're okay with that?" she asked.
Willow shrugged, her breasts rising and falling with the movement. "It's just a bit of fun, Maria. Nothing serious. I just need a lot of stimulation, is all."
Maria wanted to press further, to demand answers, but Willow's phone buzzed on the table, the screen lighting up with a text from Tony. Willow glanced at it, her expression changing instantly. "I have to go," she said, standing up abruptly. "Tony needs me. Thanks for the coffee."
“You brought the coffee,” Maria said.
Before Maria could say anything else, Willow was already halfway to the door, her heels clicking on the polished wood floor. Maria watched her go, then reached for her phone, her fingers trembling slightly as she unlocked the screen. The date stared back at her, almost five weeks later than she thought it was. She really had been sedated for over a month. She felt the hairs on the back of her neck standing on end.
Maria stood, the chair scraping loudly against the floor, and made her way upstairs to her bedroom. The house was quiet, the only sound the distant hum of a lawnmower. She sat on the edge of her bed, the mattress dipping slightly under her weight, and dialed Troy's number.
"Maria, how are you feeling?"
"Better," she said, her voice steady despite the turmoil inside her. "Troy, why didn't anyone tell me I've been out for a month?"
There was a pause on the other end, a silence that spoke volumes. "Jerry wanted you to rest, Maria," Troy said finally. "He said you might have some memory issues, but he assured me it was for the best."
Maria's grip tightened on the phone, her knuckles turning white. "And you didn't think to consult me about this?"
"He did get your permission, Maria," Troy said, his voice gentle. "You just don't remember it."
Maria was stunned. She hung up the phone and lay back on the bed, her body sinking into the soft mattress. Something was not right in Utopia, and she was determined to find out what it was. But for now, something else was distracting her, making it hard for her to think.
Maria's body throbbed with a hunger she hadn't felt in what seemed like forever. She stretched out on her back on the soft sheets, her dark curls splayed out against the fabric, her skin prickling with sensitivity and heat. The late afternoon sun cast long, golden shafts of light across the walls as she opened her robe.
She let her hands wander over her body, tracing the curves and contours as if they were unfamiliar territory. Her breasts felt fuller, heavier, and her nipples hardened at the slightest touch. Her mind flickered back to Troy, his naked body glistening with sweat, his muscles taut and ready. Then another image invaded her thoughts—Willow, with those lovely large breasts, her smile both innocent and seductive. Maria's sighed as her fingers dipped lower, brushing against the heat between her legs. She felt the dampness in her folds as her fingers slid up and down, surprised at herself, feeling a mixture of shock and excitement. She had never been drawn to women before, yet the image of Willow, so confident and free in her sexuality, was intoxicating. Her fingers moved in slow circles around her clit, her body responding with a rush of more wetness. She gasped, her back arching slightly as she delved deeper into her fantasies, thinking about Willow naked and being used by the men in the gym.
Her orgasm came suddenly, a wave of pleasure that left her gasping and trembling. She lay there for a moment, her body limp, her mind a swirling mess of confusion and desire. As her breathing returned to normal, she felt a pang of guilt, a sense of betrayal, but towards whom? Troy? Willow? Herself? She couldn't untangle the knot of emotions, so she did the only thing she could—she pushed it aside and stood up.
Leaving her robe behind, Maria padded to her closet, her body still tingling with the aftermath of her climax. She wanted something sexy, something that would make her feel powerful, desirable. But as she flipped through the hangers, she found nothing that sparked her interest. Her clothes were dull, practical, safe. The dresses she had worn to premieres and special events didn’t look right, and she scoffed at the row of modest dresses, pants, and sensible blouses she had bought before their move when she assumed that was how the women in Utopia would dress. It looked like clothing that belonged to someone else. That wasn't who she was. Those weren’t the costumes for the part she wanted to play.
She stepped out into the hallway feeling hot and excited. Keke's room was at the end of the hall past Sofia’s empty bedroom, the door slightly ajar. Maria pushed it open and stepped inside, her eyes scanning the space. It was neat, orderly, with a hint of Keke's personality—a mix of modern and vintage, much like Utopia itself.
Maria opened the closet, her fingers brushing against the fabrics. Here she found what she was looking for—silk, lace, leather. Clothes that promised adventure, danger, seduction. She pulled out a black miniskirt, the slit up the side running up to the waist, so it would look best without panties. She slipped it on and it fit her like it had been tailored. Next, she chose a silky white top, so sheer that it clearly showed off her breasts and her brown areolas highlighting her nipples. 
Back in her own closet, she found a pair of white high heels to match her top, the straps wrapping around her ankles like a lover's embrace. She slipped them on, her calves flexing as she stood, towering and dominating. She turned to the full-length mirror, then smiled.
She couldn't find the words. She looked sexy, yes, but also fierce, commanding. This was the Maria she recognized. She wondered why she had ever stopped dressing this way. This was her armor, her weapon. She had used it many times, manipulating men, bending them to her will, and intimidating women. She had sworn she wouldn't do it again after she left the high-powered world of Hollywood, that she would be good and virtuous to set a proper example for Sofia. But good and virtuous hadn't gotten her anywhere, and she had clearly failed with Sofia. It was time to take control.
She ran her hands over her body, her fingers lingering on her breasts, her nipples hardening at the touch. She felt alive, electric. Without realizing it, she had unbuttoned and pulled open her white top to expose her breasts, her fingers circling her nipples, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through her. She thought of Troy, of his strong hands on her body, his lips on her skin, and of Willow again with her large breasts and sultry smile. Maria’s stomach fluttered, distracted by the desire swirling within. Utopia was changing her, awakening something primal and unknown.
She chuckled, a low, sultry sound. Here she was, dressed like a slut, ready to take on the world, and she had been judging Sofia for making similar choices. Maybe Sofia wasn't the only one who needed to embrace her desires, her true nature. Maybe it was time for Maria to do the same.
She thought of Sofia, of her fiery spirit and her defiant nature. Perhaps they were more alike than Maria had realized. Perhaps it was time to embrace this new side of herself, to let go of her preconceived notions and just...be.
As she stared at her reflection, she felt a sense of empowerment wash over her. She was a force to be reckoned with, a storm on the horizon. And Utopia had better be ready.







  
  Chapter ten

The late afternoon sun dipped low, casting elongated shadows from the tall pine trees as Maria pulled out of her driveway in the Mercedes. Within five minutes, the town of Utopia sprawled before her, its neat rows of Victorian homes and manicured lawns disguising the dark undercurrents that lurked just beneath the surface. 
Maria's power outfit clung to her like a second skin—a black miniskirt with one side slit up to her waist, a silky white top that showed off her breasts, and white heels. Her shoulder-length black curls framed her striking face, and she now wore makeup to hide her tired appearance. At forty, she was a blend of elegance and raw sensuality, a force to be reckoned with.
As she drove, her fragmented memories of the dungeon and Willow's disturbing revelations swirled through her thoughts like a dark storm. She couldn't shake the images of Willow having sex with faceless men. Willow's explanation about sex parties rang hollow, a flimsy veil over a deeper truth. Maria was convinced that the strange occurrences in Utopia were far from innocent.
Doctor Jerry Morgan's office was her first stop. She needed to see the records of Willow's breast implant surgery and her own mysterious sedation. If she wanted to know more about what was going on behind the scenes to manipulate the women in town, the two men likely to know the most were Jerry Morgan and Magnus Heyerdahl, and Maria was ready to confront whatever secrets they held.
The office building attached to Utopia Hospital loomed ahead, its modern facade a stark contrast to the quaint Victorian charm of the town. Maria pulled into the parking lot, noting the sparse number of cars—only two others occupied the spaces. Her heels clicked sharply against the pavement as she stepped out into the heat and walked to the building. The receptionist was distracted, her eyes glued to a computer screen, as Maria slipped past her through a side door. The interior was cool and sterile, the air conditioning humming softly in the background. The atmosphere was almost too quiet, as if the building itself held its breath, waiting for something to happen.
Maria knew Doctor Morgan's office was closed, but she was undeterred. She had a mission, and nothing would stand in her way. The side door led to an empty hallway filled with the scent of antiseptic and cleaning supplies.
As she moved deeper into the building, Maria knew she was walking into dangerous territory, but the need for answers outweighed any fear. The town of Utopia might present a picture-perfect face to the world, but Maria was beginning to see the cracks and the shadows that loomed behind it. And she was ready to shine a light into those shadows.
Now, she just needed to figure out how to get into Jerry Morgan's office.
The credit card slipped between the door lock and its frame. With a subtle jiggle and a flick of her wrist, she felt the latch move back. She silently thanked the countless action roles she'd played, which had taught her more than just how to look good in a fight scene.
As the door swung open, the sterile smell of the office hit her. Her nose wrinkled slightly, her eyes scanning the decadent professional waiting room. Expensive art adorned the walls, but it was the photographs that caught her attention: eight-by-ten glossies of smiling women in bikinis, their large breasts prominently displayed. She recognized some of the faces from around town, their eyes gleaming with a mix of pride and something else—a hint of vacancy, perhaps?
Maria's heels clicked softly on the polished floor as she moved deeper into the office. The examination rooms were equally adorned, more smiling women and perfect bodies, a testament to Doctor Morgan's surgical skill and the town's peculiar obsession. She couldn't help but feel a chill, the hairs on the back of her neck standing at attention.
Her search was methodical, her eyes scanning for any sign of paper records. She started with the waiting room, her fingers trailing over surfaces, opening drawers, and rifling through perfectly organized files. Nothing. Her frustration grew, a knot tightening in her stomach.
Moving into Jerry's office, she felt a sense of invasion, like she was a voyeur in someone else's private space. The desk was massive, a dark wood monstrosity that screamed importance. She sat in the leather chair, her fingers sliding over the surfaces, pulling at drawers. Most were unlocked, revealing nothing but stationery, pens, and other mundane office supplies.
However, one drawer was locked. She jimmied the simple lock open with a letter opener. Inside was a manila folder, thick with contents. She pulled it out, opening it to reveal a stack of photos. Topless women, their breasts large and impressive, their faces familiar. Many were in sexy poses, delighted to show themselves, while others were lying down with their eyes closed. She flipped through them, her stomach churning. Many of the women she recognized from around town, their smiles echoing those in the frames on the walls. Shaking her head, she put the folder back.
Turning her attention to the computer, she wiggled the mouse and the screen blinked to life. A password prompt stared back at her, mocking her. She tried a few obvious guesses—Jerry's name, the word “password,” even “Utopia,” but no luck. Leaning back in the chair, she let out a frustrated sigh, her eyes scanning the room once more. There had to be something here, something that would give her the answers she needed. She wouldn't leave until she found it.
The bottom drawer of Jerry's desk was deeper than the others, and as Maria tugged it open, she was surprised to see a sleek, black drone, its glassy camera eye staring up at her like an accusation. Breathing faster, she recalled their first night in Utopia, the hum of the drone outside her bedroom window, and the eerie red light blinking in the darkness. She'd dismissed it as a teenager's toy, or a sneaky photographer wanting a photo for the tabloids. Now, seeing it here in Jerry's office, she knew it was evidence of surveillance. Either Jerry was a voyeur, which seemed possible considering the photos of the women in his desk, or it represented something more sinister.
She decided to keep hunting for his password, checking the drawers again, and her fingers brushed against something stuck underneath the top drawer. A sticky note, yellow and inconspicuous, bearing a string of numbers and letters. She snatched it up and turned back to the computer. Her fingers flew over the keyboard, inputting the sequence from the note. The screen flickered, and the desktop background appeared—a close-up of a woman's parted lips, red and glossy. 
A search bar stared back at her, blinking expectantly. She typed in her own name, her breath hitching as she hit enter. Several video files popped up, their thumbnails too small to reveal much. With a trembling hand, she clicked on the first one.
The screen filled with an image of her bedroom, the camera angle odd, too high to be from a person. It was the drone, hovering outside their window, filming her and Troy in their most intimate moment when she was tied up on her back in the bed. She watched in horror as they moved together, her naked body exposed to the voyeuristic eye of the drone. The violation was stark and brutal, a kick to her gut.
"Oh my God," she gasped, her hand covering her mouth. Tears stung her eyes, but she refused to let them fall. Not here, not now.
She clicked on another file, and then another, each one a different woman, a different bedroom, a different invasion. Willow appeared on the screen, her lithe body moving with grace as she undressed, unaware of the drone's watchful eye. Maria felt a pang of protectiveness, a surge of anger. This was wrong, so very wrong.
Her resolve hardened, her shock morphing into a cold, steely determination. She wouldn't let this stand. She wouldn't let them get away with this. Whatever sick game Jerry and Magnus were playing, she would expose it, tear it down, and burn it to the ground.
The flickering light of the computer screen cast an eerie glow on Maria's face as she delved deeper into the digital labyrinth of Jerry Morgan's files. She clicked open a folder labeled "Patient Records." The first subfolder was labeled with Willow's name. Maria's fingers hovered over the mouse, a sense of dread washing over her. She clicked it open, revealing a series of images that made her stomach churn.
Willow lay naked on an exam table, her eyes closed, her vulnerable body exposed. The photos were taken from above, the angle unmistakably from the perspective of someone standing over her wearing a lab coat with his pants down. Maria's breath hitched as she clicked through the images, each one more invasive than the last. In some of the photos, he had inserted his penis into Willow's open mouth while she was unconscious, and in others he had inserted his cock into her pussy while grabbing one of her breasts. At that point, her breasts had not been enlarged. The violation was stark and brutal, a stark contrast to the pristine, orderly world of Utopia.
"Oh, Willow," Maria whispered, her voice barely audible. Her stomach roiled as she processed the horrific scene unfolding before her eyes. The photos were a grotesque parody of a medical examination, a betrayal of the trust inherent in the doctor-patient relationship. Maria knew, with a sickening certainty, that the man in the photos was Jerry Morgan.
She clicked on another image and gasped. Willow's face was marred by sticky trails of glistening semen, her expression peaceful, oblivious to the violation she had endured. Maria's hands trembled, her rage a living, breathing thing clawing at her insides. She wanted to scream and burn the office to the ground, but she couldn't. Not yet.
She took a deep breath, forcing herself to focus. She needed proof. She needed something tangible to bring Magnus down. She searched for her own name, her fingers flying over the keyboard, but came up empty. It was as if she didn't exist in Jerry's meticulous records.
She didn’t have a way to copy any of the photos or videos on his computer, so she opened Jerry’s email. His inbox was filled with mundane correspondence and spam. She attached a few of the most incriminating photos and videos to a new email, her fingers shaking as she typed her own email address into the recipient field. She hesitated for a moment, then hit the send button and closed the email window. Her cell phone blipped as she received the email a minute later.
She would have liked more evidence tying Magnus and Jerry together against the women of Utopia, but she would have to work with what she had. It was time for a visit to Magnus.

