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Prologue 

Spread out in every major city in every country worldwide, a secret thousand-year-old organization 
operates a network of operatives seeking qualified talent suitable for their needs. The group pays well for 
the leads submitted. 

They work in innocuous jobs and stay in the background as they go about their talent search. They 
work as secretaries, receptionists, and non-professional clerical positions, these operative’s live paycheck 
to paycheck. They often struggle with how to pay their rent or put food on the table. The bonus money 
they receive from their submissions gives them a welcome relief from these worries. 

Their jobs give them full access to the public, patronizing their establishments. These businesses 
include high-class bars and restaurants patronized by millennials, rich and poor alike, and professional 
offices such as law firms, medical centers, and political offices. Spas, salons, brokerage houses, real estate 
agencies, and hotels host the agents’ rest. 

Despite working for two masters, the operatives act in good faith, although some knew that their 
activities are illegal. However, the risk is minimal, and the money is excellent. As recruiters, they believe 
they are finding talented and exceptionally gorgeous young men and women to consider for posts in 
exotic locations worldwide. 

Well-paid operatives welcome a finder’s fee for each candidate they submit, followed by a significant 
bonus for each accepted candidate. Encouraged only to submit candidates that are likely for selection, 
they know that they will lose their source of easy money if they present too many non-qualified 
candidates. 

These contract operatives are not officially members of this secret agency; they do not know each 
other and never interact. They also have no idea what the real purpose of the organization is. 

It would horrify the contract operatives to find out that they were fronting for an organized human 
trafficking agency operating globally. Their paid bonuses helped send unsuspecting men and women into 
bondage and eventual death. 

This secret organization’s roots trace back to the Roman Empire’s withdrawal in Europe during the 
first millennium. As Christianity arose in Eurasia, filling the vacuum left behind the withdrawing horde, 
the papacy banned fellow enslaving Europeans. However, it encouraged the practice among local and 
foreign pagans from all over the world. Unforeseen consequences of the ban resulted in a small group of 
wealthy individuals assembling to share and enjoy their debauchery’s common expression. 

As the second millennium progressed, their influence stretched to all parts of the known world. So 
did their access to larger pools of unsuspecting men and women caught in their web. By the start of the 
third millennium, their global reach extended to every continent. With their extensive reach and 
influence, who would miss so few men and women culled from the billions living worldwide, fulfilling 
their vicious desires? 

Membership in this organization was expensive, extraordinarily private, and most members could 
trace their ancestral membership for several centuries. 

Members of this organization called themselves the… 

‘Consortium’ 
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Chapter One 

“Damn, this day is dragging on, and I have another meeting to attend.” Avril lamented. The day had 
been a very long one, and she was glad it was almost over. It was a couple of hours past lunch, and the 
afternoon’s lag was making her a bit sleepy. Leaning back in her chair, she tilted her head back and 
rubbed her eyes. 

“Avril, are you coming?” A co-worker asked as she walked past her office. “The client’s here.” 

“Oh, sorry, I’m coming.” Avril jumped up, picked up a portfolio, her coffee cup, and sped off 
towards the conference room. Arriving on her co-worker’s heels, she took a seat just as her boss said, 
“Let’s get started.” 

Ninety minutes later, Avril dragged herself back to her office, dumped her portfolio, and breathed a 
sigh of relief. Done for the day, she packed up her desk and was more than ready to go home. 

“Good night,” she bid adieu to the department secretary, who responded, “Good night Avril. See 
you bright and early tomorrow.” 

“Sorry, hun, I have a doctor’s appointment first thing. I should be in around ten or ten-thirty.” 

“Okay, sweetie, see you then. Good luck!” 

“Oh, it’s just my annual physical, nothing special.” 

“Ah, alright, good luck anyway.” The secretary offered as Avril moved off towards the exit door. 

Taking the elevator down to the lobby, she exhaled after taking a deep, cleansing breath. The 
elevator had several other riders already in the car, but thankfully, she didn’t know any of them. She 
wasn’t in the mood to take part in any light-handed conversation. As the elevator doors opened on the 
ground level, Avril made her way to the street and walked to the corner to hail a cab. Settling into the 
back seat, Avril closed her eyes as the cabby started the meter and drove off. Avril tried to ignore the 
insanely obnoxious monitor placed right in front of her, advertising things of little interest to her. The 
annoying ads didn’t care whether or not she watched. They just droned on, one after another. They were 
all the same, day after day, and they annoyed her. Closing her eyes, she wished she could jail the people 
who thought to put the advertising monitors in cabs was a good idea. Oh, right? It was her agency. They 
did it. Now she wished they hadn’t. They were annoying. 

