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Chapter 1
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Mary awoke when the bed she was lying in shifted and the weight of the man lying in it next to her rolled over. She tensed her body as she had done most of the night, only drifting off to sleep when exhaustion overtook her. In the months before her eighteenth birthday, they had instructed her about what would happen in the days leading up to her birthday and at her coming-of-age ceremony on the weekend after her eighteenth birthday. The room was still pitch dark, telling her it was still before sunrise. The man’s voice broke her thoughts as he said, “Happy Birthday.” Then his hand slid underneath her nightgown and up her thigh. She tried to pretend she was still asleep, but having a man in her bed made her uneasy. Even if he was there only to ensure that she remained “pure”. The man pushed his hand higher until he felt the junction that he sought.

When she flinched at the man's touch, he instantly knows she’s awake. “Shh. Be a good girl.” He whispers into her ear as his hand continues to slide underneath her underwear. She tries to keep her legs closed to keep his hands off of her tender area. They had taught her all her life that she was to be saved for her husband that they would match her with at her coming-of-age ceremony. He used one muscular leg to force between her legs and force them open. He then placed one knee on her upper thighs, forcing her wide open for him.

She struggled with every stroke of his finger up and down her slit as he got his pleasure from rubbing his fingers up and down her. When he pushed several fingers inside of her, he had moaned in ecstasy. “I bet you can’t wait to feel the real thing on the night of your coming of age party.” He whispers in her ear as his fingers slide in and out of her. His weight is heavy on her.

“I’ve enjoyed watching you grow up from a young lady into the woman you are today.” He says as he gave her voluptuous breast a firm squeeze, eliciting a slight yelp from her. She realized her cries would fall on deaf ears since she was in a different dorm. The adults in this dorm were all doing the same things with other girls.

This dorm was one for those who were turning eighteen in the next few days or had recently turned eighteen and already celebrated their coming-of-age ceremony where they had received their husband assigned by the Father. Those that had already received their assigned husbands were getting to know them while their apartments were being prepared. It wasn't unusual for them to cry out in pain since they had never had sex before. So the others in the dorm would typically ignore the noise of other couples.

She had grown up with this man; he was a good fifteen years older than her. She knew he wouldn’t be the man they might match her with since he had taken a wife within the last year. That was the reason they entrusted him to watch over her and prepare her for the coming-of-age ceremony. According to everything she had learned growing up, he was supposed to control his urges since he had at least one wife that could take care of his needs.

“Don’t worry, I will not pop your cherry and ruin you for your husband.” He whispered into her ear. “I’m just letting you know what your body can do by itself.” His fingers sped up, going in and out of her. His thumb joined in and stroked over her bundle of nerves, sending a new feeling throughout her body. Her nipples tightened in response to what he was doing and her heart rate sped up.

“Don’t hold back. Let yourself go. Your husband may not give you this kind of attention.” He pushed harder and faster on what his hand was doing to her. She felt her walls clench around his fingers as she went over the edge and into a moment of bliss.

“Happy Birthday, Mary.” He pulled his fingers out of her, rolled out of the bed and padded into the en-suite bathroom.

Mary could hear grunts and groans coming from the bathroom for a good fifteen minutes. When he came back into the bedroom and laid down, he acted as if nothing had happened between the two of them. Mary couldn’t help but feel as if she was just violated. She laid there and quietly cried. She had looked at the clock on her nightstand and noticed that it was after midnight. What a way to start your eighteenth birthday.

“Get up. It’s time to get you ready for your coming of age ceremony.” His voice came through her sleep fog.

She sat up in the bed, her thighs still sore from where had pinned her down earlier in the morning. She was curious what the ritual had in store for her today to prepare her for her coming of age ceremony. When she started to rise and grab her clothes that she had picked out for the day, not that they were any different from any other day. They were the typical dull purple dress and long underwear that all the women had to wear. The one for today was just one of her newer ones that hadn’t been so worn yet. He cleared his throat, getting her attention. “Shower first.” Was all he said.

Mary grabbed her clothes and headed for the bathroom where he had instructed her to take her shower. She walked over to the shower and turned on the water, allowing it to heat to a comfortable temperature before stripping out of her nightgown and underwear she had worn to bed. Just as she was about to get into the shower, he walked into the bathroom and handed her a razor. “Shave your underarms and legs.” He instructed her tersely before leaving the bathroom.