      ***The heavy glass door of the Brotherhood Gym swung shut behind Maria, sealing her off from the warm breeze outside. The cool air carried a potent scent of sweat and testosterone that assaulted her senses. The clanking of metal weights and grunts of exertion echoed off walls that were bare except for a few monitors silently displaying football games and other sports. She strode across the polished concrete floor, her white high heels clicking like a metronome, counting out the seconds until her confrontation with Magnus.
Four men, hulking figures in t-shirts and shorts, paused mid-lift to stare. Their eyes roved over her, taking in the black miniskirt with the provocative slit, the sheer white top, and the confident stride that made her breasts gently bounce. Maria ignored their impressed stares, her focus solely on the closed door at the end of the hallway.
The gym office was a stark contrast to the sweaty masculinity of the workout area. It was cool and quiet, lit by two floor lamps that cast soft light up to the ceiling. Magnus sat behind a large desk, typing on a laptop computer, his silvered hair gleaming under the lights. He looked up as she entered, his blue eyes lingering on her outfit with a raised eyebrow.
Maria shivered with a mixture of revulsion and unwanted attraction. She knew the effect she had on men, had cultivated it carefully, but Magnus was different. His charisma was a force to be reckoned with, his charm as disarming as it was dangerous.
"I know what you're doing, Magnus," she said, her voice steady despite the turmoil within her. She placed her hands on his desk, leaning forward slightly, using her assets to her advantage. "I know about the dungeon, the parties. I saw Willow myself as she was being attacked by those men in the dungeon, although the photos I took don’t seem to be on my phone any more. But I have other photos as evidence."
Magnus leaned back in his chair, his expression unreadable. "Photos? I'm afraid I don't know what you're talking about."
Maria's hands clenched, her nails digging into her palms on the desk. "The photos from Jerry Morgan's office. The ones of Willow unconscious as she was being...violated." She swallowed hard, her stomach churning at the memory. "And the drone footage. I know you've been watching me, watching all of us."
"Maria, Maria," he chided gently. "You sound so...paranoid. Are you sure you're feeling all right? Troy told me you’ve been overly stressed. You look a bit flushed." He let his gaze drift over her, lingering on her breasts. "Although, I must say, you look more than all right. Are you feeling a lot sexier these days? More interested in sex?"
She stopped breathing for a moment. Was it possible? Could they have done something to her? She shook her head. No, she couldn't let him distract her. She had to stay focused. He was just trying to mess with her head.
"You're trying to distract me," she accused, her voice firm. "You and Jerry Morgan. You kept me sedated for over a month. Why?"
Magnus sighed, as if dealing with a petulant child. "Maria, I think you need help. Professional help. I know a very good mental health professional. I could refer you if you'd like. He’s very discreet."
Her blood boiled, her anger threatening to overflow, but she couldn't let it. Not yet. She needed more information. She needed to play this smart. She took a deep breath.
Maria leaned farther forward, her palms pressed firmly against the cool surface of Magnus's desk as she stared into his eyes. "I won't hesitate to go to the police, Magnus. I have Jerry's photos, his records. I know you're both involved in this sick game."
Magnus leaned back in his chair. His eyes, those piercing blue orbs, were filled with a twisted delight. He regarded her with a calm confidence that made her skin crawl. "Maria, you think you have it all figured out, don't you? But you see, this town...it's not like other places. We have our own rules here."
He leaned forward and steepled his fingers, their faces now less than three feet apart, his gaze never leaving hers. "You want to expose what you think you know about us? Go ahead, if you can find someone to listen. But remember, we have our own little community here. And Willow, well, she's a part of that community. A very beloved part. She’s especially popular with the men in this town."
Maria could feel the trap closing around her, the walls of this seemingly idyllic town pressing in, threatening to suffocate her. "What do you mean?"
Magnus's smile widened, a grotesque parody of warmth. "Willow loves her time with the men, Maria. She's learned to...appreciate the rougher things in life. But she can still feel pain. And this time, she's going to feel a lot of it. A gangbang, Maria, with everyone invited, and you’ll have a front row seat. For your disobedience."
A wave of nausea washed over Maria. She could see it in her mind's eye, Willow's helpless form held down, the brutal hands of the men, the echoes of their laughter as they used her in every possible way. Her lungs constricted as if a vice were tightening around her chest. "You're a monster," she spat, her voice trembling with rage.
Magnus maintained his calm expression, confident. "Maybe, Maria, but I'm a powerful monster. And you have no power because you're just a pawn. A beautiful, sexy pawn." His gaze raked over her, lingering on the curves of her body, a blatant reminder of her vulnerability.
Maria’s confidence had left her. She couldn’t even distract Magnus with her see-through top.
“On the other hand,” Magnus said, leaning back in his chair again, “I’m sure we could come to an arrangement. Rather than trying to fight an impossible battle, you could join us, accept us for what we are, and live a much happier life, also serving as a good role model for your daughter. We’d still have to train you, of course, and punish you for your mistakes because we have to maintain order in our community, but in the end you’ll love it here in Utopia just as much as the rest of us do.”
Maria was shocked, trapped in a box with no way out. This was not how she had planned for this meeting to go. She needed time: time to think, to plan, to find a way out of this nightmare. She’d have to stall. "I need time," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Time to think about this."
Magnus nodded, his smile never wavering. "Of course, Maria. Take your time. You can have until tomorrow evening, but then we’ll need an exotic dancer to strip for the gym members, and you’d be perfect for that.” 
Maria turned on her heel, her stomach churning as she strode out of the office. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her go, and it made her skin crawl.
As she stepped out into the warm evening air, Maria couldn't shake the feeling of desperation that clung to her. She was trapped, a fly in Magnus's web, and the more she struggled, the tighter the bonds became. But she wouldn't give in, not yet. She had until tomorrow evening, and she would use every second of that time to find a way out of this hell.







  
  Chapter eleven

Sofia's world was spinning, the colors and shapes of the room bleeding into one another as she struggled to open her eyes. The warm weight on her stomach anchored her, keeping her from floating away entirely. She could feel cool air against her bare skin, the softness of the mattress beneath her, but her limbs were heavy, unresponsive. Her thoughts swam in a haze, unable to grasp the edges of reality. 
"Wakey, wakey, sleepyhead." The voice above her was playful, yet firm, accompanied by a light slap on her cheek. Sofia blinked, trying to focus on the face hovering over her. Jodi. Her blond curls framed a smile that was both sweet and commanding.
And Jodi was naked.
"Jodi?" Sofia's voice was a croak, her throat dry. "What's going on?"
Jodi chuckled, her blue eyes sparkling with intensity. "We're just having some fun, silly. You were out cold, so I thought I'd join you."
Fun? Sofia's mind struggled to process the word. She felt a twinge of unease, a small voice screaming at her to move, to run, but her body wouldn't comply, her limbs pinned down by an invisible force. She also felt the pressure of Jodi's thighs straddling her hips, holding her down.
"How long...have I been here?" Sofia managed to ask, her words slurring together.
Jodi leaned down, her breath hot on Sofia's ear, gently rubbing her damp pussy against Sofia’s pubic bone. "Since yesterday morning. We've been having a great time, haven't we?"
Yesterday morning? Panic surged through Sofia, but it was distant, muted. She couldn't grasp it, couldn't hold onto it. Her thoughts were slippery, her body limp.
Jodi's hands moved, cupping one of Sofia's breasts, her thumb circling the nipple. Sofia gasped, a spark of pleasure cutting through the fog. "Do you trust me, Sofia?" Jodi asked.
Trust? The word echoed in Sofia's mind, bouncing off the walls of her consciousness. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. Jodi's touch was distracting, her fingers clever, coaxing sensations from Sofia's body that she couldn't control.
"If you trust me, you'll do what I say," Jodi said, her other hand trailing down Sofia's stomach, making her muscles quiver. Sofia nodded with a small smile, her mind drifting on a cloud of pleasure. She felt good, so good. And that was all that mattered, right?
Jodi's fingers found their target, rubbing slow circles around Sofia's clit. Sofia moaned, her hips arching upwards, seeking more of the delicious friction. Jodi's smile widened, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Good girl," she whispered, her voice the last thing Sofia heard before she succumbed to the waves of pleasure, her world narrowing down to the point where their bodies met.