Avril worked for a prestigious advertising agency on Madison Avenue in New York City. She was an 
Account Executive and managed several clients. Fortunately, she only had one major account while the 
rest were smaller companies situated around the state, in towns she otherwise wouldn’t have known. She 
also worked with a group that watched over several enterprises across the country. Frankly, she didn’t 
know much about the country outside the surrounding counties. To her, they didn’t exist. Her world 
revolved solely within the city. As for the rest of the country, well, it didn’t matter much to her. 

As the cab navigated the rush hour traffic, she stared out the window and watched the tens of 
thousands of people rushing towards the bus stops or MTA stations, which were eager to get home like 
her. Although her apartment was only ten blocks from her work, it took nearly forty minutes in stop-
and-go traffic to get there. If she weren’t in her work clothes, she could have walked the distance faster. 
As it was, her agency required her to dress professionally but with a sexy flair. So, walking the ten blocks 
in a dress and high-heels wasn’t very practical. Usually, she took along a pair of sneakers but had forgone 
them this morning, preferring to ride to work today. 

Paying the cab fare, Avril crawled out, trying hard not to give pedestrians a show. She was a lady, 
after all. Unlocking the door to her apartment, she tossed her keys onto the entryway table, dropped her 
handbag, and kicked off her shoes. Making her way to her bedroom, she abandoned various clothing 
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items along the way, looking forward to getting comfortable and heading out for a run. Twenty minutes 
later, she was jogging on the running path in Central Park, only a block away from her apartment. 
Ordinarily, she liked to run around the pond, which she elected to do today. There was etiquette to 
running on the path, and she respected it. Nothing annoyed her more than a runner going in the wrong 
direction. Their disrespect disrupted the flow of other runners running in tandem. 

After developing a nice sweat, she made for home an hour and a half later, running the entire way. 
Jogging in place at the light, she waited for the signal to change before moving into the street. A taxicab 
trying to jump the light screeched to halt an inch shy of her knees. Glaring at the driver, Avril kept going 
and arrived at her building minutes later. 

After a nice, long hot shower, she made a small dinner, enjoying it with a glass of red wine. Around 
ten o’clock, she put on a sexy dress with deep cleavage and took a cab to her favorite pickup bar. She 
ordered a vodka martini with a twist and began scoping out the talent sitting down at the bar. It didn’t 
take long before someone came by and offered to buy her a drink. An hour later, she made her selection, 
and not paying for a single drink, she took him home. An hour after that, she closed the door behind 
him as he left and leaned against the closed door. A quick fuck always made her feel better. Tossing his 
number in the toilet and flushing, she went back to bed. 

Groaning at the obnoxious ringing from the alarm on her cell phone, Avril rolled over and draped an 
arm over her eyes. Slamming her hand down on the phone, she slowly crawled out of bed and made her 
way to the bathroom. After dressing, applying her makeup, and skipping breakfast, she left her 
apartment and headed out to her doctor’s appointment. 

Grabbing a cab, she gave the driver the address and sat back. Staring out the window, she watched 
the world go by without actually seeing it. When the cab stopped in front of her doctor’s office, she 
retrieved her purse, paid the fare, and went into the building. Standing in line, waiting for the receptionist 
to recognize her, she caught sight of the sign that read: 

Wait here until called for 

Shrugging at the obvious, she just stood there and waited. 

When the receptionist looked up at her and motioned for her to approach, she checked in. “Avril 
Gillios. I have a nine o’clock.” 

Checking her out, the receptionist nearly stripped her naked with his eyes before looking at the 
schedule and checked her in. “You’re all set, Ms. Gillios. Please have a seat. Someone will come for you 
shortly.” 

“Thank you,” she answered. 

Undisturbed by the leering inspection by the receptionist, she sat down to wait. Picking up a two-
month-old magazine and crossing her legs, she shook her heeled dangling foot in a slow, relaxed sort of 
way as she flipped away at the pages. A few minutes later, she heard her name and followed a nurse to an 
examination room. 

