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Prologue 

Across the centuries lives an inscrutable evil in the shadows. 
This darkness pervades everywhere and with anyone, maybe even 
with those you know and love. This centuries-old organization calls 
themselves, the Consortium. 

They are organized and well funded. They deploy and operate 
agents all across the globe. Most operatives are unaware of their 
real purpose. They have no idea what the ulterior motives of this 
organization are. These agents honestly believe they are helping 
others. They only know the organization they work for pays well 
for their services. 

They couldn’t be more wrong. 

The Consortium operates with a singular purpose. They gather 
up the best talent to suit their insidious and nefarious needs, 
hunting them as prey for the slaughter. They are always on the 
lookout for suitable stock to replace their dwindling reserves. 

They watch and study the lives around them. No one knows 
they exist, not the public, not the authorities, no one. They live 
outside the box, beyond the reach of the authorities around the 
civilized world. Everyone is paid off, and those that aren’t, are 
closely watched and reported. 

Only a privileged few know the real purpose of its existence. 
Security is paramount. Hidden among the multiple layers within the 
Consortium are secrets abound. Each hand of the organization 
knows nothing of the others. Kept isolated from each other are 
Agents, Researchers, Assassins, Hunters, and Transporters. They 
operate in complete ignorance of one another. The elite 
membership of the Consortium prefers it that way. 

The Chairman of the Consortium is elected for life to oversee 
the running of the organization. His role is a simple one. He is 
charged to satisfy the needs, wants, and desires of the membership. 
Everyone answers to the Chairman. As long as the Chairman 
provides suitable stock at auction, the membership is happy to 
delegate the details. 

Always on the hunt, the Consortium enthusiastically acquires 
new victims to satisfy their bloodthirst. If you are young, beautiful, 
vulnerable, and alone in the world, you are a candidate for 
abduction. Who will be their next victim to satisfy their thirst?
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Chapter One 

Lost in her thoughts, a young hippie-ish woman stared out the 
window. Getting out of bed a short time ago, she threw on a pair of 
cotton panties and low-cut jeans before checking out the weather 
outside her apartment.  

The morning overcast skies would soon give way to a bright, sun-
filled blue sky sure to enhance her good mood. Her apartment in the 
NW district of Portland, Oregon, wasn’t much, but it had a great view 
of the city. The Willamette River split the city into two on its way to join 
with its larger cousin, the Columbia River. 

The smell of coffee brewing filled her with pleasure, enhancing the 
scene before her. The aromatic scent reminded her that breakfast still 
needed to satisfy her growling stomach. Sighing, Katie turned and began 
pulling out a variety of vegetables. Setting them by the sink, she washed 
them. In no time at all, she began dropping them in her blender. Rather 
than buy vegetable juices from the nearby market, Katie liked to make 
her preferred blend chosen with care from the local organic market two 
blocks over. 

Taking her breakfast concoction back over to her window looking 
out over the river, she reflected on how much her life had changed over 
the past year. She moved here when the last of her family passed away. 
Uncertain as what to do, an acquaintance kept telling her she should 
check out Oregon, specifically the Portland area. He kept reminding her 
she would fit right in with the scene. It was a progressive city with lots 
of fascinating history over the past century. She would love it. 

Hedging for many months and doing research on the city at the 
library, she decided he may be right. With nothing holding her back, she 
made the leap of faith and packed what little she cared about and 
moved. Within a month of getting settled and finding her way around, 
she fell in love with the city. 

She explored Washington Park on the west side of the city, 
discovering treasures hidden just yards off several trailheads. The forest 
within the metropolis was old, sporting massive pines and sequoias. 
Watered by the rainfall that fell nearly every day for half the year, enticed 
its abundant flora to thrive. Checking out the Oregon Zoo, the Portland 
Japanese Garden and the International Rose Garden, Katie quickly fell 
in love with the city. The city resting on the western slopes of the Rocky 
Mountains became her permanent home. 