      ***Warm air drifted through the open kitchen window, mingling with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee and the salty tang of bacon. Maria sat at the kitchen table, her short silk bathrobe draped loosely around her, barely concealing her curves. Her black curls were tousled, framing her face in a wild halo. She stared at the scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast on her plate. She felt groggy, her thoughts sluggish and disjointed.
She lifted a forkful of eggs to her mouth, chewing mechanically. She had woken up with a decision to take back control of her life, perhaps make an escape plan, but the remnants of sleep and something more sinister clung to her, dulling her senses. She was already irritated, her body aching with unspent desire. Troy wasn't there when she woke up, leaving her with an empty space on the bed and a gnawing need.
The sound of a cup being set down on the counter pulled her from her thoughts. Keke was there, her tanned body barely covered by a bikini, her long brown hair tumbling down her back. She leaned against the counter, sipping her coffee, her eyes watching Maria over the rim. Her presence was familiar, a comforting constant in the swirling uncertainty of Maria's mind.
"You look deep in thought," Keke said. She walked over to the table, her hips swaying as she moved. 
Maria shrugged, her fork pushing the eggs around on her plate. "Just tired," she said. 
Keke bent over, her breasts almost overflowing her bikini top, and put her hand over Maria's. Her skin was warm, her touch gentle. "You need to take care of yourself, Maria," she said, her thumb rubbing circles on the back of Maria's hand. "You've been through a lot."
Maria looked at Keke's hand, her mind drifting to Troy. Where was he? Why wasn't he here with her? She felt a spark of anger. She pulled her hand away, picking up her toast and taking a bite. 
Keke returned to the counter and picked up her cup, watching Maria as she took a sip of coffee. "You know, I've been thinking," she said, her voice casual. "We should do something fun today. Just the two of us."
Maria shook her head. “That’s a nice thought, but I have too much to do. Too much to decide.”
“Well, I’m here if you change your mind.”
Maria's fingers drifted over the smooth screen of her phone. The kitchen, bathed in the soft morning light filtering through the trees outside, was filled with the comforting scent of breakfast and the subtle undertones of Keke's perfume. Maria’s silk bathrobe shifted against her skin as she leaned back in her chair and frowned while reading the text from Sofia.
"She's staying with Jodi for a couple of days," Maria said. Her thumb hovered over the keyboard before she typed out a quick response, Okay. It wasn’t okay, but she hit send anyway. She looked up at Keke, her eyes meeting the younger woman's gaze. "I don't like it, Keke. There's something off."
Keke leaned against the counter, her coffee mug cradled in her hands. She was a picture of casual elegance. She took a sip, her eyes never leaving Maria's. "You worry too much, Maria," she said. "Sofia's an adult now. She can make her own decisions."
Maria's grip on her phone tightened, her knuckles turning white. She shook her head, her black curls bouncing with the movement. "You don't understand, Keke. Magnus...he's dangerous. He's threatened me before, and I know he's capable of much worse." She thought back to his cold eyes, his menacing tone. 
Keke waved a dismissive hand, her bracelets jingling with the movement. "You're letting your imagination run wild." She set her mug down on the counter, her hips swaying as she moved towards Maria again. "You need to relax, take your mind off all this drama."
Maria's frustration bubbled over, her voice rising. "You think I'm being dramatic? Keke, you have no idea what Magnus is capable of. None of us are safe, and his daughter is with Sofia." 
Keke's eyes softened, her voice dropping to a soothing murmur. "Maria, I know you're worried about Sofia, but she's with Jodi, not Magnus. Jodi's a bit wild, yes, but she's not a monster." She reached out, her hand resting on Maria's shoulder. Her touch was warm, her fingers gently massaging Maria's tense muscles.
Keke moved behind her chair, the soft padding of bare feet on the hardwood floor the only sound breaking the tense silence. Maria could feel Keke's hair brushing against her neck.
"You're all wound up, Maria," Keke said, her hands gently resting on Maria's shoulders. "I can feel your muscles coiled like springs." She began to knead Maria's shoulders, her thumbs pressing into the taut muscles.
Maria stiffened at the initial contact, then slowly began to relax under Keke's touch. She closed her eyes, the world around her fading as she focused on the sensation of Keke's hands, strong and sure, working the knots out of her muscles.
"You know, the doctor said you needed to take it easy," Keke reminded her. "You spent a month in bed for a reason, Maria. You can't just jump back into the thick of things without giving your body time to adjust."
Maria bristled at the reminder of her recent weakness, her eyes fluttering open. "I'm fine, Keke," she insisted as she leaned forward, granting Keke better access to her back.
Keke made a soft sound of disbelief, her hands sliding down to Maria's collarbone, gently easing the robe aside, then lowering her robe down to her waist to expose her bare back. "You say you're fine, but your body tells a different story," she said in a low voice, her fingers tracing the line of Maria's shoulder blade.
Maria shivered, goosebumps prickling her exposed flesh. She knew she should protest, should pull her robe back up and put a stop to this, but the words died in her throat as Keke's hands began to work their magic.
"Just relax, Maria," Keke whispered "Let me take care of you."
Maria closed her eyes as Keke's hands found a particularly stubborn knot, massaging until it melted away under her skilled touch. She couldn't suppress the moan that escaped her lips, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure.
Keke leaned in, her breath warm on Maria's ear. "See?" she murmured. "Your body knows what it needs, Maria. You should listen to it."
Maria's head dropped forward, her dark curls cascading around her face like a curtain, hiding her from the world. She could feel the tension draining from her body, replaced by a languid warmth that spread through her like wildfire. Her thoughts slowed, the constant whirring of her mind quieting as she gave herself over to the sensation of Keke's hands on her skin.
She could feel Keke's thumbs rubbing both sides of her spine, working their way down her back, inch by inch. Each touch sent a spark of pleasure through her nerves, her body coming alive under Keke's ministrations. She could feel the heat of Keke's body behind her and she found herself leaning into the touch, craving more.
A soft sigh escaped her lips as Keke's hands reached the small of her back, her thumbs pressing into the dimples just above her butt. With Keke bending over the chair, Maria felt her breasts brushing against Maria’s upper back. The tension was melting away, replaced by a growing heat lower down. Maria’s eyes fluttered and closed again, her body swaying slightly as she gave herself over to the sensation. 
Keke's voice, smooth as honey, broke the tranquil silence, "Go lie down on the couch, Maria. Face down. Let me do this properly." She pointed through the doorway, her long, tanned fingers extending gracefully. Maria looked at the couch, then back at Keke, her eyes lingering on the young woman's supple form. The massage had felt divine, and the promise of more was too tempting to resist.
Maria walked over to the couch, her bare feet sinking slightly into the plush rug. She let her robe slip down her arms, the silky fabric pooling on the coffee table as she leaned forward and lay down on the couch. The white leather upholstery was cool against her bare skin. She turned her head to one side, her black curls spilling over her face, and took a deep breath in anticipation.
Keke followed, moving with a dancer’s grace. She straddled Maria's thighs, her weight settling gently onto her muscles. Maria could feel the warmth of Keke's body radiating onto hers, the sensation strangely comforting. Keke's hands began to work on her back, knuckling and massaging.
"Breathe deeply, Maria. Relax."
Maria took a deep breath, her body melting into the couch as Keke's hands worked their magic. She could feel the tension easing out of her muscles, replaced by a languid warmth that spread through her like wildfire. Keke's hands moved lower, her touch cautious yet firm as she began to massage Maria's butt, her thumbs pressing into the firm flesh.
Maria let out a soft moan, the sound muffled by the couch. "That feels...lovely, Keke," she said, barely able to form words. She could feel a warmth pooling in her belly. Her pussy was getting wet, her body responding to Keke's touch in a way that was both surprising and thrilling.
As Keke continued to work on her, Maria found her thoughts drifting. She wondered why she had never really noticed before how pretty Keke was. The young woman's tanned skin, her long, dark hair, her bright smile—it was all so vivid, so alluring. She found herself drawn to Keke, her body craving more of her touch, her mind curious to explore this newfound attraction. Yet, beneath it all, there was a sense of unease, a subtle tension that seemed to hum in the air, a reminder of the complex web of intrigue that surrounded them. For now, Maria pushed those thoughts aside, giving herself over to the sensation of Keke's hands on her body, the pleasure that thrummed through her nerves, and the quiet, intimate moment they shared.
Keke's hands slid lower, her fingers brushing against Maria's pussy, sending ripples of pleasure through her body. Maria couldn't keep from moaning, the sound escaping her lips before she could think to suppress it. Her mind was conflicted, a part of her wanting to stop this before it went too far, another part craving more of Keke's touch.
"Keke," Maria whispered. She could feel Keke's fingers working their way into her slick folds, massaging her most intimate place. Her body responded on its own, hips lifting slightly to grant Keke better access.
"Should I stop, Maria?" Keke's voice was a soft purr, her fingers still moving, still exploring. Maria could barely hear her, too distracted by the sensations rippling through her body. She shook her head, a whisper of "No" escaping her lips. Her body shuddered with pleasure, Keke's touch building a fire within her.
Keke leaned down, her breath hot on Maria's ear, her breasts brushing Maria’s back. "I saw you last night," she whispered, her fingers sliding in and out of Maria's pussy, another finger circling her clit. "You were wearing my clothes, Maria. You looked so hot, I just wanted to fuck you right there."
Maria gasped, Keke's words sending a jolt of lust through her. She could feel the pressure building, her body tensing as Keke continued to stimulate her. She felt another finger, wet with her own juices, pressing against her asshole, slowly sliding in. The sensation was surprising, intense, pushing her closer to the edge.
Her moans filled the room, her hips bucking against Keke's hands. She could feel her orgasm building, her body tensing in anticipation. Keke kept going, her fingers working relentlessly, drawing out every last drop of pleasure.
"Keke," Maria gasped, her body convulsing as she came hard, her juices squirting out, soaking the couch beneath her. But Keke didn't stop, her fingers still moving, still drawing out more pleasure than Maria thought possible. She came again, her body shaking, her mind blanking out from the intensity.
Then she felt Keke’s pussy grinding against the curve of her ass, harder and harder, followed by a squirt that drenched her butt, and a long, drawn-out moan a few minutes later as Keke shuddered.
The room was filled with the sound of their ragged breaths, the scent of sex heavy in the air. Maria lay there, her body limp, her mind confused but happy. She could feel Keke's hands still gently touching her, grounding her in the moment. 
Maria sighed heavily with exhausted satisfaction, her limbs splayed haphazardly across the couch. Keke, her breath still ragged, slid down beside Maria, her body warm and supple against Maria's flushed skin.
Keke's hand, slick with Maria's pleasure, gently cupped her butt, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on the tender flesh. "Shh, just relax," Keke cooed. Her breath was hot against Maria's ear, her words dripping like honey. "You need this, Maria. You need to relax and let go."
Maria's mind was full of conflicting emotions. Her body hummed with contentment, her muscles liquid from Keke's touch, but she also felt confused and guilty. She could still feel the ghost of Keke's fingers inside her, the phantom pleasure pulsing through her body. 
Keke's hand continued its gentle ministrations, her touch firm yet tender. She knew just how to touch Maria, how to draw out the lingering remnants of pleasure. "You've been so tense, Maria," Keke whispered. "You need to take care of yourself more."
Maria let out a soft sigh, her eyes fluttering closed. Keke's words were like a spell wrapping around her and pulling her under. The room was warm, the air scented with the remnants of their passion. The sunlight filtering through the window cast a gentle golden glow over their entwined bodies, a stark contrast to the turmoil inside Maria.
"Keke—" Maria began, thinking she should get up.
Keke hushed her. "Don't think, Maria. Just feel." Her hand moved in slow, rhythmic circles, her touch lulling Maria into a state of blissful lethargy.
Maria's breathing slowed, her body melting into the couch. She could feel the smooth texture of the leather beneath her, grounding her even as she floated on a cloud of pleasure. Her mind was a hazy fog, her thoughts drifting aimlessly. She knew she should be worried, should be planning, should be doing something, but all she could do was feel: feel Keke's fingers, feel the warmth of her body, feel the pleasure that still hummed through her nerves and muscles.
Keke's voice was a distant murmur, her words washing over Maria like a gentle wave. "That's it, Maria. Just relax. Let go."
And with those words, Maria felt herself drift off, her body succumbing to the lull of Keke's touch. Her last thought was of the strange feelings of contentment and confusion that filled her. Then there was only the lingering caress of Keke's hand on her butt as she drifted off.







  
  Chapter twelve

Maria surfaced from the depths of sleep like a diver breaking through a thick, dark layer of oil. Her eyes fluttered open to a world blurred and distorted, and it took a few moments for her to focus. She was sprawled face down and naked on the white couch, the cool leather sticking to her skin. Her body ached, and the taste in her mouth was stale, like old wine left to sour. The sunlight filtering through the windows was golden and heavy, casting long, dramatic tree shadows that crept across the floor—late afternoon, much later than she had intended to sleep. 
She pushed herself up, her body protesting with a variety of small aches. Her head throbbed dully, and she pressed her fingers to her temples, trying to steady herself. A big glass of water sat on the coffee table. Keke must have left her the water, and she felt a warm flush of gratitude washing over her. Keke, always so thoughtful, so attentive. Maria made a mental note to thank her, to appreciate her assistant more. She had a habit of taking Keke for granted, of overlooking the small, kind gestures that made her life easier.
Then the warmth of that thought quickly dissipated as the events of the previous night came rushing back. Magnus, his cold eyes and cruel smile as he delivered his threats and gave her an ultimatum. She felt a surge of anxiety mixed with determination. She decided that she wasn't going to let him push her around any more. Never again.
She sat up and took a big drink of water. Her phone—she needed her phone. She scanned the room, her eyes flicking over the floor and the other surfaces, but it was nowhere to be seen. She wondered if Keke might have picked it up by mistake. "Keke?" she called out, her voice hoarse. "Keke, where's my phone?"
A heavy silence greeted her. She padded down the hall. Troy's office was empty, his desk neat and orderly. No sign of her phone, or of Troy himself. Her frustration mounted, tinged with a growing sense of unease. She felt isolated, cut off, like a lone swimmer too far from shore.
"Keke?" she called again, louder this time. Still no response. She walked back to the living room, passing the empty kitchen where the breakfast plates had been washed and put away. She climbed the stairs, the wood cool beneath her feet, and stepped through the open door into Keke's room.
The room was empty, the bed neatly made. Maria stepped inside, the scent of Keke's perfume lingering in the air, sweet and cloying. She crossed to the closet, the doors slightly ajar. Inside, a riot of color and fabric greeted her. She pushed aside hangers, the metal screeching softly against the rod, until she found a red dress. It was tight and stretchy, not as revealing as what she'd worn the night before, and that was probably a good thing. She pulled it from the hanger and wriggled into the dress. It was a tight fit, the fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin. She caught a faint whiff of Keke's perfume on the dress, and her nipples hardened in response, the scent stirring something lusty and hungry within her. She smoothed her hands over the fabric, taking a deep breath to steady herself.
She caught sight of herself in the mirror, her reflection staring back at her with wide, dark eyes. She looked fierce, determined. She looked like a woman who wouldn't be pushed around. She squared her shoulders, her resolve hardening. Magnus wanted a fight? She'd give him one.
First, she needed to find out where everyone was. She walked into her bedroom to put on a pair of red heels, then started downstairs again. The house was too still, as if it were holding its breath. She needed answers, and she needed them now. She also needed to warn Willow about Magnus's threats, but the absence of her phone and Troy's unreachable status left her without a means to communicate, so she’d have to drive over to Willow’s house and hope she was there.
Decision made, she grabbed her car keys from the bowl by the door and hurried out to her Mercedes. The late afternoon sun glowed through the pine trees and made the house look like a featured photo from Architectural Digest. Everything looked too perfect, like a small-town fantasy, unaware of the storm about to break.
Maria drove toward the town with a growing sense of urgency, her hands gripping the steering wheel. The Victorian homes with their perfect pastel-colored paint jobs and white picket fences blurred past her window. She turned onto Willow's street, the tires of her Mercedes crunching on the pristine gravel driveway as she pulled up to the large, immaculate house with its intricate wood scrollwork and whimsical turrets.
She rushed up the steps to the veranda, her heart in her throat. The front door was locked, and no amount of knocking or calling out brought any response. She peered through the windows, but the house was dark and still, no sign of life within. Frustration and concern gnawed at her. Where was Willow? Had Magnus already gotten to her? Maria muttered under her breath, turning away from the door. She had to find someone who knew where Willow was. Her mind immediately went to Tony. If anyone knew Willow's whereabouts, it would be him.
Back in her car, she sped towards the Utopia Grocery store, the engine roaring as she pushed the limits of the sleepy town's speed regulations. The store's automatic doors slid open with a soft hiss, revealing the brightly lit aisles filled with the usual array of perfectly presented products. Maria hurried past the displays of fresh produce and artisanal bread, her heels clicking sharply against the polished floor.
She approached a blonde cashier, a young woman named Britney with glassy eyes and a vacant smile. "Excuse me," Maria said, trying to keep the desperation out of her voice. "Is Tony here?"
Britney blinked slowly, as if processing the question took considerable effort. "Tony? Oh, he's not here today. He'll be back tomorrow."
Maria's heart sank. "Do you know where he is? It's important."
Britney shrugged, her smile never wavering. "Sorry, I don't know. Maybe try again tomorrow? Can I help you with anything else?"
Maria fought the urge to scream in frustration. She thanked Britney and turned away, her mind racing. She had to find Willow, had to warn her, but with Tony unreachable and no other leads, she felt her options slipping away.
As she stepped back out into the warm afternoon, Maria knew she had to take matters into her own hands. She couldn't wait for Tony, couldn't rely on anyone else. She had to confront Magnus directly. She wouldn't let Magnus push her around, and she wouldn't let him hurt Willow.