The nurse took her vitals and asked several preliminary questions. “Your B.P. is 116/60 and pulse 
45. Both are excellent.” She reported. 

“I’m going to take your temperature. I’m just going to slide this across your forehead and behind 
your ear.” She warned her, indicating an instrument she now held in her hand. 

“Good, temp is 97.9 degrees. Have you ever felt at risk of falling or being hit?” 
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“No,” Avril answered. 

“Do you smoke, or are you taking any illegal drugs?” 

“No.” 

“Any changes in your medications?” 

“No, again. Just what you have on record.” Avril answered again. 

“Are you sexually active?” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“Are you monogamous?” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“Two or three, or several, and how often?” 

“Several and maybe about ten times or so a month,” Avril answered, watching the nurse for her 
response. 

“All with different partners?” 

“Usually,” Avril answered. 

“You are careful, right?” the nurse asked, concerned. 

“Oh, yes, I insist on condoms that I supply every time.” 

“Good. Do you have any questions regarding sex with multiple partners?” 

“No, I know the dangers of not being vigilant. I am very picky with whom I go to bed.” 

“When was the last time you had sex?” 

“Last night,” Avril answered, smiling at the memory. 

The nurse looked up at her and smiled. “I should be so lucky,” the nurse longingly admitted, 
suggesting that she had a bit of humanity within her. 

“Yes, well, it was okay. Honestly, though, I need to find a real man who can turn my world upside 
down. I need one who can take command in bed and make me feel like a genuine woman. A man that I 
want to take control and make me feel like there is no one else in the world but the two of us.” 

“Sounds nice. Let me know when you find one,” the nurse wistfully ventured before she went back 
to being all business. 

The nurse finished her pre-examination interview with a couple more questions and jotted the 
responses on the chart. Before leaving, she locked down the computer and told her, “The doctor will be 
in shortly.” 

“Thank you,” Avril told the nurse and sat back to wait. 

A couple of minutes later, and after looking at her watch, Avril picked up her phone and began 
scrolling her social media messages. Tweeting, she wrote, “I’m stuck, waiting forever for the doctor. 
When will he ever get here?” 

Just as she pressed the ‘Send’ button, transmitting the message into the ether, she heard a knock on 
the door, and the doctor walked in. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting. My rounds went long.” 
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Doctor, my appointment was to be the first of the day. I didn’t want to be kept waiting.” 

“Yes. I understand. Sorry. I try to keep to my schedule, but these things happen. Shall we get 
started?” 

“Yes, please. I don’t want to be any later for work than I already am.” Avril replied, mentally calming 
her annoying attitude. 

An hour later, after a thorough examination, including an extensive internal exam, Avril retrieved her 
purse and made her way to checkout. After handing her paperwork to the checkout medical clerk, she 
waited. 

“Your copay is $20.00,” the clerk said as Avril passed him her credit card. He ran it through and 
handed the card back. “We’ll see you again in a year. Do you want to make your appointment now or 
wait?” 

“I’ll wait,” she said as she signed the charge slip. 

“We recommend scheduling at least six months in advance,” he reminded her. 

“I’ll remember. Thank you. Have a good day. Bill? Isn’t it?” Avril asked. 

“Yes, it is. Thank you. You have a good day as well!” the clerk replied before putting her paperwork 
off to one side. 

“Thank you, Bill,” Avril replied. 

As Avril left, she didn’t notice that Bill put her records off to one side, away from the other patients’ 
files. After reviewing Avril’s medical records as the doctor examined her, Bill figured he would get a big 
fat bonus for submitting her. Besides, they were sure to offer her a fantastic job in an exotic location. It 
would be a win-win for both of them. 

Later, alone, and without patients coming up to his counter, Bill inserted a flash drive into his 
computer’s USB port. Immediately, a single text field discreetly appeared on his screen. He typed Avril’s 
patient number from her file and pressed ‘Enter.’ The text field vanished, and seconds later, a small icon 
in the system tray appeared, asking him to remove the flash drive. He pocketed it, knowing that he had 
just copied Avril’s personal and medical history to the thumb drive, committing a clear violation of the 
‘U.S. HIPAA Laws.’ 