Mary took her shower and made sure she washed good and shaved the areas he had told her to shave. She hadn’t noticed while she was in the shower that he had been coming and going into the bathroom, bringing in several items. She turned off the water and wrapped the first of two towels that were provided to her around her hair to keep it from dripping while she dried the rest of her body with the second towel. That was when she noticed him sitting on the toilet, waiting for her to get out of the shower.

As she stepped out of the shower, he stood and there behind him were two bowls with water in them, another razor and shaving cream. Draped on the toilet lid was a towel and a second towel sat nearby at the sink. He pointed to the now vacated toilet lid and said, “Sit. I must shave you.”

“I just shaved, like you told me to.” Mary retorted, thinking that he was talking about her legs and armpits.

“Sit. This is going to take a while. I can tell your hair is thick.” He says as he reaches for a set of electric trimmers. It dawns on Mary that he’s going to trim the hair covering her most intimate area, where he forced his hands earlier this morning.

She does as she’s instructed and sits down on the toilet lid. “Spread your legs so that I can trim the hair first.”

She obeys, realizing that he is instructing her as is required by the rules for the coming-of-age ceremony. He gets down on his knees in front of her spread legs and turns the trimmers on. She can feel the vibrations throughout her entire area as he trims and throws out clumps of pubic hair with each stroke of the trimmers. His hands touched her southern lips, maneuvering them so that he can get the best angle.

Once he removes most of the hair with the trimmers, he gets the razor and the two bowls of water. Dipping his hands into the first bowl, he wipes his hands over the entire area, followed by adding shaving cream to her. Rinsing his hands in the other bowl, he wipes them off on the nearby towel. He picks up the razor and shaves her naked as the day she was born. His face is close to her and he maneuvers her southern lips, ensuring that he removes every hair.

Once satisfied he has done the job properly, he takes to drying her off. He’s gentle with the towel on her freshly shaven area while making sure that he has left no hair behind. As he gets closer to her opening, he sneaks his thumb into her opening and looks up at her with a slight smile on his face. “That turned you on, eh? I could take care of you and make sure that you get your full pleasure before we continue.”

Not waiting for her to answer; he took matters into his own hands. Placing the towel down on the floor and spreading her now shaven lips open. He rubs his thumb up her slit and stops on her bundle of nerves. His fingers slide inside her and she quickly knows exactly what he’s about to do, or so she thinks. Before she realizes she’s wrong, his tongue is on the bundle of nerves, sending new sensations through her body as the fingers pump in and out of her. Her body does what it’s supposed to do as he suckles on the nub that is trying to hide from the attacking tongue. He pulls out the fingers and places one hand on each thigh, pushing them further open as he continues to lap at her juices as Mary is trying to close her legs and stop the assault from his mouth.

When he’s finally done, Mary’s body is exhausted. The towel underneath her has become soaked with water and her own juices. He goes back to cleaning up the shaving supplies and preparing them for the day. Mary finally gets dressed for the day and eats a quick breakfast. She is going to town with her mother today to pick up some last-minute things that are needed for her coming-of-age ceremony tomorrow.
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As Mary and her mother drive down the road toward the town, her mom had tried to tell her what to expect tomorrow night. Mary hadn't been paying any attention to what her mother was saying until they had pulled into the grocery store. Mary looked over, expecting to hand her mother her purse, but her mother had gone silent. Instead, Mary saw her mother's face, frozen, looking directly at her. Her mother's face had one side drooping down while the other side had remained normal. At first sight, Mary thought that her mother was having a stroke or a heart attack. However, as she studied her mom for a moment, she realized she wasn't breathing. Whatever had happened had taken her suddenly, so suddenly it had stopped her in the middle of what she had been saying to Mary.

Her mother's hands grip the steering wheel in the position where she had last been holding it. Mary had attempted to wake her mom, even though she knew she was dead. Stunned, Mary jumped out of the car into the pouring rain of the wintry day. She was now alone in the evil world, but deep down, she knew she did not want to go back to the compound and face her coming-of-age celebration. She wandered around in the pouring rain for what seemed like hours until she had come upon a restaurant she’d never noticed before.