      ***Maria's Mercedes roared into the parking lot of the Brotherhood Gym. The building loomed before her, a stark contrast to the quaint Victorian architecture of Utopia—a brutalist façade of concrete and steel that looked like a fortress. She parked her car by the front door, the engine ticking softly as it cooled.
She stepped out of the car, her heels clicking sharply against the asphalt. She tugged the hem of her red dress down, the fabric stretching taut across her breasts. She could feel the eyes of unseen men on her, their gazes like a physical touch, and she would use her feminine powers to turn their attentions against them. She steeled herself, drawing strength from the outrage burning within her.
The gym was a cavern of echoing grunts and clanging weights. Three men, their muscles shiny with sweat, paused mid-lift to stare as Maria stormed past. Their eyes followed her, hungry and appreciative, but she paid them no mind. Her focus was singular, her rage honed to a razor's edge. The click of her heels on the polished concrete floor was a staccato rhythm announcing her arrival. She could feel the power in her stride, the sway of her hips a defiant declaration of her intent. Magnus's office lay ahead, the door slightly ajar, a sliver of light spilling onto the cold floor. Magnus wouldn’t be able to stop her this time.
Maria shoved the door open, the sharp crack of wood against wall echoing through the gym. Magnus looked up from his desk, his blue eyes meeting hers with a calm, almost amused expression. His suit was impeccable, his hair perfectly coiffed, the very picture of controlled elegance.
"Maria," he said in his confident voice. "What a pleasant—"
"You can go fuck yourself, Magnus," she snarled, her voice trembling with barely contained fury. "And you can dance naked on your own goddamn stage for your members."
Magnus leaned back in his chair with a soft laugh. "I appreciate your sense of humor, Maria, but there are some things you should know before you make your final decision."
She scoffed, her hands clenching into fists at her sides. "If you go through with the gangbang with Willow, I'll find a way to get you arrested along with your pals. I swear to God, Magnus, I won't let you hurt her."
Magnus's smile never wavered, his eyes glinting with a cold, calculating light. "That won't be necessary, Maria. You're going to choose to do whatever I ask. I won’t force you, but you’ll be anxious to please me."
She laughed then, a harsh, bitter sound. "Not likely, you sick fuck." She leaned forward, her palms pressing into the cool wood of his desk. "I know your game, Magnus. I know you think you can control everyone, manipulate them to your will, but I won't let you. I won't let you hurt Willow."
Magnus merely smiled, his eyes never leaving hers. "We'll see about that, Maria. Isn’t it funny how a mother will do anything to protect her children? And Sofia is such a beautiful young woman, much like her mother. So well developed. I’m sure you’d do whatever was necessary to protect her.”
Maria stopped breathing. “What do you mean? What about her?”
“Sofia is in my care now. Don’t worry, we’ll take good care of her.”
"Sofia?" she stammered, her voice barely a whisper. "What do you mean, you have Sofia?"
Magnus leaned forward and steepled his fingers, his eyes never leaving hers. "Exactly what I said, Maria. Sofia is here, and she's going to start her training soon. Just like you will."
Maria stumbled backward, her hand grasping for the guest chair. She collapsed into it, her body suddenly heavy and numb. The room tilted as she tried to grasp the reality of Magnus's words. "No," she murmured, shaking her head. "No, you can't...you can't have Sofia. She’s with—"
“Jodi? That’s right, she was with Jodi. I’m very proud of my daughter. She understands the importance of community values and culture, and she’s very supportive of our work here.”
Maria couldn't wrap her head around it—Sofia, her sweet, innocent daughter, caught in Magnus's web. It was unthinkable. Unbearable. She felt a surge of desperation. She leaned forward, her hands gripping the edge of Magnus's desk. "Troy will never let you get away with this," she spat, her voice trembling with emotion. "He'll come for us, Magnus. He'll come for us, and you'll be sorry you ever laid a hand on our daughter."
Magnus chuckled and shook his head. “You really don’t have a clue, do you?” 
Maria watched in puzzlement as he looked up and pointed at a small, black surveillance camera nestled in the corner of the ceiling. He beckoned to it, his movements slow and deliberate. Maria frowned, her gaze flicking between Magnus and the camera. What was he doing? Who was he signaling? The seconds ticked by like hours, each one stretching her nerves taut, until the sound of footsteps echoed from the hallway outside.
Maria's heart leapt into her throat as Troy stepped into the room. His broad shoulders filled the doorway, his tailored suit impeccable, as if he were walking into a business meeting rather than the twisted nightmare their lives had become. Maria's world shattered like glass, the pieces falling away as she stared at her husband, disbelief and betrayal warring within her. "Troy?" she whispered, her voice barely audible. "What...what are you doing here?"
Troy's gaze flicked to Magnus, something unspoken passing between them. Maria watched, her stomach churning, as Troy turned to face her, his expression calm and collected. Too calm. Too collected.
"Troy?" she repeated, her voice stronger this time, edged with a growing anger. "What the hell is going on?"
Troy sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Maria," he began, his voice steady and even. "You need to listen to Magnus. He has a plan, and it's for the best. For all of us."
Maria's heart turned to ice. "For the best?" she echoed, her voice shaking with disbelief. "Troy, he has Sofia! He's going to—" She couldn't even bring herself to say the words, her mind shying away from the horrifying reality.
Troy's expression didn't change, his calm demeanor unwavering. "Maria, you need to trust me. Trust us. This is for the best."
Betrayal sliced through her like a knife, hot and painful. Maria shot to her feet, her chair scraping back with a harsh screech. "Trust you?" she spat, her voice trembling with fury. "You're in on this? You're a part of this sick, twisted plan?"
Troy sighed again, as if she were the one being unreasonable. "Maria, you need to calm down. You need to listen—"
"Calm down?" she screamed. "You want me to calm down? Our daughter is being held captive, about to be turned into a sex slave, and you're telling me to calm down?"
Troy's expression finally cracked, a flash of annoyance crossing his features. "Maria, you're hysterical," he snapped. "You need to calm down and think about this rationally."
Rationally. The word sent a fresh wave of fury crashing over her. Maria's gaze flicked to Magnus's desk, her eyes landing on a coffee mug sitting near the edge. Before she could think, before she could consider the consequences, she grabbed it and hurled it at Troy's head with all her might.
Troy ducked just in time, the mug missing him by inches and smashing against the wall with a loud crack. Shards of ceramic rained down. Troy's eyes widened in surprise, his calm demeanor finally shaken.
"You're crazy," he muttered, shaking his head. He looked at Magnus, his expression grim. "I'll be back in a little while. After she's had a chance to cool down."
With that, he turned and strode from the room, leaving Maria standing there, her chest heaving, her heart shattered into a million pieces. She stared at the broken mug, her vision blurring with unshed tears. She couldn't believe it. Couldn't comprehend the depth of her husband’s betrayal. Her gaze shifted to Magnus, her stomach churning with a sickening realization. Magnus had taken Sofia, and Troy...Troy was a part of it all.
"You monster," she whispered. "You absolute monster."
"Now, Maria," he said, his voice soft and dangerous. "Is that any way to speak to the man who holds your daughter's fate in his hands?"
The room spun around Maria, a dark tornado edged with the cold gleam of Magnus's smile. She felt herself shrinking, her body folding in on itself as if trying to collapse into a black hole. Her lungs constricted, each breath a labor, as if the air itself was too thick to inhale. Her world had narrowed to this room, this moment, this horrible realization that her husband was not her savior, but her betrayer.
Magnus stood, his chair rolling back smoothly, silently. He buttoned his suit jacket, each movement precise and deliberate. "Come with me, Maria," he said, his voice a low rumble like the distant thunder that precedes a storm. "There's something you need to see."
Her body moved on its own, following him as if tethered by an invisible leash. She felt disconnected, her limbs heavy and numb. They stepped out of the office, her heels ticking on the polished concrete floor like a countdown to her doom. He led her down a dimly lit hallway, the walls adorned with photographs of Utopia in its heyday, until they stopped at a nondescript door, much like the one she and Willow had used to reach the basement from the locker room. Magnus punched a code into the keypad. The door clicked open, revealing a staircase lit by a single bulb and descending into shadows, and she followed him down, one tentative step at a time, her hand tracing the cool wall for support. The air grew cooler and damper as they reached the basement dungeon. A sense of dread washed over her as Magnus led her to the examination room.
Bright lights flicked on overhead. There, strapped down and unmoving, lay Sofia. Naked, vulnerable, her dark hair a halo around her pale face. Maria stumbled forward, her hand reaching out to touch her daughter, to reassure herself that this was real, that this wasn't some horrible nightmare.
"Sofia..." Her voice was a choked whisper, a plea. But Sofia didn't stir, her chest rising and falling in a steady, drugged rhythm. Maria turned to Magnus, her eyes wide with horror. "What did you do to her?"
Magnus leaned against the wall, his arms crossed over his chest. "We've given her the first two injections," he said, his voice casual, as if discussing the weather. "She's started her training."
Maria's gaze flicked back to Sofia, her heart aching. She looked so young, so innocent. A hot tear slid down her cheek. "Her training?"
Magnus pushed off the wall and slowly approached her. "Yes, Maria. Her training. To serve. To obey. To become a true woman of Utopia."
Maria shook her head, her hair whipping around her face. "No," she said, her voice stronger now, fueled by desperation. "I won't let you."
Magnus shrugged. "You can't stop us. Unless.…" He let the word hang in the air, a tantalizing promise.
She looked up at him, her eyes wide, hope warring with despair. "Unless what?"
He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek. His thumb brushed away a tear, his touch gentle and almost tender. "Unless you cooperate," he said. "You're the only one who can stop us from giving her the third injection. It's all up to you."
She felt herself deflating, her shoulders slumping in defeat. She looked back at Sofia, her heart aching. She couldn't let this happen. She couldn't let them turn her daughter into...whatever they wanted. She looked up at Magnus, her eyes filled with a resigned determination.
"What do I have to do?"
Magnus smiled, his eyes bright with victory as he held out his hand. "Come with me, Maria. Let's discuss your training."







  
  Chapter thirteen

Maria sat on the cold padding of the examination table in her tight red dress, her arms crossed beneath her breasts, her eyes locked onto Sofia's peaceful, sleeping face as she lay there naked and tied to another table nearby. The room was sterile, too clean, and the smell of antiseptic invaded Maria's nostrils. Tears welled up in her eyes, blurring her vision as they silently traced paths down her cheeks. She had failed Sofia. The weight of that realization pressed down on her chest, making it difficult to breathe. If she had acted sooner, or been more forceful about keeping her away from Jodi, maybe she could have protected Sofia from all of this, but now it was too late. 
The door clicked open and Magnus stepped into the room, his polished shoes tapping against the tile floor. His presence was commanding, filling the room with a dangerous energy. He carried a syringe, the liquid inside a pale shade of yellow under the harsh overhead lights. Maria's heart beat faster, but she didn't move, didn't fight. She felt paralyzed, trapped in a nightmare from which she couldn't wake.
Magnus calmly approached her, his eyes never leaving hers. "Maria, this will be your third injection. The first was when you interrupted us in the dungeon before we sent you home with Jerry Morgan. The second was while Jerry was treating you for stress. But you shouldn’t worry. This will improve your life. You’ve been feeling sexier lately, haven’t you?"
Maria refused to answer him, but her mind reeled, flashing back to the moments he described. At least that explained why she was craving sex like a nymphomaniac.
"And now, the third," Magnus continued, holding up the syringe. "This one is special. It will make you more compliant and more suggestible. It will increase your libido and make you happier." He leaned in closer, resting his hand on her shoulder. "You'll get a total of five injections, and then you won’t need any more. The only negative side effect, depending on how you look at it, is that you won't be able to think clearly about some things after the fifth injection. Many women find it easier to just...stop talking. Since you’ve had a career in entertainment, I suspect you’ll still want to communicate, but mostly about happier topics."
Maria's stomach tightened as she watched him tap the plastic syringe, flicking out any air bubbles. She wanted to scream, to fight, to run, but her body felt heavy, weighed down by an invisible force. She could only sit there, tears streaming down her face, as Magnus lifted her sleeve and gave her the injection.
His fingers lingered on her skin, tracing the path of a vein as the drug coursed through her. "Don't worry. Soon, you won't care about any of this. You'll be happy, obedient, with a personality to match that beautiful body of yours. You’ll be perfect."
Perfect. Maria's vision swam as the drug took effect. She could feel her limbs growing heavier, her thoughts becoming duller. But beneath it all, there was a spark of defiance, a small voice screaming at her to fight, to resist. She clung to that voice, holding it close like a lifeline.
Magnus moved about the room with the calm, authoritative demeanor of a predator certain of its prey. He placed the now-empty syringe on a nearby tray. "Troy thinks this is what’s best for you, Maria. He wants you to be happy, to fit in. He knows you'll fight it at first, but he believes you'll understand the benefits in the end."
The mention of Troy's name sent a jolt of anger through Maria, a flash of lightning in her stormy sea. She turned her gaze to Magnus, her eyes narrowing as she grappled with the reminder of his betrayal. Her husband, the man she had loved and trusted, had delivered her into this nightmare. Her thoughts were confused, the drug's effects battling against her innate fierceness. What had ever made Troy think he could make important decisions about what was best for her?
Magnus continued, his voice a drip, drip, drip of corrosive acid. "Troy knows these injections will make you happier and bring the two of you closer together. It’s really what’s best for your family, and you need to remember that." 
Maria's anger grew, a wildfire burning away the fog of the drug. She felt it building within her, a volcano on the verge of eruption. She couldn't fight the drug's effects, but she could fight Magnus. She could fight the betrayal. She could fight for her daughter, and for herself.
With a sudden burst of defiance, Maria jumped off the examination table, her body fueled by adrenaline and rage. She grabbed a nearby chair, her knuckles white as she gripped the metal frame, wobbling a bit on her heels as her head spun. She was about to swing the chair at Magnus, to beat the crap out of him, to wipe that smug smile off his face, when two big men stepped into the office. They moved swiftly, their hands clamping down on Maria's arms like iron shackles, forcing her to drop the chair.
Magnus sighed heavily as he shook his head. “Violence won’t solve anything. Your attitude saddens me because things could have gone so much easier for you with a little cooperation.” He gestured to the two men holding her arms. “Put her in a cage.”
Maria struggled against the men, her body thrashing wildly as she screamed and cursed. But her struggles were futile, her body weakened from the drug. She was dragged from the office, her feet scraping against the cold tile floor, her screams echoing through the halls.