Breaking the law didn’t concern Bill. He had done this many times before, and no one had caught on 
after all the years. Bill never understood how the flash drive worked. All he knew was that the flash drive 
copied the medical history of the keyed patient I.D. to a hidden encrypted area on the flash drive and 
removed all traces of the intrusion on his computer. Even if he lost the flash drive or had it confiscated, 
all anyone would find was a blank flash drive. 

Bill knew that it was highly unlikely that anyone would catch him, and they paid him well. Besides, he 
was getting behind in his rent, and if he didn’t suggest someone soon, he would be in a real bind. He 
knew that in submitting Ms. Gillios to his contact, she would also benefit from the opportunity. If they 
liked what they saw and offered her a position, they would pay him a hefty finder’s fee. Bill figured Avril 
was guaranteed to get the job. Not only was she young and beautiful, but she also had the intelligence 
and wherewithal to succeed at whatever she wanted. 

Bill was already thinking of how to spend the bonus. “Perhaps I’ll get a new seventy-inch, 3D high-
definition flat-screen television. Oh, wouldn’t that be sweet?” he thought as he picked up the telephone 
and dialed a number from memory. 

When the phone on the other end answered, he didn’t speak into it. Instead, he typed a code on the 
keypad, as if he were responding to an auto-attendant, and hung up. Smiling at his good fortune, he 
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sipped his cup of coffee and with a far-away look in his eyes. “Yep, a new flat-screen T.V. was just the 
thing.” 

That evening, he met up with his contact, exchanged the thumbnail drive for a new one, and 
pocketed an envelope filled with five one-hundred-dollar bills. Now he had enough to pay the rent and 
even buy that new video game he had been eyeing. 

Bill did not know that he started a chain of events that changed Avril Gillios’s life forever. His 
handler forwarded the flash drive deep into the organization for examination. A favorable evaluation of 
Avril’s file motivated the assessment unit to assign a team to study, photograph, and investigate every 
nook and cranny of Avril Gillios’s life within a week. It would take months to uncover all the details they 
were interested in, but they were not in a hurry. They wanted to be sure that she would satisfy their 
needs without unmitigated exposure. Their scrutiny would continue until they got the answers that they 
wanted. 

If she didn’t measure up, they would discard her file, forgetting that she ever existed. If she did, then 
the fun would begin in earnest. 

 

“Good morning Avril. Mr. Curlebba is waiting for you in his office.” The receptionist told her as she 
walked into the reception area after her doctor’s appointment. 

“Alright, thank you. How was your evening?” 

“Good, quiet, just a glass of wine and the television, nothing special.” 

“Did he say what it was all about?” 

“Mr. Curlebba? No, but I guess it had something to do with the client meeting yesterday. Don’t 
worry; he’s not angry or anything. He’s just his usual, boneheaded self. I believe he wants you to pull his 
nuts out of the fire again. I think he promised something he doesn’t know how to deliver.” 

“What else is new? All right, if he asks, I’m on my way. I want to drop my stuff off at my desk and 
pick up a cup of coffee. I’m starved. I wasn’t allowed to eat or drink anything until after my doctor’s 
appointment.” 

“Oh, how did that go?” 

“The usual. The doctor kept me waiting and then poked and prodded me to no end. I just tolerated 
it all and got the hell out of there as soon as I could.” 

“Doctors, you can’t live with them and can’t live without them.” 

“Ain’t that the truth? Alright, let me go find out what Mr. Bonehead wants.” 

Five hours later, tired and wiped out, she had a plan to pull Mr. Bonehead’s ass out of the fire once 
again. Avril disappeared into her office and made a few phone calls to get things rolling. After calling 
together her team and giving them her instructions, she packed up her desk, grabbed her purse, and left. 

“Good night, Avril,” the receptionist said in farewell. 

“Good night. See you tomorrow,” she replied. 

 

Over the next few weeks, it was more of the same. Wake up, dress, and go to work. Most days were 



6 Richard Verry  

simple, nothing special, just more of the same. Once or twice a week, Avril would go out and get laid. 
She never once had to pay for anything; the guys were more than willing to buy her drinks. She accepted 
every one of them, eventually settling on a guy and taking him home, fucked him silly, and sent him on 
his way. Many times, she didn’t even know their names, but she didn’t care. She didn’t want to get 
involved with any of them. They were just a means to an end, and walking them to the door ended it for 
both of them. 