As she opened the door, the smell of stale cigarettes and another scent she could not place greeted her. Mary walked over to a table at the very back of the restaurant and sat down. A moment later, a lady only a few years older than herself handed Mary a menu and offered her a drink. Mary politely smiled at the girl and accepted the drink of water, but all Mary wanted to do was warm up and figure out her next move. Having no money to her name, her options were very limited. She could either walk back to the compound or she could figure a way to live in the evil world.

A few moments later, the lady reappeared to take her order. Mary knew she had no money and handed the lady back the menu, only to be told if she would not purchase something, she would have to leave. Mary responded to the lady, “But I have no place to go.”

“Well, that's not my problem,” the lady replied to Mary. “Rules are rules and our rules are if you don't eat, you don't sit. So you can get out.”

Mary hung her head as she walked towards the door. Only paying attention to her feet as she moved towards the door, she didn't notice the man that came from behind the counter. She suddenly crashed into him. He was a very well-built man, much taller than herself. As she looked up to apologize to the man, he held up a finger to her lips to shush her. She could now see the wet spot her clothes had left on his white shirt that stretched over his broad shoulders. It soaked his shirt through just from the momentary crash of bodies.

“You’re not going anywhere. You’re soaked to the bone.” He said, giving the woman who had dismissed her a moment earlier an angry look. The man was a good bit taller than Mary, since her head had only greeted his chest. He seemed decently built for a man, but who was she to judge men since her society hadn’t allowed her to be alone with men or older boys? The man had short brown hair cut close to his head. He wore a beard that was also kept closely cut to accent his jaw. When her eyes landed on his, she noticed they were a deep brown and seemed to study her.

“But I have no money to pay for anything that I eat. A-And the server said if I couldn’t pay, I couldn’t stay.” Mary was sure that once the man heard that she had no money to pay, he’d move out of her way and allow her to leave.

“Yeah, but you’ll catch your death if you go back out in that rain and cold.” The man said in response to her statement about her financial situation. “I’m Jake. At least let me get you some dry clothes and something to eat.” He said as he continued to study the girl that had crashed into him in her hurry out of the restaurant.

She felt his eyes appraising her. He looked to be in his twenties. By her guess, she was only a good five and a half feet tall compared to his. Oh my God, he's tall. She knew that her once immaculately done hair had fallen out of the braid since she had been in the rain. It was long and went almost three quarters of the way down her back. When she'd crashed into him and they'd locked eyes for a moment.

“I’ll be fine in these clothes.” Mary says meekly. “But I could use a meal while the storm passes.” She flushed as she accepted his offer of food.

“Come, I’m not leaving you in those sopping wet clothes.” Jake replies, not giving up on letting her stay in her wet clothes. Those huge, round blue eyes against her pale skin had drawn him in.

“But, I have nothing else to wear.” Mary protests, knowing the uniforms they make the people in her group to wear are handmade and only for them. You couldn’t find their clothes on a department store rack.

“I’m pretty sure I can find you something to wear.” Jake says back kindly, trying to take her hand, but she jumps back at the gentle touch. Getting a confused look on his face for a moment before he says, “Follow me.” As he turns and heads for another door, one that Mary hadn’t seen earlier. She follows him through the door and back into a hallway that leads into another door. When he opens the door, it reveals a small apartment-like area with a bedroom, bathroom, small kitchen, and a living area.

Mary watches cautiously as he walks over to the bedroom and pulls open a drawer, and starts stacking items up neatly for her to put on. He hands her a set of sweat pants, boxers, and a dark-colored tee shirt. Then, he walks over to where she was still standing in the kitchen where they had walked in. 

“Here, you can go in the bathroom and change. I'll put your wet clothes in the dryer and I’ll start it before we head back over.” He says as he turns around and pulls his shirt over his head as he goes back into the bedroom to fetch a dry shirt for himself. She couldn't help but to admire his muscled back as he walked away from her.