      ***The dungeon room looked like it had been designed by a Hollywood set designer wanting to display twisted and sadistic desires. Maria was pushed into a small cage on the floor where she was barely able to sit up straight. She gripped the cold metal bars, her knuckles white as she stared out at the room filled with bondage equipment. A spanking bench sat in the center, a Saint Andrew's X-cross loomed against the wall, and a hanging cage cast ominous shadows from the corner. Chains and suspension systems hung from the ceiling, and a table and cabinets filled with sex toys and torture devices lined the walls. 
Maria's breath came in quick, shallow gasps, her heart pounding like a trapped animal's. She felt a growing sense of captivity, of vulnerability, as she took in the room's sinister contents. Her thoughts were a jumbled mess, the drug's effects battling against her fear and anger. 
Five minutes later, the door to the dungeon room creaked open, and four men, including Mayor Earl Reed, entered with Magnus. Maria's stomach quivered as she watched them approach. Magnus stood before the cage with a disapproving frown.
"Maria, Maria, Maria. All I was going to have you do this evening was dance and strip for the men in the gym. A simple, harmless task to establish your submission. But you chose to make things difficult. You attacked me. You tried to fight me. Now, you need to be punished. You need to learn your place."
Maria's sense of dread grew, a black, choking cloud that threatened to consume her. She shrank back in the cage, pulling the hem of her dress as low as it would go, her body trembling as she stared up at Magnus. His control over the situation was absolute, his power a tangible force that pressed down on her like a weight.
Magnus nodded to the men. “Strip her.” 
Maria’s mouth went dry. They unlocked the cage and dragged Maria out, her struggles futile against their strength. They pulled off her dress, then ripped off her panties, their hands rough and impersonal as they tore away the last vestiges of her dignity, leaving her naked except for her shoes. Maria screamed and cursed, her voice a hoarse cry of despair as they stood her up and displayed her for Magnus.
Magnus circled her like a vulture, his eyes shining with lust and cruelty. "Such a lovely body. Jerry won’t even have to give you a boob job or enhance your appearance. Still, you need to be punished. You'll learn to obey, and you'll learn to enjoy it."
Maria's body trembled with dread and anticipation, promising herself she wouldn’t be broken. But even as she made her silent vow, she could feel the drug's effects altering her body’s responses, creating a traitorous desire that threatened to take control.
The four men held Maria down on her back on a padded floor mat as she tried to fight them, but they chained her wrists and ankles to metal rings set in the floor, leaving her naked in a spread eagle position. The cold metal of the chains bit into her skin, a harsh contrast to the soft padding beneath her. Her heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps through the ball gag they had strapped tightly around her head.
Magnus set up a camera on a tripod, the red recording light blinking like a malevolent eye. "This is for my private collection, but if you try to escape or threaten us again, the world will see famous film star Maria Rivera's true talents."
Maria's vision swam with tears of rage and humiliation. She screamed obscenities at Magnus, but the ball gag muffled her words, turning them into pathetic, incoherent pleas. Her body trembled, not just from fear, but from the traitorous feeling of lust that was trying to control her behavior, a side effect of the drug Magnus had injected in her.
Maria heard the sound of heels clicking on the concrete floor. Earlene Morgan stepped into view, her low-cut sun dress displaying her cleavage, her blond hair arrayed over her shoulders. Maria desperately hoped Earlene was there to help her. Earlene smiled at Maria with delight, looking like a small child opening presents at Christmas. "Well, aren't you a sight all tied up like that," Earlene said. "I've been looking forward to this since I sold you the house. I even got Jerry to show me the drone video he got of you and Troy, and I told him I wanted some of that, too. Now, here we are. Utopia is such a great place to live, isn’t it?"
Earlene pulled a cell phone out of a small pocket in her dress, then knelt down next to Maria’s head and smiled at the camera as she took a selfie photo with Maria. Then she stood up again, towering over Maria, and began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate, a perverse striptease. Eyes wide, Maria shook her head as the realtor revealed her naked body, with her large breasts and smooth, toned skin on full display. Earlene knelt down on the mat, her fingers tracing a path down Maria's stomach, making her flinch. "Shh, don't fight it, sweetheart," Earlene whispered, her breath hot on Maria's skin as she bent over to suck on Maria’s nipple, her blond hair falling forward to tickle Maria’s skin. "You know you want this."
Maria shook her head violently, her screams of protest muffled by the gag. But her body betrayed her, a warm sensation pooling in her belly as Earlene continued sucking her nipple while her fingers found their way down between her legs. She tried to focus on her rage, on her hatred for Magnus and Earlene, but her thoughts were a blur, her senses overwhelmed, and Earlene was doing things that felt so good.
Distracted by Earlene's touch, Maria hadn't noticed Willow entering the room. The young woman was naked, her auburn hair falling in waves around her face. Willow looked at Maria with curiosity, blinking her green eyes as if she didn’t recognize her.
"Willow, be a good girl and help Earlene," Magnus commanded. "Lay down and lick Maria’s pussy while Earlene plays with her clit."
Willow hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking to Maria's face. Then she lay face down between Maria's legs and began to lick, her tongue soft and warm. The combination of Earlene's fingers and Willow's mouth sent waves of pleasure crashing through Maria's body, her hips bucking against Willow’s face. She fought her body’s responses, trying to hold onto her anger, her dignity, but it was a losing battle. Her body convulsed as an orgasm rolled through her.
One of the weightlifters from the gym stepped into view. He was naked, his body a landscape of hard muscle and tattoos, and Maria remembered seeing him earlier. He simply watched and stroked his cock for a while, then grabbed Willow's hips, pulling her back against him as he entered her from behind. Willow moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as she continued to lick Maria, her body rocking back and forth with each thrust.
Earlene turned to straddle Maria's face. She lowered herself down, forcing Maria to lick her pussy. The taste of her, sweet and musky, filled Maria's mouth, destroying any stray thoughts of trying to resist. She could feel another orgasm building, her body responding to the stimulation despite her mind's protests.
The room filled with the sounds of sex, the wet slap of flesh against flesh, the moans and groans of pleasure. Maria's world narrowed down to the sensation of Earlene's pussy against her mouth, Willow's tongue on her clit, the weightlifter's grunts as he fucked Willow. She came again, her body shaking, her screams of pleasure and despair muffled by the gag and Earlene's flesh.
The weightlifter came with a loud moan, his body shuddering. Willow followed soon after, her scream of pleasure echoing through the room. Magnus laughed softly as he watched from the sidelines, and it was a sound of dark satisfaction. "Willow, go sit in the corner," he said. "You'll watch the rest until you're needed."
Maria's world was a blur of sensation and confusion. Earlene moaned as she moved her hips to grind her pussy against Maria’s face with increasing urgency. The musky sweet smell of Earlene filled her nose, even as she tried to turn her head away. Then Earlene's body tensed suddenly and a warm, wet gush flooded Maria's face. Maria was shocked, her eyes widening in disbelief as Earlene panted and said, "Good girl."
Maria felt a mixture of humiliation and unwanted arousal as Earlene finally stood up. Her body was limp, her limbs heavy and exhausted. The drugs made it hard to think, hard to protest. She could only lie there wanting more, her breath coming in ragged gasps through the gag as Magnus barked orders.
"Earlene, help me stand her up," Magnus said. Maria felt hands on her, rough and impatient, as they unchained her and hauled her to her feet. Her legs wobbled beneath her, threatening to give way. She hoped that was it, that they were done with her, but that hope was short-lived.
The naked weightlifter assisted Magnus in walking her over to a padded spanking bench. Maria tried to protest, her voice muffled and pathetic through the gag. They pushed Maria forward and bent her over the bench, her waist pressing against the cool leather, her ass high in the air. Her wrists were chained to rings on the floor, her ankles above her shoes secured to the base of the bench to pull her feet wide apart. Her hair hung down past her face, pooling on the concrete.
Magnus crouched down in front of her, lifting her hair so she could see him clearly. His blue eyes were cold and serious. She saw his cock, huge and fully erect, and she shook her head vigorously, pleading with him in silence.
"You're really going to enjoy this next part," Magnus said, his voice a low growl. He stood up, walking around behind her. Maria felt a cold liquid being rubbed onto her asshole, and she clenched instinctively. Then she felt him, the head of his cock pressing against her. She tried to scream, to beg, but the gag muffled her cries.
Magnus pushed into her, a sharp, burning pain filling her as he stretched her tight hole. She panted, her body tensing as he began to move, thrusting in and out of her. Her thoughts were a confused jumble, her body a mass of conflicting sensations. The sudden pain was intense, but there was something else, too, a dark pleasure that she didn't want to acknowledge. Her inner muscles began to relax despite her shame about what she was feeling. Then her body betrayed her again, her hips pushing back against him with small movements, meeting his thrusts. She felt a sickening warmth spreading through her, a growing sensation of pleasure that she couldn't deny.
When she heard moans from an unexpected direction, she turned her head, her eyes widening in horror as she saw Willow kneeling in front of Troy, his cock buried deep in her mouth. Troy's head was thrown back, his hands gripping Willow's hair as he fucked her mouth, moaning with pleasure.
Maria felt a new wave of betrayal and despair crashing over her. She tried to fight it, tears stinging her eyes, but Magnus was already helping to distract her. Magnus's thrusts grew harder, more insistent, and she felt his cock swell inside her. Then he came with a grunt, his semen gushing into her, filling her. When he pulled out, he walked around to stand in front of her. He removed the ball gag and Maria took a deep breath, her jaw aching. He lifted her head by her hair, crouching to shove his cock in her mouth. "Lick me clean, Maria.”
Maria did as she was told, her tongue licking away the evidence of their combined arousal as her head swung between his legs, and she enjoyed it.
"We're going to break your will," Magnus said. "The next two injections will do that. Then you're going to learn to pleasure the Brotherhood Gym members whenever they want you. And Troy won't help you—he's one of us now. Just like you’re one of us now."
Maria felt a sob building in her chest, a sense of defeat and humiliation washing over her. She could still feel Magnus's semen leaking out of her ass, a reminder of her submission. And yet, beneath it all, there was a dark, twisted part of her that wanted more. Her body craved the pleasure, the pain, the utter loss of control, and that terrified her more than anything else.
Maria's world was reduced to a haze of sensation and fragmented glimpses through the veil of her hair. The cool air of the dungeon kissed her sweat-slicked skin. Her body ached from the unyielding position on the spanking bench, her wrists and ankles chafing against the cold metal of the chains.
Through the tangled curtain of her hair, she caught fractured images of Troy and Willow. Troy's muscular back glistened with sweat as he thrust into Willow from behind, his hands gripping her hips with a possessiveness that turned Maria’s stomach. Willow's long, lithe form arched against him, her moans filling the room. Each of Troy's thrusts felt like a knife in Maria's back, a bitter reminder of his continuing betrayals.
For Troy’s benefit, Maria loudly called out to Magnus and told him he fucked her so much better than Troy, and his cock was so much bigger, and that she wanted him to fuck her some more. She heard Magnus laugh, but she felt pleased when she saw that she’d interrupted Troy’s rhythm, and he angrily glanced at her before he resumed fucking Willow, making her groan with each impact.
After a few minutes, the drugs in her system hit her harder, and her thoughts grew more muddled. Then someone lifted her hair, and Mayor Earl Reed's chubby, naked form came into view. His big hands stroked his cock as he knelt in front of her with a smug smile. "How are you liking life in our little town?"
Maria tried to form a response, but her tongue felt heavy and useless in her mouth. The drugs turned her thoughts into a sluggish river of confusion, and made her so horny that she thought she’d explode if someone didn’t penetrate her soon. Earl chuckled at her silence, standing up and walking around behind her. 
Earl’s big hands grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. "Welcome to Utopia!"
Maria braced herself as Earl shoved his cock into her ass, a gasp escaping her lips. She tried to fight the sensation, to hold onto the shreds of her resistance, but her body could no longer be trusted. Her body and everyone she knew was betraying her. She craved the pleasure, the pain, the utter loss of control. Her thoughts were conflicted—she hated them, hated this town, hated Troy—but her body responded eagerly to the stimuli, desperate for more.
Earl's thrusts were brutal, each one sending a shockwave through her body. He leaned over her, his chubby hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. "You're a natural, baby," he grunted, his voice laced with cruel amusement. "You'll fit right in here."
Maria tried to hold onto her anger, to use it as a shield against the onslaught of sensation, but it was a losing battle. Her body was on fire, her nerves alight with a pleasure so intense it was almost painful. She could feel the darkness growing inside of her, the intoxicating pleasure of submission and pain threatening to take over her life.
Earl's hand came down on her ass with a sharp smack, the pain blending with the pleasure, making her skin more sensitive. He spanked her again and again, each strike sending her further into the abyss. She could feel the orgasm building, a massive wave of sensation that might cause her to explode. And she didn’t care.
"That's it, baby," Earl grunted, his voice hoarse with exertion. "Let it out. Let us see who you really are. Show us how much you like it."
Maria came with a scream, her body convulsing as the wave of pleasure peaked and crashed through her. Earl moaned loudly, his grip on her hips tightening as he came, his cock pulsing inside her. "I love this town!" he yelled, his voice echoing through the dungeon. 
Earl pulled out of her, his big hands giving her ass a final squeeze before he stepped away. Maria hung limply on the bench, her body aching and her mind swimming with chaos and despair as a mixture of Earl’s juices and hers dribbled down her inner thighs. The drugs made it hard to think, hard to do anything but feel. 
And what she felt was a dark, twisted desire for more.