Avril needed to preempt various problems that threatened to affect her clients and her boss every so 
often. Most times, Mr. Curlebba either ignored or didn’t recognize the building problems that faced 
them. Avril felt it was one of her jobs to make her boss look good, so she often saw opportunities to 
resolve issues before becoming genuine problems. 

After work, she usually ran around Central Park. The days were getting shorter, and she was 
determined to do well in the upcoming New York City Marathon set to take place in November. 
Needing to maintain her qualifying times for the event, she strove to keep her time under three hours. 
While she qualified for the race, she wanted to use the race as a stepping-stone to the Boston Marathon, 
arguably the premier race on the east coast. While she had already registered for the competition 
scheduled to occur next April, she needed to use the NYC Marathon to guarantee her a good starting 
position in the race. 

It was going to be challenging, but it would be well worth it. Running gave her a personal goal and a 
kind of euphoric contentment that was, at times, better than sex. Therefore, on weekends, she ran the 
equivalent of a marathon, and on weekdays, she ran until dark was setting in. Never in her wildest 
dreams would she continue running after dark. That was asking for trouble. With the New York City 
Marathon only a couple of months away, she redoubled her efforts to be ready for the race. 

Come November; she thought she had done well after running the NYC marathon. She finished in 
the top twenty with a time of two hours, forty-nine minutes. For Avril, though, it was not good enough. 
She kept running, though not in Central Park. Since the weather had turned, she ran on a treadmill she 
purchased to avoid the exorbitant gym membership fees. Except for weekends, the days were just too 
short to run outdoors. Besides, she could use the treadmill at any time, even if it was only for a half-hour 
or so. 

Buying the treadmill was the best investment she ever made. It was easy, and she found a great deal 
on it at a reputable store across the river in New Jersey. From the first day when the delivery people 
brought in and set it up in her apartment, they took their time, showing her how to use it. She enjoyed 
running the miles on the moving platform as she looked out at the Manhattan skyline while mornings 
crept across the city or watching the sunset, painting the town with a vast array of colors. Plugging her 
iPhone into her audio docking station and setting it to play her favorite playlist, Avril disappeared inside 
herself as her feet ran mile after mile on the treadmill. 

As the holidays rolled around, she shared a pleasant Christmas dinner with a girlfriend. They weren’t 
close, but each was committedly single and without family to speak of sharing the holiday. Avril and her 
girlfriend talked about everything over several glasses of wine after a delicious surf and turf holiday 
dinner. They spoke about her NYC Marathon finish, the men they dated, which ones they slept with, 
comparing their sexual encounters, both good and not so good. They talked about a hundred other 
topics that two millennials were likely to discuss. Both of them laughed and giggled well into the night 
before calling it a night. 

If Avril had any regret in her life, she couldn’t celebrate the holiday with her family. Avril was the 
only daughter of a pair of career-minded parents. The two of them had done well for themselves, 
working together for an investment firm in the Wall Street area. They had died in a car crash driving 
back from a party in the Hamptons in 2008. The police reported that the accident involved no other 
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vehicles. The car just ran off the road at high speed and dived into the Great South Bay marshes, 
bordering large portions of the south side of Long Island. They pulled their bodies from the water after 
their car sank to the bottom. EMTs pronounced them dead at the scene. An autopsy later revealed that 
they were intoxicated, and neither should have been driving. Their blood alcohol levels registered several 
times the legal limit. Authorities ruled their deaths an accident and closed the investigation. After the 
will’s reading, Avril moved into their apartment, an apartment she couldn’t afford on her income alone. 

Avril celebrated New Year by accepting an invitation to a party from a guy she knew. He was all 
right though he wasn’t the marrying kind. That was okay with her as she also wasn’t ready to commit to a 
monogamous relationship either. Still, he was good in bed, and as a friend with benefits, they both knew 
that after watching the ball drop over Times Square, they would celebrate the New Year in bed. The 
following morning, eminently satiated and just wearing a loosely buttoned shirt, she made breakfast for 
the two of them before kissing him goodbye at the door. Turning and leaning against the door as it 
closed, warm thoughts of the exuberant sex from the previous evening flooded her mind. Much of it was 
a blur, but she relished the contented feelings she revisited while absent-mindedly caressing her lower 
region. 

