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Prologue 

The Chairman of the Consortium, sitting in his home office, 
was in the middle of reviewing the organization's plans, including 
Henrietta’s performance in the upcoming entertainment. There was 
still much to settle things down across the community. His prey’s 
induction into the membership remained a sore point for many. In 
their traditional, conservative thinking, they refused to accept that 
prey had precedence to elevate themselves to become an active 
member of the Consortium. Many of them denied it ever happened 
before, claiming it was ‘fake news’ or ‘it never happened.’ 

His thoughts struggled to keep a reign on things while also 
running the business of the community. His injuries still bothered 
him, but they were healing. The eye bothered him more. After all 
these weeks, he had hoped he would have had some improvement 
in his sight, but that was not to be. What was worse was the 
soreness and pain he felt in the eye. Across the top, behind the 
skull, it hurt and ached. It distracted him. Special eye drops the 
doctors gave him helped a little, but he felt that his vision suffered 
after application. Sometimes it took hours for his eyes to clear up 
enough to see clearly. 

Intermixed with everything, he still had to deal with the 
member who seemed to get away with insulting him and his house 
by attempting to kill Avril during his last dinner party. His head 
buried in the ramblings of his mind; he almost didn’t hear the ring 
of his phone. It was his assistant on the other end. 

“What is it?” 

“Sir? Do you have a moment?” 

“What is it?” 

“The two subjects we’ve been following left the area, headed 
for Denmark.” 

“So, we’ve finally got a little luck going our way.” 

“On that, yes. However, we have a more serious problem.” 

With that tone, the Chairman perked up, giving his executive 
assistant his undivided attention. 

“What is it this time?” 

“Sir, local police discovered the body of a woman less than a 
klick from here. Before we got wind of it, they had already called in 
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Maimshire, CID.” 

“Damn, what happened to our people in the local constable’s 
house. Why didn’t they contact us first?” 

“Sir, we don’t know yet. One of them was unreachable, and the 
other wasn’t on duty. From what we can determine, a new copper 
in the force was first on the scene and immediately called it into 
Maimshire, CID and then called his Chief Constable second.” 

“Who found the body?” 

“A local out walking his dog. He’s not on our payroll. It seems 
he rather enjoys long walks to exercise his dog. It was his dog that 
found the body, likely attracted by the smell of decomposition.” 

“Too bad. However, we can’t pay everyone in the area off. Do 
we know who it is? Was she one of us?” 

“Yes, Sir, to both questions. The body was that of Susie 
Chardonnay.” 

“What?” The Chairman exclaimed, standing quickly from 
behind his desk. 

“Get on with it, man. How long ago did she die? What caused 
her death? Where exactly was she found?” 

“Sir, apologies. We don’t know all the answers yet. However, 
we know this. We found her hidden in the woods along the main 
road to the facility. She had been there several days, at least and 
likely, for weeks. We found the body badly decomposed. They shot 
her in the side of the head using a small caliber round. “ 

“So, she was murdered.” 

“Yes, Sir. I can’t imagine it was suicide.” 

“Where is she now?” 

“At the Maimshire Coroner’s office.” 

“Is our Medical Examiner in that office handling the body?” 

“We’re working on that. We’ve already notified our man there 
that we need him on the case. He has yet to get back to us. It 
shouldn’t be too much of a problem.” 

“Keep at it. The big question. Was Susie murdered before or 
after the auction?” 

“Sir, it’s too early to tell. From what we know so far, it will take 



 Exposure 3 

 

a full investigation to determine the time of death. And even at that, 
it may be an estimate spanning many days.” 

“Make sure our man knows the importance of determining an 
exact time of death. We need to know.” 

“I understand, Sir. I will convey the message.” 

“I understand Susie attended the last auction, isn’t that, right?” 

“Right indeed, Sir. She arrived the day before the auction, spent 
the night, attended the festivities the next day, and then left 
immediately after the event.” 

“So, she didn’t spend a second night here?” 

“No, Sir, she drove off right afterward. We have her on CCTV 
arriving and departing the garage. We also have her on covert 
CCTV. The members don’t know about those cameras inside the 
facility. It’s not much, as she had her meals in her room after she 
arrived and only left the room when the event was about to start.” 