  
  Chapter fourteen

Maria lay on the soft gym mat where she had spent the last hour sleeping after the men were done with her. The air in the dungeon still smelled like sweat and sex. Leather cuffs on her wrists were chained to a ring on the wall and they had left her high heels on her feet. Her mind was working better despite a weakened memory as she gradually worked out an escape plan that was risky at best, suicidal at worst. But she had to try. For Sofia. 
The creak of a door hinge and the soft pad of bare feet on the concrete floor announced Willow's arrival. She lowered herself onto the mat beside Maria, her naked body a picture of health and vitality, a stark contrast to Maria's battered state. Willow held a bowl of steaming oatmeal and a bottle of water as she watched Maria with a cautious but interested expression.
"Here," Willow said, scooping a spoonful of oatmeal and bringing it to Maria's lips. "You need to keep up your strength. You’ll get used to this after a while."
Maria rolled onto her side and propped herself up on one elbow to accept the food. She knew this version of Willow was different from the one she had first met, but she hoped she could use Willow's curiosity, her open-mindedness, and her strong sex drive to her advantage. She leaned forward slightly to whisper. "Willow, I've been thinking about you. About us."
Willow's eyebrows shot up, her interest piqued. "Us?"
Maria nodded, her eyes drifting to Willow's breasts. "You're beautiful, Willow. I can't help but wonder what it would be like to touch you some more. By choice."
Willow's eyes sparkled and her nipples hardened slightly. Maria took that as her cue, leaning forward and flicking her tongue against one of the stiff peaks, feeling it harden more as she sucked on it. Willow gasped, her body shivering. Maria felt a pang of guilt, but she pushed it aside, focusing on her goal.
"Maria," Willow breathed, her voice barely a whisper. “Don’t stop.”
Maria pulled back, her eyes meeting Willow's. "Unchain me, Willow. Let me touch you properly. I want more."
Willow hesitated, her loyalty to Magnus warring with her desires. Maria pressed her advantage, leaning in for a kiss. Their lips met, soft and gentle, a stark contrast to the harsh reality of their surroundings. Willow's resistance crumbled and she released Maria from her wrist cuffs.
The moment her wrists were free, Maria sprang into action. She pushed Willow on her stomach to straddle her lower back and grabbed the cuffs, quickly wrapping them around Willow's wrists. Willow's eyes widened in shock. Maria felt bad about it, but she grabbed a ball gag from the nearby table and secured it in Willow's mouth.
"I'm sorry, Willow," Maria whispered, her voice laced with regret. "I can't stay here. I have to save Sofia."
Willow's muffled protests followed Maria as she looked around and spotted her discarded dress in a corner, then walked over to pick it up. She slipped the stretchy fabric over her head, wishing she had a better disguise and shoes better suited to running.
When she stepped into the hallway, her senses were on high alert. The corridor stretched out before her, the faint hum of machinery echoing through the silence. She moved carefully, trying to minimize the clicks of her heels on the concrete, her eyes scanning the shadows for any sign of movement.
The examination room was at the end of the hallway. Maria slipped inside, her eyes immediately drawn to the figure strapped to the table. Sofia lay there naked, her body limp, her breaths shallow. Maria's heart ached at the sight, her resolve strengthening.
She moved quickly, her hands working to release the restraints. Sofia stirred, her eyes fluttering open, her voice a groggy whisper. "Mom? Where am I?"
Maria brushed a strand of hair from Sofia's face, her voice soft. "It's okay, Sofia. I'm getting you out of here."
Sofia frowned, her memories slowly returning. "Jodi...she...betrayed me."
Maria nodded, her voice laced with bitterness. "Yes, she did. Jodi's not who you think she is, Sofia. She's a honey trap for her father. She just wanted to trick you and turn you into one of them." She explained about the injections Magnus was giving them and that they had planned to turn Sofia and her into one of their slaves.
Sofia's eyes widened, her body shaking as the memories of Jodi's betrayal flooded back. Maria rubbed her arms, her voice soothing. "It's okay, Sofia. I've got you now. We're getting out of here."
Sofia looked up at her, her eyes filled with trust. She had finally gotten through to her daughter. Maria felt a surge of determination, her resolve unwavering as she gave Sofia a hug. She would save Sofia, no matter the cost. The town of Utopia, with its neat streets and perfect facades, hid a rotten core, and Maria was determined to expose it, to burn it all down if she had to, but they had to escape from the gym first. 
Maria's eyes darted around the bright examination room. Her hands, slick with nervous sweat, trembled slightly as she rummaged through the cabinet, pushing aside medical supplies. She paused when she spotted a familiar scrap of fabric, Sofia's bikini. Lacking any other clothing choices, she grabbed the bikini and turned back to Sofia, who was now sitting on the exam table with her eyes closed. She helped Sofia step into the bikini bottoms, holding her steady as she lifted one foot, then the other. 
"I just want to go back to sleep, Mom," Sofia mumbled, her words slurred, her body swaying gently like a flower in a gentle breeze.
Maria cupped Sofia's face, her thumbs brushing away tears. "I know, baby. I know. But we have to move quickly, okay?" She put the bikini top around Sofia, tying it behind her neck and back, covering her breasts as best she could with the small bits of cloth.
Sofia leaned into her touch, her eyes fluttering closed. "Everything's fuzzy, Mom. I don't...feel right."
Maria grabbed Sofia's high heels from the floor, slipping them onto her feet. "I need you to focus, Sofia. Just a little longer, okay?"
Sofia nodded, her eyes opening wide as Maria's words cut through the fog. Maria wrapped an arm around her waist, guiding her toward the door, even though she wasn’t all that steady herself with the drugs still in her system. When they stepped out into the hallway, Maria's senses were on high alert, every shadow a potential threat, every sound a possible pursuer. She felt like she was playing a part in an action movie, but that made it easier to move and act like she knew what she was doing when she actually had no idea of how to proceed, other than to put as much distance between them and Magnus Heyerdahl as possible.
They climbed the stairs, the heels of their shoes thumping against the steps. When they reached the top, the banks of lockers and open showers of the men's locker room stretched out before them, and they heard the sound of running water as they started toward the rear exit. 
Sofia's steps faltered, her eyes fixing on a weightlifter showering in the open stall, thinking it might be the same man who fucked Willow while she was licking Maria’s pussy. His muscular and tattooed body was brightly lit like he was on display against the tile wall, water cascading down his broad shoulders and chiseled chest. 
"Look at the size of that dick," Sofia whispered, her eyes wide, her voice filled with a sudden, unwarranted interest. “He’s not even hard.”
Although Maria also felt the strong voyeuristic pull of wanting to watch the man in the shower, her grip tightened on Sofia's waist, her voice a harsh whisper. "Sofia, focus. We need to keep moving." 
She pulled her along, steering her toward the back door. The warm night air enveloped them in the sweet scent of pine trees, a welcome relief from the stifling musk and dampness of the locker room.
The narrow parking lot behind the gym was dark, the only light spilling from the small window in the door. She guided Sofia around the building, her eyes scanning the lot for any sign of movement. Maria's car was parked near the front door exactly where she had left it, the driver's side door hanging open like a gaping wound. 
Maria helped Sofia into the passenger seat and strapped her in, her body sagging against the leather. She hurried to the driver's side, her heart pounding as she slid behind the wheel. The engine roared to life, a happy and reassuring sound.
Sofia's head lolled against the window, her voice a soft mumble. "Where are we going, Mom?"
Maria put the car in gear, her hands gripping the wheel. "We can't go back home, Sofia. It's not safe. We're going to make a run for it, okay? We're going back to Los Angeles."
Sofia shivered, her arms wrapping around herself. "I'm cold, Mom. I didn't bring my jacket."
Maria knew it was an effect of the drugs because it felt warm to her. "I know, baby. I'm sorry I don't have a blanket in the car, but I'll turn the heat on, okay?" She flipped the switch, the blast of hot air filling the cabin.
“So sleepy,” Sofia mumbled before her eyes fluttered closed, her body relaxing against the door. Maria reached over, brushing a strand of hair from her face, her touch lingering on her cheek, then turned her attention to getting them out of there.

      ***The car prowled through the dark heart of Utopia, straight down Main Street, the sidewalks empty at this time of night. Maria's eyes flicked between the rearview mirror and the pristine streets ahead. She kept the speedometer needle under the speed limit, her hands clutching the wheel. The quaint Victorian homes and neatly painted businesses seemed to lean in, their dark windows like blank eyes watching her every move.
She had decided to call her lawyer as soon as they got back to Los Angeles, and then they could contact the police or the FBI or whoever would listen to her, hoping her lawyer would make her sound more credible when she told her crazy story. She didn’t know if anyone would believe her, and she knew if this were a screenplay that nobody would buy it because it was too farfetched.
As she reached the end of Main Street, she accelerated through the long curve that climbed toward the mountain pass out of town. The town's perfect facade blurred in her peripheral vision, the glow of the streetlights fading in the mirror. She felt a spark of hope, a flicker of freedom in her chest.
As she neared the mountain pass, driving at twice the speed limit, she spotted flashing red and blue lights in her mirrors. Her stomach dropped as the lights pulsed brighter, the siren's wail piercing the night as the headlights raced toward her. “No, no, no,” she whispered as her grip tightened on the wheel. She knew she couldn't outrun a cop, and she wouldn’t even try with Sofia asleep in the passenger seat. She eased her foot off the gas, the car slowing as she pulled over to the side of the road.
The cruiser stopped behind her, the high-beam headlights blinding and disorienting. Maria watched in the mirror as Sheriff Roy Peters stepped out, his silhouette tall and imposing. She rolled down her window and desperately tried to think of a good explanation for speeding while also wondering if she should just tell him the truth. She hadn’t seen the sheriff around the Brotherhood Gym, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t part of Magnus’s grand plan.
Peters approached, one hand resting on his holstered gun, the other holding a flashlight. He turned the bright beam on Maria's face as she squinted against the harsh light.
"Evening, ma’am," he said, his voice a low rumble. "License and registration, please."
Maria blinked, feeling like a deer in headlights. She leaned over and popped open the glove compartment. Sofia stirred but didn't wake, her soft snores continuing. Maria handed Peters the registration, her hands trembling slightly.
"Is there a problem, Sheriff?" she asked, trying to keep her voice steady, but she knew it sounded shaky and high-pitched like she was hiding something.
Peters took the registration, his eyes scanning the document. "You tell me, Maria. You were driving awful fast back there. You’re lucky you didn’t run into a deer or something bigger."
Maria shook her head, her mouth dry. "I—I was just...I need to get home. It's late."
Peters studied her face in the flashlight beam again. “You’re going the wrong way.”
“Oh, well, by home I mean our house in Malibu. Family emergency.” She heard herself talking too fast. She wouldn’t believe it if she heard herself talking like that in a movie.
Peters didn’t look convinced as his gaze flicked to Sofia. "She all right?"
Maria glanced at her daughter, her heart aching. "She's just sleepy. Long day."
“Not really dressed for travel, is she?” He glanced at Sofia’s bikini again, lingering a moment.
Maria shrugged. “Kids, right? Just try and tell her how to dress and see what response you get.”
Peters looked back at Maria, his eyes narrowing. "You're acting nervous, Maria. Almost hysterical. You been drinking? Maybe using some drugs?"
Maria shook her head vigorously. "No, nothing. I swear."
Peters studied her for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then he stepped back, his hand still on his gun. "Step out of the car, please, Maria."
Maria hesitated, her mind screaming at her to drive away, to flee, but she had to think about Sofia and her safety. She unbuckled her seatbelt, her hands shaking as she opened the door and stepped out into the night. She stood there, trembling, as the sheriff’s gaze swept over her short dress, his eyes lingering on her breasts. She felt exposed, vulnerable, the power dynamic shifting like sand under her feet.
"I need you to be straight with me, Maria," Peters said, his voice low. "What's going on?"
Maria wrapped her arms around herself, trying to improvise a good answer, but her mind was blank. She couldn't tell him the truth, not all of it. Not yet, if at all. He could be one of them.
Peters told her to turn around and lean forward with her hands on the warm hood of her car. She was trembling and starting to sweat as she turned away from him, but the sight of Sofia sleeping inside the car firmed her resolve to do whatever was necessary for her safety.
"Spread your legs," Peters ordered. She complied, the warm breeze rushing between her thighs, a reminder of her vulnerability. Peters used his foot to kick her feet apart even farther, keeping her off balance. His hands, rough and invasive, started at her ankles, patting her down and sliding up along her bare legs with a methodical thoroughness that creeped her out.
As his hands moved upward, Maria stopped breathing. She could feel the heat of his body, the power radiating from him like a furnace. His fingers brushed against her inner thighs and then across her exposed pussy, and she tensed, a shiver of revulsion and something more basic and confusing rattling her nerves. 
"Please, Sheriff," she started to protest, but his body pressed harder against hers, pushing her lower body against the side of the car as he pulled one her wrists behind her back and handcuffed it, then did the same to her other wrist. “Please, I haven’t done anything wrong.”
His hands roamed higher, sliding her dress up above her butt, and her nerves started tingling. She could feel his breath, hot and heavy on her neck. "Sheriff, please listen to me," she said, her voice shaking. "I was kidnapped. Magnus Heyerdahl held me captive. My daughter, she's—"
Sheriff Peters wasn't listening. Lifting her dress even higher, his hands had found their way around her torso to her bare breasts, fondling her roughly. Maria's stomach churned, bile rising in her throat. She could feel his arousal, hard and insistent against her butt. Panic surged through her, but she was trapped, her wrists secured behind her back with cold, unyielding metal.
She suddenly tried lunging to her left, but he pulled her right back and slammed her upper body down on the warm hood while kicking her legs farther apart again.
“Don’t resist arrest,” he said, his voice husky.
"Please, no. Don't do this," she begged, her voice trembling. She heard the sound of a zipper, the rustle of cloth, and her heart sank. "Please, think about Sofia. She's just a child. She needs me."
“Oh, I’ve thought about Sofia. Maybe later. Right now, I’m more interested in you.”
“I have money. I can pay you. I’ll do whatever you want, just please don’t do this.” She suddenly stopped begging and gasped when he slid his thumb into her ass.
“You’re already doing what I want.”
“Please, I—” She gasped again as he shoved his thumb in farther and a second finger slid into her pussy, making her realize how wet she was.
Peters chuckled. "Don't worry, Maria," he murmured, his voice thick with lust. "I'm putting on a condom. Don't want to leave evidence."
Tears stung Maria's eyes. She could feel the drugs again, making her body betray her with a flush of excitement. She hated it, hated him, hated herself for not being able to stop this.
He slid a second finger into her pussy and started pumping his hand in and out so that both of her holes quivered with pleasure. She felt her nipples getting hard against the warm hood beneath her.
She took a deep breath and started to scream as she tried to buck him off and lunge to the side again, for all the good it would do. But Peters was ready, and she heard the crackle of a TASER just before her body seized and convulsed, electricity jolting through her, and she collapsed onto the hood, her muscles twitching uncontrollably, no longer in any control of her movements. She felt her dress being lifted higher so it was around her neck.
The sheriff covered her body with his, his weight pressing down on her as she twitched, his breath ragged in her ear as his large cock slid into her pussy and she gasped. "I used to watch you, Maria," he groaned, his voice thick with lust as he started thrusting, deeper and deeper. "In those movies. You were every man's fantasy. I’d masturbate and fantasize about what I’d do to you if I ever pulled you over for speeding. And now, here you are, all mine."
Maria's mind recoiled, but her body responded, the drugs heightening every sensation. She could feel him, hard and insistent, pushing into her. She whimpered, a tear slipping down her cheek. She wanted to fight, to scream, to run, but her body was limp, her muscles refusing to obey. His moans were loud and uninhibited as he took her there by the side of the road, driving into her as hard as he could. Maria's world narrowed to the warm metal beneath her, the hot breath on her neck, the sensation of him moving within her. She felt dirty, violated, her soul screaming in protest even as her body responded.
Then, with a drawn-out groan of triumph, it was over. Peters collapsed on top of her, his body slick with sweat. Maria lay there, her cheek pressed against the hood, her body aching, her soul shattered. But she also felt cheated because she hadn’t come, and now she had the uncontrollable urge to masturbate, and if her wrists weren’t handcuffed, she would have done so right there in front of him.
He pulled out of her and his weight lifted off of her body. A faint snap reached her ears, and she imagined him flicking the used condom into the weeds, a casual discarding of evidence. She heard the rustle of clothing behind her, then the sound of a zipper being drawn up and the clink of a belt buckle. 
Her mind was a chaotic mess of despair and exhaustion, her thoughts sluggishly trying to catch up with reality. The effects of the drugs always seemed to hit her in waves, although the shock of the TASER could also have contributed to the strange way she felt now. She heard Peters step away, then several faint clicks accompanied by flashes that were probably from his cell phone camera. Her heart sank deeper into the pit of her stomach, knowing the humiliation wasn't over, but she still hadn’t regained control of her muscles enough to do anything about it. Then he rolled her over on the hood, pulling her legs apart again, her dress still wrapped around her neck like a scarf, and the flash on his cell phone camera fired several times as he took more photos from different angles. She felt humiliated and degraded, and if these photos were ever released to the public, they could destroy her career.
She felt his arms slip under her, lifting her effortlessly. Her limbs were unresponsive as he carried her to the police cruiser. The back door creaked open, and he deposited her onto the seat, her head lolling against the cool leather. Fatigue hit her hard and she wanted to go to sleep.
"Please," she mumbled, her voice barely audible. "Sofia."
Peters leaned down, his breath hot on her ear as he pulled her dress down to cover most of her torso, then fastened her seatbelt. "Don't worry, Maria. I haven't forgotten about your precious daughter." He gave one of her breasts a squeeze and licked his lips. “She looks just like a younger version of you. If I had more time tonight, we could have a great party, just the three of us.”
A shiver ran through Maria. She watched through half-lidded eyes as Peters walked back to the car, his every move apparent in the bright glow of the headlights. He opened the passenger door and bent down, lingering a moment and smiling as he did something with his hands. His head bobbed lower for almost a minute, and then he scooped up Sofia and walked back to the police cruiser with her body draped in his arms. Maria’s heart ached at the sight of her daughter, limp and vulnerable, her long curly hair spilling over the sheriff's arm.
He returned and placed Sofia beside her in the back seat. The top of her bikini had been pulled down to expose her breasts, and one of her nipples was wet and shiny. Maria wanted to reach out, to pull her daughter close, but her arms were leaden and uncooperative. She could only watch as he buckled them both in, his hands lingering too long on the seatbelt across Sofia's chest.
"Where are you taking us?" Maria managed to ask, her voice slurred as she closed her eyes for a moment.
Peters looked at her and smiled. "Somewhere safe."
Maria wanted to know more, but her twitching muscles suddenly relaxed. She fought to stay conscious, to keep her eyes on Sofia, but it was a losing battle. The last thing she saw before the blackness claimed her was the sheriff climbing into the driver’s seat.
As the car began to move and her head slumped against the back of the seat, the rhythmic hum of the engine tipped her over into a forced slumber. Maria's last thought was a desperate plea, a silent prayer for escape. But the night offered no answers, only the lonely stretch of road back to Utopia.