She noticed he waited by the front door until she came out of the bathroom. Once she joined him back in the kitchen, he excused himself for a moment to put their wet clothes in the dryer before he walked her back to the restaurant. Back at the restaurant, he shows her to a booth near the door they had used, turned, and headed into the kitchen for a moment. When he comes back, he is carrying a tray with drinks and a menu for them.
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Mary dabbed the napkin on her face one last time before calling her meal finished. The burger she had ordered had been the best she had ever had, not that she ate out often since the Father forbid it. The man had sat across from her, just watching her devour her sandwich. He had asked no questions while she ate, but she could tell by the way he was looking at her he had a million.

He finally spoke as she pushed her plate back, showing that she was done with her meal. “Well, did you like the burger?”

“It was delicious, the best I’ve ever had.” She answered him quietly, trying not to attract more attention.

“What’s your name?”

“Mary.” She answered softly.

“Where is home? If you need a ride, I’ll take you home once the storm passes.” He offered.

“Home was Faith of The Attuned.” She took a breath before she said, “I’m not going back and you can’t make me. I’m eighteen. I am an adult and can decide for myself.”

“Well, are both your parents there? I only ask because they are going to miss you if you didn’t leave them a note, or at least let them know you were leaving?” Jake tried to reason with Mary. “Anyway, I wouldn’t force you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

“Dad hasn’t been in my life since I was four and that was when The Faith of The Attuned took us in as one of them. Mom died earlier today.” She answered him, not really wanting to think about the events of the last few days, especially today.

“Well. So are you heading to family or just out wandering?”

“I just ran when mom died and didn’t know where to go.”

“I can tell it was a spur-of-the-moment thing. You don’t have clothes or anything with you. So, why don’t you stay here?” He offered, but could see the panic cross her face, having seen his place. “Don’t worry, you can sleep in the bedroom. I’ll sleep on the couch.”

“I’ll only stay for a few days. I just need to figure out what to do and where to go.” She answers him nervously.

“Ok. It’s settled now let’s get you settled.” He says sliding out of his side of the booth waiting for her to stand. He walks with her back into the small apartment off the back of the restaurant. As he’s leaving, he whispers something to the bartender, who nods at what he says.

He opens the apartment's door and allows her to walk in again. “Make yourself at home.” He tells her as he turns back around and heads back to the restaurant, or so she thought.

She walked around the small apartment and figured it was comfortable enough for a single person or even a couple, but for two individuals, there was no way in hell they would be comfortable. Plus, after that morning, she knew what men did to women, so she would not stay for any length of time.

After a few minutes of wandering around, Mary sat on the couch and covered up with the blanket that was draped on the back of it. She was still cold to her core from being drenched by the rain earlier today. Now and then she would shiver, but it was getting less and less than when she first entered the restaurant. She hadn’t intended to, but before she knew it, she had succumbed to sleep.
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Jake had gone to the restaurant for a moment after leaving Mary in the apartment to settle in. He’d instructed his head chef, Paul, to call Bill and that he’d be the one closing the kitchen down for the night. When Bill arrived, they had left for Bill's apartment to ‘discuss something of top priority’ as Jake had put it to Bill.

“So tell me, what has you acting all cloak and dagger? I mean, you’ve been outta the game for a good couple of years.” Bill asked Jake as they lit their cigarettes at his apartment.

“Well, what all can you tell me about The Faith of the Attuned?” Jake asked, wasting no time getting to the point of their meeting.

“Not a group I’d want to mess with.” Bill started, studying Jake for a moment. “They brainwash the women whom they get into the group and the kids they train them how to act as the perfect husbands and wives. They promise the girls that they will be married to a man of their own age at the time they turn eighteen. However, what they’re not told about is, the Father, as he calls himself and several of the disciples, gets to have sex with the wives anytime they want.” He finished explaining about the group that his friend was inquiring about.

Jake let out a long puff of smoke. “So, how would one get out?” He asked, taking another drag on his cigarette.

“You don’t, not really, the few that have come out they’ve hunted down and practically dragged back kicking and screaming, saying that they are married to someone and he wants them back. They don’t believe that a married woman has rights to leave or divorce their husband.” Bill gives as much information as he can to Jake and waits for him to ask another question. However, Jake finishes smoking his cigarette in silence, processing all the information he’s just received.

“Why all the questions, Jake?” Bill asks, breaking the silence.