“That’s not like her. She likes to mingle with the other 
members to get a sense of their moods more than anything else. I 
wondered why she didn’t seek me out to offer her greetings. I am 
beginning to understand why.” 

“Sir, you have something?” 

“I may indeed. What if that wasn’t Susie who arrived, but her 
killer, pretending to be Susie to get inside the facility? The imposter 
could learn a lot about our activities. She may even have been the 
one to secrete the hidden tracker on Avril’s gown.” 

“Yes, Sir. I see where you are heading. It certainly is a 
possibility, especially as we’ve not identified the person who hid the 
tracker in her gown.” 

“What about the surveillance video of the Bowl? Didn’t that 
show Avril standing at the railing?” 

“Only a glimpse, Sir. We focused the cameras in the Bowl on 
recording the fun on the sands.” 

“We’ll have to do something about that. Install more hidden 
cameras in all places where the members might gather. Just keep 
them out of their rooms.” 

“Sir, I’ve already ordered the necessary equipment. It’ll take at 
least a month to get it all in place.” 
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“See that it’s up and running before the next event.” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

“What about the garage cameras? Are we sufficiently covered 
there?” 

“No, Sir. I don’t believe we are. I am installing more cameras 
there as well. They should be up and running within the week.” 

“It seems we’ve gotten a little complacent with our security. 
Fine, keep on it. And I want to know the details of what happened 
to Susie. Keep on the investigation and the finding of the autopsy. I 
want nothing related to our existence to come out. Is that clear?” 

“Yes, Sir. I understand.” 

“Is there anything else you need to impart?” 

“No, Sir.” 

“Then why are you still talking to me? Get a move on.” 

“Right away, Sir,” the assistant replied and hung up the phone. 
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Chapter One 

Olivia leaned against the bar, bored while she waited for someone to 
come into this lousy dump. Actually, it wasn’t all that much of a dump. 
It was quaint, in a rustic way. She kind of liked it. Taking her order book 
from her apron, she flipped through her copies of the orders. She had 
barely touched it all shift long. Hopefully, things will pick up. She didn’t 
mind so much hanging out in the forest with little to do. Being cooped 
up in four walls was another thing. Standing around doing nothing while 
the world out there waited for her made her edgy. 

“Don’t worry, hun. It’ll pick up right soon enough.” The cook said 
through the kitchen window. 

“I hope so. I hate all this standing around with nothing to do.” 

“Why don’t you take a break. Come back in fifteen minutes.” 

“Break? Come on; I’ve been on a break for the past hour.” 

“Look, I can’t force you to take a break, but please trust me, things 
will pick up.” 

“Yea, I hope so.” 

Just then, the bell hanging on the front door rang. Olivia looked up. 
It was a cute-looking man in his early thirties. With blonde hair, broad 
shoulders, wearing nice tight jeans. He made quite the sight. 

“Just sit anywhere you like. I’ll be over in a moment.” Olivia told the 
newcomer as she noticed him checking her out. Her luck had just picked 
up. 

Collecting a menu, place setting, and a glass of water, she set 
everything up in front of the guy. 

“Welcome, my name is Olivia. Here’s the menu. Would you like 
something to drink?” 

“A cold beer would be nice.” 

“Bottle or frosted mug?” 

“Oh, you have frosted mugs? That’s a pleasant surprise. I’ll have the 
frosted mug.” 

“Right away, Sir. I’ll be right back.” 

Olivia turned and headed for the beer taps. Experience taught her 
he was checking her out as she walked away. This time, he did more 
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than check her out. She felt his stare drill a hole right up her ass. She 
wiggled her ass towards him in appreciation. 

While drawing the beer from the tap, Olivia looked up at the guy 
and checked him out, giving him the same revealing stare as he gave her. 
In no time at all, she felt him strip her with his eyes. She did the same, 
unconsciously licking her lips. 

After pouring off much of the foam and topping off the mug, she 
took his order back to her table. 

“Here ya go,” Olivia said. Have you decided on what to order?” 

“How about you? Can you sit with me while I decide?” 

“Ah,” Olivia hesitated, looking over at her boss in the kitchen. He 
was nowhere to be seen. 

“Come on, just for a minute. My name is Jon. You said your name 
was Olivia, right?” 

Blushing, she considered it for a moment, but she had already 
decided. 