If it weren’t for that incidence in the park where the police showed 
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up and took a report, everything would have been perfect. As far as she 
knew, they never found the guy who accosted her. She avoided the 
assault by fighting back, using her police whistle to draw attention. It 
also helped that her attacker hadn’t realized that she had some skills. 
Kicking him in the nuts helped fend him off until a pair of hikers came 
by. No longer alone, the coward took off. By the time the cops showed 
up, they had lost him in the deep underbrush. Still, she had to give a 
statement and promised to file charges if they ever caught the guy. 
Otherwise, her time in the City of Roses was uneventful. She liked it that 
way. 

Today, Katie headed down to Powell’s City of Books to spend a 
relaxing day in quiet contemplation. While she had several 
acquaintances, her friends were of the more inanimate variety. To her, 
the characters contained within the pages came to life, and she loved 
following their adventures. The store was huge, with several floors 
stacked one upon the other. The bookstore occupied a full city block. It 
had a quaint feel to it. The smell of the old wood of the building and 
real paper books gave it an air of distinction from the standard fair of 
bookstores. 

It was a busy place, with hundreds of people from all across the 
world filing through the doors every day. There, she could find anything, 
from the latest releases to rare autobiographical first editions. Not that 
she could afford to buy any, just being in proximity with works of art 
contented her. With money tight, she liked that she could spend the day 
reading whatever caught her eye on a comfy sofa with no one chasing 
her out. 

Today, she took a book on the early days of the city. Hours later, 
she learned about how the city dealt with Prohibition. By moving the 
speakeasies underground, the metropolitan area maintained a healthy 
and legal prostitution business until the mid-twentieth century when the 
prudes finally got their way. Recently, recreational pot had become legal 
again, freeing the multitudes to buy and smoke in the open instead of 
keeping their passion on the down-low. What fascinated her the most 
was the city’s underground life. She resolved to find out more and 
expand her explorations. All in due time, she figured, she had plenty of 
it. 

Shortly after mid-day, she re-filed the book on the shelf and left to 
get a bite to eat. Walking the streets, she stopped at an interesting little 
bistro and ordered a half sandwich. About an hour later, she walked 
around the city blocks just looking. She didn’t have to report to her job 
for a few hours. To pay the rent, she worked as a bartender at a popular 
hangout close to her apartment. Beyond that, she didn’t have much need 
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for money. She was happy with just the way things were. 

Moseying back towards her apartment, she rested before tackling 
her long night ahead. Tonight, she would work a 6 to 2 a.m. shift. While 
the job paid the bills, what she liked were the people coming in to blow 
off stress, hook up, or get drunk. Each had their good and bad aspects, 
but overall, they were all a good bunch of people. Working with each of 
them allowed her to feel more comfortable in social settings, something 
she lacked before coming to Portland. 

After lying down, Katie got up, showered, and put on a pair of short 
shorts, a halter top tied between her tits and a pair of comfortable shoes. 
It would be a long night, and she didn’t want to come home with aching 
feet. At five minutes before six, she walked through the door. 

“Hey Ed!” she called out to the bartender on duty, dropping her 
purse in her cubby behind the bar. 

“Hello, Katie. Thanks for being on time. I got a thing tonight, and 
the missus will kill me if I don’t get out of here on time.” 

“No worries, Ed. I’ll take over from here. Get your ass in gear. I 
wouldn’t want you to have to deal with your lovely bride on such a nice 
day as this.” 

“Thanks, Katie. I appreciate it,” he said, balling up his bar towel and 
tossing it in the dirty towel trays set aside for just that purpose. “The guy 
on the end is looking for a fresh one, and there are two open tabs, one 
for that guy and then the table over there in the corner.” 

“Thanks, Ed. Go on, get out of here. I got it covered.” 

“You’re the best, Katie. Have a good evening.” 

“Thanks,” she said as she walked over to the patron at the end of 
the bar. 

“Another one?” she asked. 

“Yeah, sure.” 

“What are you drinking?” 

“Bourbon on the rocks.” 

“Coming right up!” 

*** 

As the night progressed, the bar got busy, and Katie had to hustle to 
keep up with the demand for drinks. Being midweek, besides the bar 
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owner, she was the only one on duty. The owner helped when things got 
tight, but overall Katie handled the customers without incidence. 