Walking back into her living room and not wanting to shower off the comforting scent of their time 
together, she collapsed alone on the sofa with a cup of coffee. She watched the Rose Parade just getting 
underway in Pasadena, California. She quietly slipped off to sleep, only to wake well after the parade was 
over. After a light dinner and a glass of wine, she went back to bed. 

Returning to work after the holidays, Mr. Curlebba called Avril into his office and gave her a modest 
bonus. The money would come in handy in paying for some of the bills she had incurred buying her 
staff presents. She wished he had let her charge her department’s budget for the gifts, but Mr. Bonehead 
wouldn’t sign off on them. Instead, he gave her the meaningless bonus, which would appear on her taxes 
as additional income, charging her a higher withholding tax. It sucked, but it was better than nothing. 

As the winter rolled by, she continued to run on her treadmill on weekdays and, weather permitting, 
around Central Park on the weekends. While she held timings on the treadmill well under three hours, 
she knew that running outdoors in the streets was an entirely different matter than running on a 
treadmill. She pressed herself more and more, sometimes finishing in two-and-a-half hours. Conceivably, 
those times would help in the actual race. 

In April, with the Boston Marathon just days away, her dickhead of a boss tried to get her to pass up 
the race, asking her to stay in New York and work on one of his client’s issues. Putting her foot down, 
she declined his demand and went to Boston in time to take part in the pre-race festivities. 

On the morning of the run, she woke very early, too excited to sleep and eager to get to the starting 
line. Determined to do well, she arrived at the check-in table before dawn. Fired up, both from her 
annoyance at her boss and the crowd’s excitement, she pinned her racing number to her shirt. She was 
ready. 

She wasn’t even worried about disruptions to the race, as had happened a couple of years earlier 
when a couple of pressure cooker bombs detonated in the middle of the event. She believed that since 
she couldn’t do anything about it, she would not worry. She just wanted to run the race of a lifetime. 

After the race, she met up with a girlfriend who came with her to Boston to cheer her on. They were 
celebrating her top ten finish with a time of two hours, forty-one minutes. The time guaranteed her an 
automatic qualifier for next year’s race. Taking time off from training, she drank up a storm and partied 
just as much. By the wee hours of the night, she found herself in bed with someone whose name she 
couldn’t remember. He left before dawn, and she rolled over and went back to sleep. By the time she 
woke up, she was saddle sore but eminently satisfied. She slept in until housekeeping knocked on her 
door, wanting to clean the room. 



8 Richard Verry  

Packing quickly, she checked out, met up with her girlfriend, and headed to the airport for a relaxed 
flight to NYC and home. 

She never noticed the people following her, documenting her every move, and learning everything 
about the girl named Avril Gillios. 
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Chapter Two 

Unbeknownst to Avril, the Consortium scrutinized her as if under a microscope over the next year. 
They looked into her background, behaviors, and everyday life. They checked out her birth records, 
documenting her childhood right up to the present day. They discovered the death of her parents dying 
in 2008 was probably a good thing. They were weeks away from being charged with insider trading by 
the Securities and Exchange Commission. Avril never learned her parents were subjects of a criminal 
investigation, suspected of bilking their clients of millions of dollars. They saved their daughter from 
learning about their illegal activities. Where the money went was a mystery and presumably lost in the 
crash later that year. Still, the SEC recovered as much as they could before they quietly closed the case. 

The Consortium delved into her finances, pulling her credit report and credit score. They knew to 
the penny what her bank and investment accounts were worth. They even discovered a secret bank 
account in the Cayman Islands set up by her parents in her name. Assuming she checked out as they 
suspected, she would never need to access those funds. Unknown to her, they inserted hooks into every 
one of her accounts to transfer the balances to their hidden offshore accounts at the appropriate time. 

They knew about her pension to run, working towards a spot in the NYC and Boston Marathon. 
They had people watching every mile of the two races, watching to see how she would finish. During her 
hours of training, they had runners following her around Central Park, and they had even used their 
people to deliver her new treadmill. The delivery allowed them to duplicate the key to her home and 
access it whenever they wished. Within a week, they wired the place for high-definition sound and video. 
They put cameras everywhere, including in the bathroom and shower. They watched her wash and 
shower, eat and drink, sleep, and fornicate. They observed and cataloged everything she did. They 
watched and photographed every inch of her and everything she did. Privacy, as she understood it, didn’t 
exist. 