“Sure, why not?” 

Olivia pulled out a chair opposite him and sat down. As she settled 
down, he reached out his hand, offering it to her to shake it. She did. 

“Good, we’ve been introduced. Nice place you have here.” 

“Oh, I just work here. The owner is back in the kitchen. He just told 
me to take a break. I guess this is it. I’m on break.” Olivia remarked, 
sitting back in her chair and relaxing. 

“Can I buy you a beer?” 

“No, thank you. Max wouldn’t like it.” 

“Max, he’s the boss?” 

“Yea, he doesn’t like his workers to drink while on duty. He thinks 
we’ll get drunk and hurt his business.” 

“I get it. That’s alright. I’ll just drink water until you have to leave.” 

“Oh, no! Don’t do that. I want to watch you drink your beer. It’ll 
give me something to do.” 

“Wow, that’s different. I don’t think I’ve ever heard that from a 
woman as beautiful as you. I don’t think I’ve ever heard that before. It’s 
nice.” 

Blushing at the compliment, Olivia leaned. “You’re not so bad 
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yourself. Tell me, what brings you here?” 

“Other than I’m hungry, I’m just passing through. I’m between 
assignments right now, and I thought I would travel around and check 
out the area.” 

“Well, I can tell you, it’s a nice region. I love the open spaces where 
one can walk in a straight line among the trees and never see another 
soul. There’s something cathartic about that. For me, it grounds me and 
keeps me sane and happy.” 

“What else keeps you sane and happy if I may be so bold?” 

“Oh, moving around from town to town wherever my feet take 
me.” 

“So, you don’t live nearby?” 

“Well, if you mean I have a house or apartment or something like 
that, no, I don’t. I live in a small RV that I drive around. Sometimes, I 
rent a spot in a campground and use their facilities to clean myself and 
hang out with all the conveniences of what they offer. Other times, I 
find a lonely spot in the woods and park there for weeks on end.” 

“Wow, I never met someone like you. How do you manage?” 

“Maybe, I shouldn’t tell you my story.” 

“Oh, come on, I’ll be on my way before too long, and you’ll never 
see me again. What’s the harm?” Jon asked. 

“Uh, nothing, I guess. I manage, and that’s all I need. I don’t need 
tons of money, working ten to twelve hours a day to pay for a house 
that’s beyond my means. What’s more, I don’t owe anyone, and no one 
owns me. I’m happy living the life of a nomad. My home is my camper, 
and I like it that way. Do you get that?” 

“I do. It must be nice. Tell me more.” 

Over the next hour, Olivia and Jon talked, during which Olivia took 
his food order and poured two more drafts in freshly frosted mugs. She 
found him comfortable to talk to and would have remained sitting at his 
table for the rest of the night. However, the restaurant was getting busy, 
and she had to take care of the other diners. 

As the evening progressed, she kept an eye on Jon, noticing that he 
rarely took his eyes off her. She’d smile back whenever their looks met. 
Once, she caught him taking out his smartphone and typing something 
into it. She gave it no notice. Everyone seemed to have one of those 
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things these days. She had no use for them. It was just another thing to 
tie her down. Besides, she didn’t have a family to reach out to every so 
often, and she liked it that way. She was free to do whatever she wanted 
and go where her feet took her. She was responsible for herself and no 
one else. 

Well into the evening, Jon continued to hang around. He had even 
asked her if he could buy her a drink after she went off duty. She had 
turned him down. However, he was persistent and simply waited, not 
pressuring her, and eventually, she told him she got off after closing. 

“What time is that?” 

“Well, we close at nine, but it’s usually closer to ten before I can get 
out of here.” 

“Mind if I hang around? I still want to buy you that drink.” 

“Sure, I don’t see why not. However, you will need to settle up your 
bill long before then. Max doesn’t want anyone to hang around with a 
large open tab.” 

Pulling out his wallet, Jon settled up his bill in cash and sat back to 
wait. 

Olivia went back to her work, occasionally looking in his direction. 
He was still interested and watched her back without that creepy look 
some other guys often gave her. Jon put her at ease. Besides being good-
looking, she wondered what he was hiding under those jeans of his. 
Would he be as terrific in bed as he was in drinking his beer? 

“I wonder,” Olivia mumbled under her breath as she bussed a table. 