Several of the patrons hit on her. Only two interested her; a svelte 
blonde and later a taller man with a square jaw. The man went a long 
way to entice her by showing off his build. Still, his attempts to impress 
her failed. However, the blonde interested her. High-heels called 
attention to the blonde’s long legs, leading up to a fit, athletic physique. 
She had long, straight hair that framed her face before spilling across her 
shoulders and down her back. She wore a black skirt and jacket over a 
white button-down blouse open to her cleavage. Peaking out was the 
edge of the shirt revealed a decidedly feminine lacy bra. What interested 
her was not her build but the way she carried on a conversation. Most 
bar patrons seemed to want to talk about themselves. These two didn’t, 
seemingly more interested in Katie as a person and not a servant or 
object of desire. 

As the night progressed, the bulk of the crowd thinned out, by 
either deciding to move on or hooking up with someone. With an hour 
to go, a few of the regulars hung on, nursing their drinks. Both of the 
two people Katie was interested in had left a while ago. 

That is until about twenty minutes before two. The blonde was 
back, taking an empty stool at the quiet end of the bar. 

“Hey, you’re back. What can I get you?” Katie asked. 

“Oh, this late, I think I’ll have a club soda with a twist. I don’t need 
any spirits to dampen my mood.” 

“Oh, sure,” Katie said, turning to grab a glass tumbler and filling it 
with ice. A moment later, she placed the effervescent drink with a twist 
of lime in front of the woman. 

“Thanks. So, I’m Shelby.” 

“Katie.” 

Thus started a few minutes of small talk, the two women getting to 
know one another. Feeling positive about their conversation, Katie 
leaned over the bar, resting on her elbows in front of Shelby. 

“So, Katie, would you like to go somewhere after you close up?” 

“Shelby, we close in about ten minutes and then I have some clean-
up to do. I’m usually out of here by three.” 

“I can wait if you don’t mind.” 

“Hmmm… okay. Let me get everyone out of here. I’ll start cleaning 
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up right now.” 

“Fair enough,” Shelby said, crossing her long legs at the knee. “Can 
I help?” 

“As much as I’d love the help, the boss would frown on it. It won’t 
take long, and I can hurry it up.” 

“All right, I’ll just sit here and watch you work.” 

Chuckling, Katie said, “Sure. You’d like that I’ll bet. Do you want a 
refill on that club soda?” 

With a sly smile, Shelby took a sip of her club soda, her eyes gazing 
over the top of the glass. “No, thanks. I’m good.” 

“Okay fellas, finish your drinks. It’s closing time.” Katie yelled out 
to the few patrons left. 

“Aww….” came the chorus from the half dozen customers left 
nursing their drinks. “Hey, can I have one more?” asked one drunk. 

Letting him down easy, Katie answered. “No, sorry, last call was a 
half hour ago.” 

“Oh, come on,” he begged. 

“You know that I got a life too, and I need to go to bed,” Katie 
replied, smiling sweetly. 

“Ya need a bit of company?” he persisted. 

“That’s very sweet of you but thank you, no,” Katie answered, 
turning on her heels quickly and began stacking empty chairs on tables. 
After shooing everyone out, Katie locked the front door and turned to 
Shelby. 

“Does that happen every night?” Shelby asked. 

“Pretty much,” Katie acknowledged. “It’s no big deal. I can handle 
them.” 

“I’ll just bet you can,” Shelby remarked, getting up off her stool, 
making her way over to Katie. 

Slipping an arm around her waist, Shelby leaned in and pulled Katie 
into a kiss. Relaxing under the warm caress, Katie could feel her fatigue 
slip away. Melting, she returned the kiss with a passion. Her cheeks 
flushed, her neck feeling very warm. Katie took her time before breaking 
it off. 
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Smiling at her companion, Katie said. “Not too bad! I’ll finish up 
quickly, lock up and we can go.” 

Shelby smiled and released her. “You’re pretty good yourself. Can I 
ask a personal question?” 

“Sure.” 

“Are you solely into girls or do you go both ways?” 

A little embarrassed, Katie finished wiping down the bar while 
answering. “It depends on the person whom I spend the night with. 
Pleasure is pleasure, no matter where it comes from.” 

“I couldn’t agree more,” Shelby added. 