They investigated her medical history, everything from the records they received from their operative 
in the office. They looked into her ancestry, her fitness, and her life expectancy. From her blood work, 
they knew she was of northern European descent, probably Scottish. Her red hair almost guaranteed that 
she came from the British Isles. She was free of any disease or gene patterns that indicated that she was 
unlikely to suffer any chronic diseases that often arrived as one got older. All indications implied that she 
would live a very long life short of an accident or catastrophic event. 

They knew how often she had her hair colored, cut, and styled. They followed her to her manicures 
and pedicure and knew what colors she preferred. They even had their operative book her appointments 
to learn as much as possible. If Avril had any idea how much her hairdressers liked to talk about her 
personal life, she would have terminated them immediately and found new ones. 

Her gynecological exam confirmed that she was fertile, and her hip structure implied that she could 
carry many offspring. They knew, to the day, her monthly menstrual cycle. Factoring in her sex life, it 
surprised them that she hadn’t caught accidentally. During their investigation, they learned that she was 
fastidious in making sure her partners used condoms that she supplied. 

They even investigated her psychological background. Though she had a stressful job with little 
reward, she maintained a composed demeanor in her life. Little seemed to upset her or stress her out. As 
the summer progressed into winter, they tossed various tests her way to see how she would handle 
herself. Some of these tests involved her job, creating fictional situations with her clients or her boss’s 
clients to see how she dealt with problems. 

They would create problems for her in her personal life, such as unexpected closures of her favorite 
running paths. They even got their people to pick her up and take her home for a night of sexual 
pleasure. The following morning, they reported every detail about their encounters, relating every little 
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detail that she liked and did not like in and out of bed. 

They knew everything about her. They knew what she liked to eat, whom she slept with, her sexual 
preferences, and whether or not she masturbated. She did almost every morning, especially the mornings 
after a night of good sex. They knew she used masturbation as more of a daily routine than a satisfying 
release. 

Overall, she was a healthy woman. When her file came up for a vote, she garnered a unanimous vote. 
She was in; they wanted her, and they would have her. Now, they would wait until they found more like 
her. They had all the time in the world. It was better to find the right candidates than fill in slots with 
defectives. When ready, Avril would be in splendid company. They were tracking and investigating 
several dozen individuals like her. 

 

“Target is exiting her office building. I detect no deviations in routine. All indications imply that she 
is going directly home.” Said a man into a small microphone hanging from his ear, casually standing 
across the street from where Avril worked. 

Falling behind at a strategic distance, a man kept a close eye on the subject. He stayed back about 
half a block, and in this crowd, it was unlikely she would detect him. After all, they had been following 
her for months now; not once had she noticed them. 

Following her had become routine, but he didn’t mind. She was stunning. Watching her ass sway to-
and-fro on those sexy heels kept his mind focused on the target. If there were any distractions, they 
usually emanated from the subject. Overall, he enjoyed this assignment. 

For a moment, the target stopped, as if deciding to walk or take a cab. Choosing to walk, Avril 
resumed the trek home. On the way, she briefly stopped at a pharmacy and bought a package of 
condoms. The man following her smirked, knowing that she would never get to use them. 

Despite the heels, she made excellent time walking the ten blocks to her apartment building. The 
heels never once impeded her ability to walk at any speed. However, as she got closer to her building, 
she seemed to slow her pace, fatigue clear in her gait. The fatigue would help make things easier all-
around. 

Listening to the steady stream of conversations in his earpiece, he knew that everything was ready. 
Their mini-van, painted out to look like a cab, was moving into position. It would stand by a block away 
from the target’s building. He heard a readiness check in his ear as the team checked-in. “Three, ready, a 
half-block behind and closing,” he reported. 

Three was the designated number assigned to the man following the Avril. “Three, close to four 
meters,” he heard in his earpiece. 

“Three, roger that. Closing to four meters,” When the agent reached his position, he reported, 
“Three, in position.” 

“Final check,” he heard in his earpiece. 

“One, go. The sidewalk is clear. Traffic is clear.” 

“Two, go. ‘Transportation’ is ready.” 

“Three, go. ‘Takedown’ is ready.” 

“Four, ‘Bird’ is ready, go.” 
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“This is Leader. The Op is a go. I say three times. Go. Go. Go.” 