*** 

Jon was waiting for her outside the restaurant when she exited the 
place a quarter before ten. She smiled. 

“Where would you like to go? I don’t know what your favorite 
watering hole might be? I can take you to Saranac, Lake Placid. They 
seem to be the larger towns in the area. From what I found, the other 
towns roll up their sidewalks at nine. Or, I could take you somewhere 
else, ladies’ choice.” 

“Well, that’s true. Even in Saranac and Lake Placid, unless there’s a 
big event, they close up by eleven.” 

So, there’s nowhere I can take you to get a drink tonight?” 

“There’s one. How about you take me to your place? I presume you 
have something to drink there?” 
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“Woah, I hadn’t expected that, at least not on the first night we 
met.” 

“I’m not too forward for you, am I? We can just get a six-pack at a 
package store and hang out.” 

“Oh, no. I didn’t mean to give you that impression. Sure, I’d love to 
take you to my place. I’m staying at a hotel in town. It’s down the street 
and around the corner.” 

“That’ll be fine. I know all the places in this town. None of them are 
sleazy. They’re all nice.” 

“Good, we’ll stop on the way and get that six-pack you mentioned. I 
have a second-floor room with a lovely balcony overlooking the lake. 
We can enjoy the water and sounds of nature as we get to know each 
other better over beers.” 

“Sounds nice, but I have to correct you. That’s a pond, not a lake.” 

“Really? A pond. It’s so big. I thought for sure it was a lake.” 

“Jon, in this area, only the largest get to be called lakes, like Saranac 
Lake. That one stretches for eight miles and nearly forty miles of 
shoreline. It’s also deep. No, this is a pond, not even a mile long and a 
quarter-mile wide.” 

“I stand corrected. We can hang out and enjoy the night on the 
balcony overlooking the pond. I’ll bet though that it’s a good fishing 
pond.” 

“It’s mostly populated by smallmouth bass and feeder fish like perch 
and sunnies. It’s about sixty feet deep, and on some days, the water is so 
clear, you can see down to the bottom and watch them care for their 
nests.” 

“That’s interesting. Tell me more when we get to my place.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Olivia added, wrapping her arm around his 
waist. Jon took hers, and together, they walked to his car, where he 
opened the door for her. 

“Or, would you rather follow in your camper? I won’t mind.” 

“That’s alright. I’ll go with you. After all, we’re not going far. The 
package store is a quarter mile that way.” Olivia pointed the way. 

After picking up a six-pack, the two of them headed for his hotel. It 
did not surprise Olivia he chose The Chalet. It was one of the nicest in 
town. Built-in the Swiss Alps style, it had a wrap-around balcony 
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encircling the second floor. Although three sides of the building had a 
view of the water, only the two rooms faced the pond side. Jon led her 
to the one on the right. 

He unlocked the door and opened it for her to see inside. As she 
expected, it was clean and picked up. 

“Nice place. Why don’t I sit down out here on the balcony while 
you take care of things? I want to enjoy the night. I’ve been cooped up 
for way too long inside.” 

“That works. Here, take the beer. I’ll be right back. I need to use the 
bathroom. You’re welcome to use it whenever you need to.” 

“Thank you. I appreciate that. Don’t keep me waiting too long, will 
you? Enjoying the night with a beer and company is better than alone.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” Jon teased her and disappeared inside. 

Olivia, somewhat taken aback by her forwardness, wondered for a 
moment why she said she preferred sharing the night with someone 
rather than alone, which really was her preference. Sitting down, she 
decided it was the growing dampness between her legs that made all the 
difference. One thing Olivia was sure of, Jon wanted to find out just 
how wet he made her. In time, she’d let him find out. Oh, yes. This day 
turned out to be way better than the boring one that started this 
morning. 

Leaning back in the double Adirondack chair, she pulled two beers 
from the six-pack and popped one open. After drinking, she wanted to 
enjoy the clear skies and the moon reflecting off the pond’s ripples 
before retiring for the night. Even the katydids had settled in for the 
night. The only thing she heard was the occasional croak of the bullfrog 
now and then. 