“I’ll be ready in five minutes, and then we can go.” 

With the click of the door lock a few minutes later, Shelby and Katie 
walked into the night and got into Shelby’s car. Getting to know one 
another, they chatted like old friends. Shelby pulled the automobile away 
from the curb and drove off. 
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Chapter Two 

“Mr. Chairman, I’d like to say the addition of the new amphitheater 
arena worked out brilliantly. I’m not sure we can, but I foresee many 
opportunities to top the snake presentation. It has the potential for 
many forms of entertainment.” 

“Thank you.” the Chairman replied. “You all had a hand in its 
creation. I’m happy that we could surprise the general membership with 
our inaugural event.” 

“Surprised them? I’d say we did more than that. They are still talking 
about it.” 

“The gist I heard was the snake swallowing a girl alive will remain 
the highlight of their lives. You know they want to see that again,” 
another board member remarked. 

“Yes, I’m sure they do. There is an unlimited supply of meal packs 
to toss to Henrietta, but they have to be the right ones to deliver the 
desired effect.” 

“By the right ones, I take it you mean that they react appropriately, 
deathly afraid, and panicking.” 

“Exactly right. I chose the girl specifically for her physical 
dimensions and her deathly fear of snakes.” 

“I’d say she had a right to be afraid of them,” someone chimed in, 
eliciting laughter from all seven board members spread out around the 
room. 

The executive board dealt with setting the policies of the 
Consortium. The Chairman oversaw the implementation of those 
policies, supported by various positions such as Vice-Chairman, 
Treasurer, and Secretary. However, the Chairman took on the 
responsibility of building the arena and the pen for the snake as a pet 
project. 

“Well, as you know, putting it together took the better part of three 
years,” the Chairman continued. “We built the holding pen for the 
python first, so we had somewhere to put it after its capture. Then we 
moved on to the construction of the arena. I envision making it into a 
multi-purpose deathmatch arena, capable of hosting several types of 
contests. Stumbling on Henrietta, jump-started the project. I agree, it all 
turned out splendid. Well, maybe except for the girl we put in the arena 
with Henrietta. 
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Unmoved their joviality was at the expense of the girl’s life, the 
atmosphere in the room lightened into a cheery, spirited mood. 

The Chairman continued, “Yes, yes, all. It was a fantastic 
performance, and we all made money on the deal and watched what 
hopefully will not be a once in a lifetime event. I don’t believe we should 
think about repeating the scene at the next auction. I have some other 
ideas for next time. However, I’d like to elicit suggestions from the rest 
of you to consider for upcoming events. This last one took years in the 
planning. It was exhausting to put together, but the outcome was worth 
the effort. I’d like one of you to propose the next extravaganza and 
oversee its implementation. Whatever it takes, as long as this board 
backs it, we’ll make sure the resources are available to pull it together. 
What do you think?” 

“I think it’s a great idea. However, if your stunt took years to pull 
together, we should also work on short-term goals, such as what we will 
do for the next auction.” 

“I agree. As for the mega-show, would one of you like to take it on 
to gather ideas and coordinate them with this board? As for the short-
term, does anyone have any suggestions?” The Chairman asked. 

Fueled by the recent euphoria, the board members started offering 
several ideas. Often talking over each other, their jovial mood built with 
each additional suggestion. The Chairman let them have their fun. Being 
a member of the management team was often a thankless job. The 
banter was good for all of them. He enjoyed it too, especially now that 
the stress of putting together the snake show was over. 

After a long time, the Chairman asked “Mr. Secretary, I presume 
you are jotting down these ideas. I think you all agree many are good 
ones.” 

“Yes, Sir, I am. However, I admit it’s a struggle to keep up with all 
of them.” 

“Well, do your best. There’s plenty of time to try them all. However, 
the next auction is in a month. Normally, we would let the member next 
on the entertainment list provide the post-auction festivities. Do we 
continue with that practice or temporarily suspend it, so we can fully use 
the capabilities of the amphitheater?” 

“Mr. Chairman?” 

“Yes, Raven.” 

“Sir, as delightful as that spectacle was, and you all know my 
enjoyment of the consumption of human meals….” Interrupted by the 
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loud laughter that broke out, the Chairman’s sister continued. “… yes, 
sorry about that. The pun was just too irresistible to ignore.” 