“Well, I had this girl stumble into my restaurant today. Fathers had not been around for a long time, mother just died. When I asked her where home was, she said The Faith of the Attuned.” He pauses, grabbing another cigarette and lighting it up. “Now, if they don’t allow the women to just leave and she’s got no clothes with her other than what she was wearing, then I’m wondering where exactly her mother died. Because if I’m an eighteen-year-old girl and my only parent died, I’d pack my shit and head out. But she’s got nothing. It’s like they were near town for something and her mom died, making it her only chance to run. The one time they wouldn’t expect them to be back for a while.” Jake explained his thinking.

“Wait, you said she was eighteen?” Bill questions with a semi-smile come across his face.

“I know what you’re thinking, and it’s not that way. I do like a younger woman in my bed, but this is different. She came in soaked to the bone, and she’s scared to death. With no money and no clothes except the ones on her back. Anyway, she’s not my type. She’s got brown hair and blue eyes with a little tan, almost alabaster, and she’s short. I’d only guess a good five feet. My type is a woman that’s a good six feet tall and blonde hair and green eyes with some nice titties and a rounded ass.” Jake put his hands out at the end of his statement as if he was grabbing a handful of boobs or ass.

“Oh, so she’s a cardboard girl.” Bill chuckled, since Jake hadn’t mentioned her breasts or ass during his description.

“It’s not that. I can tell she needs help, and that’s what I’m here for.” Jake answers his best friend. He remembers the way she reacted to his gentle touch. He couldn't tell if she'd never been in the sun, or if something had frightened her as pale as she was when they'd met. Whatever it was, he wanted to find out.

“You said she’s eighteen. Have they married her yet?” Bill changed the subject back to being about the cult that his friend had inquired about.

“I don’t know.”

“You need to find out, because if she’s married it could bring a whole shit ton of problems on you and her.” Bill warned Jake. “If she’s not been married, they will look for her still, but any retribution on you will be less since they don’t really have anyone to claim her if her parents are not in the picture.”

“Well, I guess I need to ask the hard questions. She will not be willing to answer them from what I gathered earlier today.” Jake responded, putting out his cigarette in the ashtray on the table. Jake stood, and both men knew their meeting was over. Bill grabbed his keys, and they headed for the door so that he could take Jake back to his place.
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Jake arrived home to find Mary passed out on his couch covered in the blanket he had draped across the back earlier for his blanket tonight. He quietly headed over to the bedroom, where he quickly grabbed a clean set of clothes for tomorrow and turning down the sheets. When he came back into the den, he gently lifted her off the couch and carried her into the bedroom, where he placed her on the bed and covered her up for the night.

Jake laid down on the couch and tried hard to sleep, but couldn’t sleep after his conversation with Bill earlier. After a few hours of tossing and turning on the couch, he gave up on getting any rest. He’d slept on this couch countless times with only minor problems, but tonight it seemed lumpier than ever before and the armrest that he’d always used for his pillow seemed to be as hard as a block of wood. It was unusual that his usual comfy couch was so uncomfortable tonight of all nights.

Having gotten up, he decided instead to get started on breakfast and preparing for the day. He quietly slipped into the kitchen and started cutting peppers, onions, and grating cheese for the eggs that he would make in a little while. Jake started the coffee, his normal wake-me-up. He was going to need several cups today more than his normal one or two.

He was still in his clothes from the day before, like hell was he going to go into the bathroom attached to the room where she was sleeping. Jake's mom had raised him a gentleman and even though he had a taste for younger women; he didn’t invade their privacy, especially when they were asleep.

He had just started beating the eggs in a mixing bowl when Mary wandered out of the bedroom. She still had a sleepy look to her and, for some weird reason, it tugged at his heartstrings. “Oh, you should have woken me. I would have fixed you breakfast.” She said, realizing that he was in the kitchen cooking.

“You’re a guest in my house. I will serve you.” He answered back. “How did you sleep last night?”

“The bed is one of the most comfortable I’ve ever slept in. Almost like I was sleeping on a layer of feathers.” She answered his question, coming into the kitchen, trying to help him make breakfast.

Jake at first tried politely telling her she could stay in the kitchen, but he was going to do the cooking. When she kept trying to take over the cooking, he realized he was going to have to remove her from the kitchen. He placed one hand on each of her hips and as he was about to guide her out of the kitchen, he not only felt her tense a little under his grasp, but her skin was like fire to his fingers. He guided her over to the kitchen table and said, “Sit and don’t even think about getting up.”