“Roger,” ‘Three’ acknowledged, recognizing their mini-van stopped at the curb just ahead. He 
picked up his pace just as the side door of the cab opened. ‘One’ stepped out in front of the target, 
forcing her to stop to avoid the sudden obstruction. 

In one swift motion, ‘Three’ stepped up behind the target and pushed her into the cab’s open door, 
right into the waiting arms of ‘Two,’ who clamped a chloroform-soaked cloth over her face. 

Jumping into the van, ‘Three’ slammed the side door closed and turned to assist ‘Two,’ landing on 
Avril and holding her down. There was little need to help. The target was already succumbing to the 
anesthesia effects of the chloroform. A moment later, she was out like a light. By this time, the van had 
already driven off, turned right at the corner, and got lost in the crowd of yellow cabs making their way 
uptown. 

They stopped and transferred the target to a white, windowless panel van seven blocks up. After 
switching vehicles, the van made its way across town, through Lincoln Tunnel, and headed towards 
Newark Airport. By the time the van entered an enclosed hangar, they had stripped and bound the 
target, and an IV inserted in her arm, pumping a heavy sedative into her bloodstream. 

The target would be out for hours, giving the team ample opportunity to transfer her to the waiting 
plane and watch the aircraft take off. Ninety minutes later, the plane landed a thousand miles away, and 
another team unloaded her, sans the IV, and deposited her into a clear acrylic chamber, and welded it 
shut. Once done, they carried the container over to the side and placed it among several other 
receptacles filled with more captured occupants. Before leaving, they attached a pair of fresh air hoses to 
supply fresh air to the new arrival to the stacks of clear acrylic containers lying around. 

High fiving each other, the team turned and went back to their coffee and conversation as they 
waited for the last plane to arrive. With only one more to go, the team with their prey needn’t wait too 
long. 

 

 

Leaving work exhausted, Avril decided on a quiet night at home. She wasn’t due back to work for a 
couple of days and postponed going out until the next evening. Tonight, she just wanted to relax at 
home and soothe her exhaustion. 

Fatigue apparent in her body language, Avril ignored her environment, relaxing her guard as she 
walked past the subway station. Walking down the street towards her building, she stared at the sidewalk, 
working hard to ensure that one footstep landed firmly in front of the other. 

She failed to notice the yellow cab pulling up at the curb and a man stepping out of the passenger 
door right in front of her with only a block to go. Since he wasn’t looking in her direction, he forced her 
to stop to avoid bumping into him. Avril scowled in annoyance. As she did so, she didn’t notice a second 
man step up right behind her. 

In the blink of an eye, the two men pushed her into the cab’s waiting door. A second later, the door 
closed, and the cab leisurely pulled away from the curb and drove down the street. 

Inside the cab, startled at her sudden onslaught, “What the hell? Let go of me…” she yelled. 

“Humph!” interrupted her complaint as a man fell on top of her, pushing her into someone else’s 
waiting arms. 
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A pair of arms wrapped themselves around her, trapping her underneath the man’s weighty body as 
a foul-smelling cloth clamped over her mouth and nose, stifling her screams. 

Struggling, trying to get away, she scratched desperately at her assailants, trying to break their grip on 
her. She flailed as her resistance slowed, and her eyes clouded over as she slipped from consciousness. 
Before she knew it, the cab’s interior and her assailants vanished into uneasy darkness. 
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a review? 

Telling her story preoccupied me for months, demanding to be let out of my consciousness and 
written down. An idea that consumed me, scratching to get out of my head the way a pet begs at the 
door. Anyone who has a dog or cat knows what I mean. Thank you, Janet, for putting up with me 
during all those weeks. 

I wrote ‘The Trafficking Consortium’ from a bit of inspiration that hit me one day out of the blue. 
After I suffered a severe concussion several months earlier, my stream of creative consciousness left 
me devoid of any ideas or insights into a new story. Frankly, I was scared, worrying that it was gone 
forever. I struggled with headaches, short-term memory loss, and cognitive thinking issues. Several 
months after suffering my injury, an idea for this story sparked to life. 

One day, while sitting in the waiting room of my doctor, I asked myself this question.  

“What could happen to a person, by going to a doctor’s appointment, gets noticed by the 
receptionist and a member of a human trafficking ring? What would happen if the traffickers 
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history. 
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