“Brilliant, I’d say.” the secretary interjected. 

“I think we should integrate the two. I suggest that this board plan 
on one mega-event each year and let the membership continue as 
before. We can adjust the schedule as needed. Auction dates are often 
fluid based upon the availability and demand for new prey.” 

“I think that is a great idea, Raven,” one of the other board 
members chimed in. “With us managing the mega-event, we’ll make a 
killing.” 

Laughter broke out all around. “Sorry, I couldn’t resist the pun 
either,” nodding in Raven’s direction. 

“The suggestion also supports the member responsibilities to the 
Consortium. Our charter requires them to select and implement rotating 
entertainments. This suggestion reinforces the requirement to supply 
stock for post-auction entertainment. If this board were to interrupt 
those expectations, we would end up being wholly responsible for 
putting on all of the entertainments going forward. That is something I 
do not wish to do. I fully support the suggestion. Thank you, Raven.” 

“Oh, yes, I see what you mean. The membership would end up with 
all play and no work to maintain their cherished lifestyle. I like it,” the 
secretary added. “I can also see where this could go. As the event 
coordinator, you would end up on the hook, please excuse the pun once 
again, for everything.” 

Hearty laughter once again filled the room. 

“Thank you. I appreciate your following my logic, not that I am a 
logical person, I let my brother handle that. I enjoy letting my emotions 
take over. Being responsible for all future entertainments would be just 
too much.” Raven added. 

“Don’t worry, Sis. Speaking for the entire board, we won’t let that 
happen.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Chairman.” 

“This is what we’ll do. The membership will continue to provide the 
entertainment, though they have the amphitheater available for use. 
Raven, as the event coordinator, I’ll leave it to you to let the next 
member on the list know that they are to come up with preparing for 
and implementing the spectacle. You’ll also let them know that in no 
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way, are they to feel they must come up with something surpassing 
Henrietta’s scene?” 

“Sir, you know that they will feel that way, regardless of our 
assertions to the contrary.” 

“That’s expected. Just remind the membership that we don’t expect 
mega-spectacles from them. We will do everything we can to reassure 
the entire membership not to expect too much. They will be on the 
hook themselves before too long.” 

“Yes, Sir. Thank you. I appreciate the support. Should I put on the 
schedule when the next mega-event will be?” 

“Leave that off for now. We have to figure out what that event 
might be and plan for it.” 

“Sir?” the secretary interjected. “I don’t think we should wait too 
long. I recommend that we put it on the schedule within the next six 
months.” 

“Everyone, how do you all feel about our esteemed secretary’s 
suggestion?” 

One by one, they all affirmed the wisdom in his suggestion. 

“Right then, you have confirmed my opinion on the matter. This 
board is now on the hook to put on a spectacle less than six months 
from now. I’m open to any practical suggestions of what we can do. We 
can always put the idea on the storyboard for a future date. Now, does 
anyone have any ideas?” 

For the next half an hour, the members of the executive board 
discussed various options before settling upon a course of action. When 
the conversation died down, the Chairman continued. 

“To summarize. We have a tentative plan for the next major event. 
Mr. Secretary has graciously accepted the responsibility to lead the 
effort, and the rest of us will support him to make it come off with a 
flourish. Raven, you’ll communicate to the next scheduled member to 
prepare the entertainment at the next auction. Is that reasonable among 
all of you?” 

After getting a round of approval, the Chairman continued with a 
new topic, hoping to capitalize on the good all-around mood of the 
board. 

“I’d like to bring up the new member application. As you know, my 
property Avril has completed successfully everything this board required 
to warrant a full membership into our community.” 
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“I still can’t believe you are supporting this, Mr. Chairman. If she 
were my property, she’d be dead right now. There would be no 
discussion or need to deal with the whole mess.” 

Looking sternly over at the rude interruption, the Chairman 
continued. “My motivations are my own, and I will share with you what 
I feel is appropriate. Need I remind you that the Investigation Ministry 
vetted and endorsed the application. She met every demand made by 
this board. As the ruling body of our organization, it is our responsibility 
to review every qualified applicant and decide whether to allow the 
application to proceed to the general membership for a vote.” 