  
  Chapter fifteen

The cool smoothness of the polished concrete floor against Maria's cheek was the first thing that registered as she woke up. The second was the dull ache in her shoulders, arms wrenched behind her, wrists secured in unyielding metal cuffs. Her red dress, now wrinkled and torn, rode up her butt as she shifted, the stretchy fabric providing little coverage.  
Her eyes darted around the room, taking in the closed door, the neatly organized desk, the two floor lamps, and the eerie silence. They were back in the office of Magnus Heyerdahl in the Brotherhood Gym. Panic surged through her veins like wildfire. Where was everyone? Why had they been left alone? Her gaze landed on Sofia, still out cold on the floor beside her, her bikini-clad body covered in goosebumps with one nipple exposed. Her wrists were cuffed in front of her, but she seemed otherwise unharmed.
Maria suddenly realized that her legs were untied, so she would be able to get up and move around. She didn’t know how long they would be left alone, but for whatever reason, they had been given another opportunity to escape if they were able to act quickly. When she lifted her head, she felt the now familiar fogginess and disorientation, but she was starting to adapt to it. She nudged Sofia with her shoulder, grunting with the effort it took to move with her hands restrained. "Sofia," she hissed. "Wake up."
Sofia stirred, her eyelids fluttering open. She looked up at Maria, her eyes glazed and confused. "Leave me alone, Mom," she slurred. "Trying to sleep."
"Sofia, listen to me," Maria urged, keeping her voice low. "You need to get up. Now."
Maria rolled onto her side, gasping as the movement sent a sharp pain shooting through her shoulders. Gritting her teeth, she maneuvered herself onto her knees, then awkwardly used the wall as a prop and climbed to her feet, her high heels clicking softly against the concrete. Her balance was off, her body compensating for the lack of arm movement. She felt like a newborn foal, all gangly limbs and uncertain steps.
Sofia watched her, frowning in confusion. "Mom, what's going on? Where are we?"
"Back at the gym," Maria snapped, her eyes darting to the door. "Just get up. We need to move."
Sofia blinked, Maria's urgency finally cutting through her fog. She sat up, her cuffed hands resting in her lap. "Okay," she murmured, getting to her feet.
Maria nodded toward the door. "Open it.” 
Sofia complied and the door creaked open, revealing the empty hallway beyond. Maria's senses were on high alert as she stepped out into the corridor, the harsh overhead lights destroying any shadowy places where they might hide. She could hear the distant hum of machinery, the muffled sound of water running through pipes, but there were no voices, no footsteps. Just an eerie, echoing silence.
She glanced back at Sofia, her daughter's face pale but determined. "Stay close," she whispered, her eyes scanning the hallway warily. They crept past the men's locker room, walking as softly as they could. When they reached the rear exit, the heavy metal door loomed before them like a promise of freedom. Maria nodded to Sofia, who reached out and pushed the handle. The door swung open, revealing the dark night beyond. A gust of warm air swept in, carrying with it the familiar scent of pine.
Maria stepped out into the night, her heels clicking against the asphalt of the narrow back parking lot. She turned to Sofia, her eyes reflecting the dim light filtering out from the hallway. "We have to be quiet, and we have to move quickly before they figure out we’re gone."
Sofia nodded, her eyes wide but trusting. They moved swiftly, Maria's hips swaying awkwardly as she tried to compensate for her bound hands. Her shoulders ached, but she gritted her teeth, pushing the pain aside. Freedom was too close to give in to discomfort.
As they neared the far end of the parking lot, the large swimming pool came into view. The water was still, smelling of chlorine and reflecting the silvery moonlight like a giant mirror. Maria couldn't shake the feeling that they were being watched, but she saw no one and heard nothing but their own hurried footsteps.
"Mom, where are we going?"
"Away from here. Just keep moving, baby," Maria replied, her eyes scanning the tree line. She spotted a path she hadn't used before, a narrow dirt track leading straight into the dense forest, well away from the country club and the gym. It was risky, but they had no other option. They had to keep moving, keep trying.
The harsh asphalt gave way to a cushioned earth, the air growing cooler and denser. Maria's heels sank slightly into the dirt, the pine needles crunching softly underfoot. The silence of the forest was eerie, broken only by the distant hoot of an owl.
As they hiked, Maria thought about their situation. Her car wasn’t anywhere nearby, she had no phone, and she couldn’t count on anyone except Keke for help. And why had the sheriff left her alone in Magnus's office? It didn't make sense, but she couldn't dwell on it now. She had to focus on getting them out of there. She had to keep Sofia safe. A glimmer of hope flickered in Maria's chest as they ventured deeper into the forest. The moonlit path stretched out before them, empty and inviting. She constantly checked behind them, trying to fight her drowsiness, her eyes snapping open wide every time she stumbled. She kept expecting to see figures lurking in the shadows, but there was no one, only the dark silhouettes of the towering pines.
"Mom, I'm scared," Sofia said, her voice shaking.
Maria's heart ached, but she pushed down her own fear, forcing a reassuring smile. "I know, baby, but we're going to be okay. We just have to keep moving. We’ll find a way out."
Fatigue gnawed at Maria, her body aching from the struggle and many hours of stress. She refused to give in, refused to let them catch her, not again. She would fight until her last breath if it meant keeping Sofia safe. The forest thinned out slightly, the moonlight brightening the path ahead. Maria's hope grew with each step, her determination unwavering. They were going to make it. They had to.
After trudging along for another ten minutes, Sofia gripped Maria's arm, her steps beginning to lag. "Mom, I can't," she panted, her voice heavy with exhaustion. "I can't keep going. I need to rest."
Maria felt a pang of desperation, her urgency clashing with Sofia's weariness. "Just a little farther, baby. We’re almost there. We can rest later, I promise."
Sofia's feet stumbled, her body swaying slightly as she fought to stay upright. Maria could feel her daughter's fatigue as if it were her own, but she couldn't give in. 
The forest path ended and they stepped into a clearing lit by moonlight. After a few more yards, she suddenly froze as bright headlights flicked on all around them, encircling them in a prison of light. Maria gasped, her body tensing as she shielded her eyes. She felt Sofia's grip tighten on her arm, her daughter's breath coming in short, frightened pants. As her vision adjusted, she saw them—a group of about fifty people standing a short distance ahead, their silhouettes stark against the blinding backlight, with some of their shapes already separating from the mob to circle around Maria and Sofia.
At the forefront stood Magnus, his tall, commanding figure exuding an aura of control and menace. Beside him knelt Keke, naked with her hand resting submissively on his leg. Magnus held a leash connected to Keke’s leather collar. Maria was shocked by the sight, realizing she had lost the last person she could trust. She also recognized some of the others in front—Sheriff Peters, Doctor Morgan, and...Troy.
A wave of outrage crashed over her as she met Troy's gaze. He smirked, his voice carrying through the clearing as he spoke. "I bet Magnus here that you'd be smart enough to run in the other direction," he said, his tone laced with amusement. "Guess I was wrong."
Maria's mind reeled, feeling confused and betrayed. They knew. They all knew she would escape from Magnus's office. This was a game to them—a twisted, sickening ritual they had played out many times before. She could see it in their eyes and their smug smiles. Maria’s body trembled with fear and fury. She wanted to scream, to lash out, to demand answers, but she was frozen, her voice stolen by the powers that confronted her. All she could do was glare at Troy, her eyes burning with a hatred she could barely contain.
Then a glimmer of hope appeared. A figure emerged from the larger group with a calm and composed demeanor, confident in her power. Melinda Heyerdahl stopped halfway between Magnus and Maria, her tailored suit impeccable, her blond hair perfectly coiffed, watching Maria with cold amusement. 
Maria's heart leapt with momentary relief at the sight of another woman, one who exuded such authority. Surely, Melinda would put an end to this madness. But as Melinda spoke, Maria's hope curdled into dread.
"Maria," Melinda began, "you seem to be under the impression that you can resist the life we've so carefully cultivated here." She gestured around the clearing, her gaze briefly touching on the men standing at the ready, their smiles eager and eyes hungry. "Utopia is not just a place, it's an ideal. One that my husband and I have meticulously crafted over two decades."
Melinda slowly circled Maria and Sofia, her words painting a chilling picture. "Before I married Magnus, I built an empire in the pharmaceutical world. My company worked closely with the Department of Defense developing mind control drugs. It's where I met Magnus. He saw the potential in my work, and I saw the potential in him."
Maria felt like she was falling into a dark abyss. She could feel Sofia's hand trembling in hers, could hear her daughter's soft, frightened breaths. She wanted to scream, to fight, to run, but her body was frozen, her voice trapped beneath a wave of terror.
Melinda paused, her eyes narrowing as she studied Maria. "I developed a drug, one that makes integration into our community so much simpler. It was meant to build bonds between groups of warfighters in high-stress battle situations, enforcing order and compliance while maintaining unity. It had one side effect that limited its value in those situations because it increased libido and made the soldiers extremely anxious to have sex, and that took priority over safety, food, and other practical needs except for compliance and group bonding. Once we realized what we had discovered, we knew we had a way to build the ideal community based on traditional values. It would be directed by the men with social ties maintained by the women. Utopia. Sex is the lubricant, as it were, that holds it all together. Magnus has used this to great effect on the women here in Utopia. I developed a master plan for such a community and Magnus put the like-minded investors together to buy this old remote mining town, formerly known as Devil’s Tongue.”
The men surrounding them began to move, inching closer, tightening the circle. Their smiles were eager, their intentions clear as most of them began removing their clothes. Maria could hear the rustle of their clothing, the soft crunch of their shoes on the forest floor. She could feel their anticipation, a sinister force that pressed against her, threatening to suffocate her, as Sofia’s fingers dug into Maria’s arms behind her back.
“The drug allowed us to build up this wonderful community over the last two decades, insulated from the chaos of the outside world, and nobody ever wants to leave…once they experience its power and understand. But I must confess, I've never used the drug myself. I embrace our ways naturally. And you know what else we discovered? About a third of the women in town never needed the drug—they chose to join us because they understood the power of community bonds and freedom from sexual inhibitions."
Maria felt blood trickling from her arms where Sofia’s fingernails were digging in.
"Stay close," Maria whispered to Sofia. "We'll be okay." It was a lie, a desperate attempt to comfort her daughter, to comfort herself. She didn't believe it, not for a moment, but she had to say something, had to try to keep the terror at bay.
Melinda studied Maria with a calm and calculating expression. "You chose not to cooperate, Maria," she said, her voice a sharp rebuke. "Because of that, the community expects you to be punished in public. It's our way, the Utopia way. You'll learn in time. You’ll come to understand. They all do."
Maria's eyes darted from Melinda to the naked men surrounding them, her heart pounding wildly. She could see the cruel anticipation in their eyes, could feel the violence coiled in their bodies, ready to strike. The moon hung heavy and full, a spectral observer to the nightmare unfolding below, its silver light cast eerie shadows through the pine needles, painting stripes across the faces of Maria and Sofia as they stood frozen in the clearing. She was the proverbial deer in the headlights, and the wolves were closing in. Maria wanted to comfort her daughter, but she had no words of comfort left, no promises or platitudes. She could only look past Melinda and glare at Troy, her eyes burning with a hatred so intense it was like a physical pain.
Melinda stood before her, a statue of ice and malice, her eyes reflecting the cold moonlight. "You will be welcomed into Utopia, Maria, but only after you have learned the importance of community and the sacrifices required to maintain our ideals."
Melinda raised her hand, her fingers elegantly splayed against the moonlit sky. The gesture was almost artistic, a conductor preparing to lead an orchestra, but the symphony that awaited them was one of naked violence and brutality. Maria's heart pounded in her chest, a frantic drumbeat urging her to run, to fight, to do something, but she was rooted to the spot. Troy smirked at her, his eyes bright with a sickening anticipation. Her loving husband, the man she had trusted and loved for so many years, was enjoying this, reveling in her helplessness. The realization sent a fresh wave of hatred through her, but it was useless, impotent. She could do nothing but squeeze her daughter’s fingers and watch as Melinda's hand dropped, a signal to the assembled mob.
The night erupted into chaos. The men lunged forward, their faces twisted into grotesque masks of lust and violence. Their voices melded into a discordant chorus of yells and whoops, a horrifying soundtrack to the carnage that was about to commence. Maria felt rough hands grab at her, tearing at her clothes like animals. She stumbled, her heels catching on the soft forest floor, and then she was falling, Sofia's hand wrenched from her grasp. She hit the ground hard, the impact driving the breath from her lungs, the handcuffs hurting her wrists. Adrenaline surged through her, but it was too late to do any good as the men landed on her struggling body. They were upon her, their hands everywhere, pulling and squeezing and penetrating, their breath hot and foul on her skin.
Maria's vision swirled, the shadows and the light blurring into a dizzying mess. She could hear Sofia screaming, could feel the vibrations of her daughter's struggles against the ground. But she could do nothing, could say nothing. Her world narrowed to the hands on her body, the sound of tearing fabric, the erect cocks everywhere inside and outside of her, the harsh, eager breathing of the men who surrounded her.
Then, mercifully, she passed out. 
And Maria became one with Utopia.