“What will you do if I get up?” She asked sassily.

He growled. He didn’t want to feel the way he was feeling for her. She almost had a spell over him. Once he’d regained his composure, he said, “You don’t want to find out, young lady.”

“Yeah, right, you probably wouldn’t do anything that hasn’t happened to me already.” She said snidely, not wanting to admit defeat, but the look on his face had told her not to challenge him anymore this morning.

“Why don’t you tell me about it?” Jake was trying to get her to talk about the cult without being forceful. He didn’t want to force her to talk about it, but it was going to have to be done at some point.

“Tell you about what?” She questioned Jake.

“Tell me about how you came to leave The Faith of the Attuned.” He figured he’d start out easy.

“I already told you my mom died, and I ran.”

“I get that, but were you with them, or where were you?” He leans back on the bar as he watches the butter melt in the frying pan, getting ready for the eggs and vegetables.

“Here.” she says quietly.

“What were you doing in town?”

“We had some last-minute things to pick up for my coming-of-age ceremony....” She drifts off for a moment. “It was for today.”

“So, they haven’t married you off yet?” He asks as he comes around the bar to where she is sitting.

“No, that would happen at the ceremony today. It’s part of the ritual.” He nods with her explanation of the ritual.

“So, did you tell anyone that your mother died? Or did you leave her and run here scared out of your mind?” He asks, bending at the knees to look her in the eyes.

“She died in the car when we got to the grocery store. I freaked out and ran.” She explains to him in more depth how she’d avoided the grasp of the men of The Faith of the Attuned.

Jake turns his attention back to scrambling the eggs and vegetables together. Once he’s satisfied that the eggs are almost ready, he grabs a couple of tortillas and places some cheese in them. Then he places the eggs and vegetable combination on top of the cheese and adds a bit of salsa to them. He finishes by rolling the tortilla up and passing one plate over to Mary and keeping the other for himself.

They eat breakfast in near silence, only swapping appreciation for the meal and how it tasted. When breakfast is over, Jake takes their empty plates and loads them into the dishwasher. He informs Mary that she can watch television while he’s gone getting the restaurant opened up, but under no circumstances is she to leave or open the door. If someone needs him, they can find him at the restaurant.

When Jake was certain that he was far enough away from the apartment door and it was late enough in the morning to call Bill, he took his phone and dialed his friend's number. It took Bill several rings before he answered his phone, making Jake worry he had woken him up. But that fear quickly went away when he heard voices in the background, meaning that he was on duty.

“Whatcha need Jake?” He answered his phone, obviously having looked at his caller ID.

“Well, I talked a little with Mary and got some answers to the questions you asked last night.”

“Well, go ahead, I’m working a crime scene. But I can listen and do this too.”

“Okay. She hasn’t been married yet. That was to happen today at her coming-of-age ceremony. Her mother died somewhere in town and she freaked out and ran.” Jake explained. “I think something happened in the last few days to make her want to run away. She’s acting weird around me. It kind of reminds me of PTSD cases.”

“Wait, you said her mom died here in town. So, they only know that they were somewhere between whatever errand they were on and where they live.”

“Yeah, why?”

“Well, it’s going to buy you some time, but you’ve got to hide her if she’s adamant about leaving the group. But I’m going to need to talk to her down at the station later today. I think we’ve found her mom’s body, but there are some things that need explaining and she needs to answer those questions.”

“Do we have to traumatize her with treating her like a suspect? Why not come over to my place? I’ll make sure she’s available to you whenever you want to talk to her.” Jake was trying to negotiate, not traumatizing Mary any further until he could find out why she was so scared by his compassionate touch yesterday.

“I don’t like the idea, but if you feel it will be the best for her, I guess we can try it. However, if she doesn’t cooperate, we’ll have to do it my way.” Bill replied, respecting Jake’s assessment, but also setting his own terms.

“Okay, how about around six tonight? I’ve got my night manager coming in to close tonight, so once I get everything passed down, I’ll be over in my apartment.”

“Ok, I’ll see you then if I don’t get tied up here at work. I’ll call before I knock on the door so to make sure you’re home.” Bill says as he ends the call.
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