“Apologies Sir, but I don’t understand why this is important to you. 
Perhaps if you shared more of why you think this is a good thing, I 
could support the application. As it stands now, I cannot.” 

“If I understand you, knowing how important this application is to 
me, you need further proof of my loyalty to the Consortium and our 
lifestyle. That you no longer trust me or my judgment, do I understand 
you correctly?” 

“Mr. Chairman, it’s not that I don’t trust you or your loyalty to the 
Consortium, or even to this lifestyle. I’ve seen your commitment 
firsthand, and I have never doubted you or your ability to lead us.” 

“But?” 

“Yes, there is a but. It’s just that this application, by prey no less, is 
unprecedented. We don’t do it that way. Can we trust her to fulfill her 
commitment to our community? That’s what I struggle with.” 

“Yet, you witnessed her commitment when she tortured and killed 
that woman. She decapitated her, bathing in the woman’s blood as she 
sawed through her neck, before lifting the woman’s head from her body. 
You also witnessed the finesse she exhibited as she tormented the prey, 
eliciting screams, and ignoring her futile pleas for her life. You saw that 
in real time, and you still doubt her commitment?” 

“Yes, Sir. I do.” 

“Well, I know what your vote will be.” 

“Excuse me, Sir, before you move on, let me add this. I witnessed 
her taking down that prey, binding her to the post, whipping her to an 
inch within her life, before decapitating her right in front of my eyes. I 
trust you and your loyalty to our lifestyle. That was never in doubt. 
Perhaps I should have rephrased my original objection by stating, I 
don’t understand what her motivations are, aside from self-preservation 
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that is.” 

The Chairman interjected, “I hope you’re not implying that I 
disregarded the possibility of self-preservation as a motive.” 

“Oh, no, I didn’t intend to suggest that at all.” 

The Chairman ignored the insincere correction and continued. “I 
know that self-preservation is one of the driving motivations for her 
application. It’s just not the only one. If it were, I would agree with you 
and deny her application, never having gone this far. I’d have killed her, 
relished her delightfully agonizing screams along the way. As it is, there 
is something else within her, that I believe is of more importance. Deep 
inside her, she is one of us. She desires much of what we do. Only, it’s 
been her societal training that has squashed the very idea from 
consideration. She’s only now learning what she is capable of and I 
believe it will bring great things for us.” 

“Oh, come on now, can you honestly say you believe that?” 

“Yes, I can, and I do.” 

“Let me ask you a question,” Raven interjected. “Are you in love 
with her?” 

“I will answer you this way. I have reflected upon the possibility that 
I may. I honestly don’t know. I’ve loved no one before. Virtually all the 
membership has a spouse or partner who may or may not know about 
their Consortium lifestyle. They may love them or act as a public face to 
the world. I have no one that fills that role. I am alone in that respect. 
What I can tell you is that I need something in my life. What that may 
be, I’m not sure. Avril does something for me, on a personal level that 
no other, man, woman or prey has ever done. I want to allow her the 
opportunity to fulfill her place in the universe, and if that should 
compliment my needs, all the better.” 

“Brother, I don’t know if you are in love with her. Maybe you are, or 
maybe you’re not. I don’t know. Like you, I don’t have a basic 
understanding of what love is. Sure, I love this lifestyle. I love the 
thought of roasting my prey alive and then feeding upon their flesh. But 
that is not the same as loving another person. Even the depictions in 
novels and movies imply what that may be, but only those who have 
loved get the joke. You and I don’t. I wasn’t challenging you with my 
question. I just wanted to know if you believed that.” 

“Thank you, Sis. I get your meaning. As for the rest of you,” 
addressing the entire board this time, “I think she is worthy, earning her 
place among us as an equal. I ask that you vote as I do and accept her 
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application.” 

“Excuse me, before we put that motion up for a vote, I have 
another motion that will affect whether we need to vote on the current 
motion.” 

Sighing softly to himself before responding, the Chairman asked. 
“What is it?” 

“I motion that we put to the vote on whether we as a group should 
require the termination of this prey once and for all.” 