  
  Chapter sixteen

Raquel Martinez stepped onto the quiet road, the scent of pine needles and damp earth filling her nostrils as the morning sun filtered through the dense tree canopy above. The air was warm and humid after a light rain early in the morning, and her white t-shirt was already damp from all the unpacking they’d been doing. Blue jeans hugged her legs and running shoes cushioned her steps as the dirt road crunched under her feet. Her heart fluttered with excitement and nervousness as she walked toward the house of her closest neighbors, about a ten-minute walk from her own home. 
The Victorians here were incredibly private, nestled on large properties among the towering pines, and Raquel couldn't help but feel a sense of isolation. They had thought about buying a house in town, just off Main Street, but they preferred the quiet of their new neighborhood where her architect husband, Marco, could work in peace. As she rounded a bend, the neighboring house came into view. A stunning three-story Queen Anne Victorian stood proudly among a sea of summer flowers, their petals swaying gently in the breeze. The house's intricate architecture was meticulously maintained, with not a single paint chip out of place. The yard was a vibrant tapestry of colors, each flower bed carefully tended.
Raquel's steps slowed as she climbed the steps to the veranda and the grand double doors. She took a moment to gather her thoughts, her eyes tracing the delicate patterns of the stained-glass window panes in the doors. She was impressed by the intricate craftsmanship, her designer's eye appreciating the attention to detail. With a deep breath, she lifted the brass knocker and rapped it sharply against the cherrywood.
The heavy door creaked open to reveal a slim woman who was all curves and sun-kissed skin. Her large breasts, barely contained in a revealing bikini top, were the first thing that caught Raquel's eye, and she couldn't help but stare for a moment too long. The woman's glassy-eyed expression took her in as her full, glossy lips curved into a polite smile. She also wore a delicate black leather collar.
"Well, good morning," the woman said. "You must be our new neighbor. I'm Keke Holt. Welcome to Utopia."
Raquel blinked, shaking off the initial shock of the woman's appearance. "Hi, I'm Raquel Martinez," she managed to stammer, extending a hand. Keke's grasp was firm and warm, her fingers holding on for a few seconds too long. "I, uh, I just moved in yesterday, and I thought I'd come by and introduce myself."
Keke's smile widened, her teeth a brilliant white against her tanned skin. "Of course, come in, come in," she said, stepping aside to allow Raquel entry. "It's so lovely to meet you."
Raquel stepped into the house, her senses immediately assaulted by a subtle, sweet scent that clung to the air like a perfume. The interior was immaculate, the polished wood floors gleaming beneath her feet. The furniture was elegant and expensive, each piece carefully chosen to complement the Victorian architecture. Sunlight streamed in through lace curtains, casting dappled shadows on the walls.
"What a lovely house you have," Raquel said, her eyes scanning the room, taking in the fresh flowers artfully arranged in crystal vases.
Keke let out a soft laugh. "Oh, thank you, but this isn't my house," she corrected gently. "I'm just the personal assistant. The house belongs to Maria and Troy."
Raquel turned to look at Keke, her eyebrows raised in surprise. " Personal assistant? That must be interesting work."
Keke's smile never wavered. "You have no idea.”
Raquel followed Keke down the hallway, the scent of fresh flowers mingling with the aroma of brewing coffee. As they entered the kitchen, Raquel's eyes were immediately drawn to the woman standing by the table. Maria Rivera was a vision, her curvaceous figure accentuated by a tiny string bikini and high heels. Her black curls flowed over her shoulders, framing a face that was both striking and warm. Maria's smile was genuine, her eyes sparkling with an intensity that made Raquel feel both welcomed and scrutinized. And she looked familiar, making Raquel wonder if they’d met somewhere before.
"Good morning!" Maria extended a perfectly manicured hand, her voice smooth as velvet. "I'm Maria Rivera. It's so lovely to meet you."
Raquel shook her hand, feeling both admiration and discomfort at Maria's bold attire. "Raquel Martinez. Thank you, it's nice to meet you, too."
Maria gestured to the table. "Please, have a seat. Would you like some coffee?"
"Yes, thank you," Raquel replied, sliding into the chair. Keke, ever the efficient assistant, promptly delivered a steaming cup to the table with milk and sweetener on the side.
Maria sat down across from Raquel, her eyes never leaving Raquel's face. "So, you've just moved in? How are you finding Utopia so far?"
Before Raquel could answer, a movement at the sink caught her eye. A young woman stood there washing dishes, her light brown skin glistening with droplets of water. She was completely naked except for a pair of high heels, her long black curls swaying gently with her movements. Raquel's breath hitched, her eyes widening in surprise.
Maria noticed Raquel's reaction and smiled with pride. "That's Sofia, my daughter. Sofia, say good morning to our new neighbor, Raquel."
Sofia turned gracefully, flashing Raquel a bright smile. "Good morning," she said politely, her voice confident and poised. She turned back to her task, seemingly unfazed by her nudity in front of strangers.
Raquel stumbled over her words, her cheeks flushing. "Ah, good…morning.” She leaned closer to Maria and spoke in a softer voice. “It's, uh, great to see your teenage daughter helping in the kitchen."
Maria chuckled. "Oh, yes, she's very helpful. She never helped around the house in Malibu. It's like she's an entirely different person since we moved to Utopia." 
Raquel took a sip of her coffee. The rich aroma grounded her, but the sight of Sofia, so comfortable in her nakedness, sent a jolt of unease through her. She couldn't help but wonder what kind of family this was, where such open displays of sexuality seemed so casual, so accepted. She was curious, but she also sensed that she should be cautious, her desire to fit in battling with her instinctual wariness. 
Maria leaned back in her chair, her large breasts straining against her tiny string bikini. Her eyes sparkled with warmth. "So, Raquel, tell me about yourself," Maria said. "What brings you and your husband to Utopia?"
Raquel set her cup down, her fingers tracing the rim as she gathered her thoughts. "Well, we were looking for a change of pace," she began, her voice steadier than she felt. "Marco, my husband, has been working non-stop as an architect, and he thought a quiet town like this would be perfect for us to unwind and reconnect."
Maria nodded. "Utopia has a way of doing that. It's like stepping into another world. Speaking of Marco, I can't wait for you both to meet Troy. He's at the gym right now—he's quite the fitness enthusiast—but I know he'd love to meet you both."
Raquel felt a slight tension in her shoulders relax at the mention of Troy. Perhaps this was just a normal family after all, despite the unusual attire—or lack thereof. "That would be lovely. Maybe we could all have dinner together sometime?"
Maria's eyes lit up with genuine enthusiasm. "That sounds wonderful! Troy will be thrilled. He loves meeting new people, especially those who appreciate the finer things in life." 
Raquel took a deep breath and glanced at Sofia, trying to reconcile her conflicting emotions. On one hand, she wanted to fit in, to embrace the welcoming nature of Utopia and its residents. On the other, the overt sexuality on display made her uneasy, but she would try not to judge, especially since these seemed to be nice people.
Maria seemed to sense her internal struggle and leaned forward, lowering her voice. "You know, Raquel, Utopia is a unique place. The people here are very open-minded. It's part of what makes this town so special. Everyone is incredibly welcoming, and there's a strong sense of community."
Raquel nodded, trying to absorb Maria's words. "That sounds nice," she agreed, her voice thoughtful.
Maria's smile widened, and she reached out to touch Raquel's hand lightly. "You'll see. Once you meet Magnus and Madeline Heyerdahl, you'll understand. They're the heart of Utopia's social scene. I'll arrange for you to meet them—they'll love you."
"That would be great," Raquel took another sip of the coffee, thinking about her earlier dinner offer and the beautiful women on display here. "I think Marco would love to come here for dinner, but maybe we could host at our place instead? It would give us a chance to settle in and show off our new home."
Maria's eyes sparkled with approval. "That sounds perfect, Raquel. I'm sure Troy and I would love to join you."
As Raquel listened to Maria's enthusiastic praise of Utopia and its residents, she couldn't shake the feeling that she was stepping into a world far removed from anything she had ever known, but that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. The allure of the town was undeniable, and it always took time to get used to a new place. 
"I promise, you're going to fit right in here," Maria said as she reached out and gently squeezed Raquel's arm. Her fingers were warm and soft, but there was a firmness in her grip that hinted at a strength hidden beneath her delicate facade. "Utopia has a way of embracing newcomers, making them feel truly at home."
Raquel smiled. "I appreciate that, Maria. I really do."
Maria led the way to the front door, her heels clicking against the polished wood floor. Raquel followed, her eyes drawn to the sway of Maria's hips, the curve of her back. There was a grace to her movements, a fluidity that was almost hypnotic. Raquel felt a little envious, a desire to possess that same confidence, that same power.
As they reached the front doors, Maria turned to face Raquel at close range, her eyes gleaming with sincerity. "Thank you for stopping by, Raquel. It's been an absolute pleasure getting to know you."
Raquel swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry, startled by Maria being so close to her face. "The…pleasure was all mine, Maria. Thank you for having me. And for being so…welcoming."
Maria's laughter was like music, light and airy. She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Raquel's cheek. “I'll arrange that introduction to Magnus and Melinda. They're going to love you and Marco."
As Raquel stepped out onto the veranda, she figured that whatever lay ahead, she knew one thing for certain—life in Utopia was going to be anything but boring.
Behind her, Maria smiled and waved. "You're going to love it here in Utopia!"

THE END
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