“You mean he kills her right now?” Another committee member 
asked. 

“Yes, that is just what I mean. If the motion carries, there will not 
be a need to vote on the application.” 

“Well, this is unprecedented,” a member argued. 

“So is contemplating accepting prey into our fold with full 
membership rights.” 

“Yes, I see your point.” The Chairman remarked. “All right, I agree. 
Is there a second?” 

“Second” shouted several other committee members. 

“Fair enough.” The Chairman began. “Mr. Secretary, please record 
the votes. There is a motion before us requiring the Chairman to 
terminate his prey immediately upon his return to his estate. I call the 
vote.” 

One by one, the committee secretary recorded the votes among the 
nine executive committee members. 

“Mr. Chairman, the vote is as follows. Three votes for, four votes 
against and two abstentions, the motion is defeated. The prey lives to 
see another day.” 

“Thank you all. I recognize that this application is unusual and 
difficult to fathom. I felt it right that I abstain from the vote. Thank you, 
Raven, for doing the same. The others might think our relationship 
taints your vote.” 

Raven nodded but said nothing. 

“This vote aside, I also recognize that many of you have 
reservations. I understand that, and until recently, I also shared those 
reservations. The applicant has shown behavior and attitude that this is 
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genuine. We should consider this application in the same light as any 
other membership application put forth before us. The motion now is 
to whether we submit it to the general membership to approve or not. Is 
there a second?” 

“Second,” Raven announced. 

“Please vote on it as you see fit without regard to my position. I 
assure you, I will not hold ‘Nay’ votes against anyone. Mr. Secretary, 
please call the vote.” 

The committee secretary recorded the votes and announced. 

“With two dissenting votes, the motion carries. The board approves 
to move the membership application to the general membership for 
final disposition. I will tender the application at our next general 
membership meeting. In review, a simple majority passed the measure at 
the executive board level. According to our charter, it will take a two-
thirds majority to accept the application among the general membership. 
The only question I have is, do we inform the membership that the 
applicant was once our prey?” 

The Chairman immediately answered. “As much as I know it will 
taint the vote, we have no choice but to inform them of where the 
application arises. Yes, include that piece of information. It is better to 
be upfront with them that the applicant was once our prey than hide it 
and sow discord after they approve the application.” 

“Thank you, Sir. I quite agree,” the secretary remarked, noting 
agreement among those around the room. 

The boisterous owner of one of the dissenting votes added, “I still 
don’t like it, but I will support the decision of the board.” 

 

 

 

Thank you for reading this free preview of this novel. To read the 
rest of the novel, please go to RichardVerry.com, which will direct you 
how to get your own copy of ‘UnderCurrents.’ Be sure to read Books 
1 and 2 of the Consortium Series. 

https://richardverry.com/
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Author's Notes 

Thank you for reading this chapter in Avril’s story. If you 
enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review? 
Telling her story preoccupied me for months, demanding to be let 
out of my mind and written down. With the success and demand 
for more, I came up with an idea for the next few segments of 
Avril’s story.  

In this next edition of her captivity, ‘UnderCurrents’ continues 
Avril’s story trying to balance her survival with her desire to take 
down the Consortium. She knows enough of her situation that 
escape is impossible. Even if she can get away, Sir would use the 
resources of the Consortium for hunting her down and return her 
to his clutches. Her only hope is taking down the Consortium, 
granting her a chance to return to a normal life, even if it’s not her 
old life. 

Her strategy to keep her alive seems to work. Unfortunately, 
she’s no closer to taking down the organization that stole and sent 
her into a life of bondage. Forced to serve and submit, spending 
time in his dungeons extracting her screams was a necessary 
consequence to her plan. 

 

Putting her plan into action requires decisions and behaviors 
she’s uncomfortable with, knowing they may forever damn her 
soul. She murdered others, knowing full well she will never forgive 
herself. Her only hope for redemption is her hope that God will 
forgive her, saving innocent souls from suffering her fate.I 
appreciate your sharing this book with your friends and 
acquaintances and posting a review.

https://richardverry.com/
https://www.facebook.com/richardverrywriter/
https://twitter.com/richverry
https://richardverry.com/blog/
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