One thing she decided before getting into his car was that before the 
night was out, she’d be making out on the balcony with him and then 
move into his bed. She was already looking forward to a night of ecstasy, 
taking him inside her body. Staring out at the calm, almost still water, 
she prepared herself for a fun night in bed. 
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Chapter Two 

Heather and her father were waiting in their hotel room to find out 
what to do next. Shelby had redirected them to Denmark several days 
ago, insisting that the Consortium facility where they took Rachel was 
around here somewhere. After arriving, they had done some snooping 
on their own, tracking down leads and driving around the area, hoping 
to stumble on the site. After three days, they were at a loss and clueless 
about what to do next. Everything they discovered in the region and 
researched on the Internet revealed nothing of interest.  

Regrouping, they returned to the hotel for a bite to eat and a couple 
of drinks in their room. 

“Dad, why are we sitting around here in Denmark? Shouldn’t we be 
doing something?” Heather complained while nibbling at her sandwich. 

“Hun, we are out of leads. We’re waiting for your friend Shelby to 
show up.” 

“Dad! She’s not my friend. If we didn’t need her, I could have just 
as easily killed her for taking Rachel.” 

“Listen to me, sweetheart. I want to kill the woman too, but that 
wouldn’t bring Rachel back. Plus, they’d prosecute us for first-degree 
murder. Your mother would have lost not only Rachel but the two of us 
as well. She’d be alone for the rest of her life.” 

“Yeah, I know. That doesn’t change how I feel. I hate that bitch for 
what she did to Rachel.” 

“Heather, look at me.” Thomas Ladensen insisted. “Please promise 
me you won’t try to kill her after this is all over. Let the authorities take 
care of her. I can make sure she pays for her crimes.” 

After staring at her food, not touching it, Heather muttered, “Okay, 
I won’t.” Then she looked up at her father and said, “Just promise me 
you will. I don’t want to hear any of that political stuff you throw 
around to everyone else. I don’t want to hear about a compromise, an 
offer for a deal for someone else. She has to pay for what she did to 
Rachel.” 

“I’ll do my best, sweetheart. That’s all I can promise, but I will try.” 

“Dad, I don’t know if that’s good enough. My twin is missing, likely 
dead, and I’ve lost my best friend and sister for life.” 

“And your mother and I have lost a daughter. I feel just as strongly 
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that she has to pay, just not by us.” 

Heather sat there sullenly, shoving her sandwich aside. 
“Whatever….” 

“Dad, I’m going to take a shower.” 

“That’s a good idea, hun. Enjoy.” Her father said as Heather 
stomped to the bathroom, still sullen. She closed the door behind her 
with a little too much force. A minute later, he heard shower water 
through the door. 

Mr. Ladensen regarded his drink and then downed it in a single 
swallow. He refilled it from the bottle that they picked up along with the 
sandwiches. Picking up the glass, he moved to the balcony and looked 
out over the street, three stories below. People were strolling along, so 
unlike what he was used to back in either Chicago or Washington. 
There, people walked with a purpose, hurrying somewhere. Even 
though they walked with purpose, they seemed to take their time getting 
there. The polar opposite of everything he knew. 

Taking a big breath, he slowly sipped his drink, almost emulating 
those below him. While he studied the scene in front of him, he stayed 
aware of the sound of the shower behind him. He loved his daughter, 
but he worried about her. Understanding her point of view, he shared it, 
but he knew enough that he couldn’t act upon it. After all this time, he 
still believed they could find his child alive and safe. Heather wasn’t so 
sure. The one thing he knew about his children, they were tight and 
thick as thieves. They constantly finished each other’s sentences and 
seemed to share emotions simultaneously. He could only hope that they 
would find her, or at the very least, find out what happened to her. 

In time, he heard the shower turn off. Ten minutes later, Heather 
came out, a towel wrapped around her hair and another around her 
body. 

“Feeling better?” Dad asked her. 

“A little. I just hate sitting around twiddling my thumbs.” 

“As do I. We just have to stay patient and persevere.” 

“I know. It’s just….” 

“Here, let me pour you a drink. You still have the rest of your 
sandwich.” 

“I’m not hungry, but I’ll have that drink.” 

Heather went out onto the balcony and sat down on a balcony chair. 
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Her father handed her a drink and sat down beside her. They sat in 
silence for a time, enjoying the warm sun and the sounds of the city. 

“Dad?” 

“Yes, sweetheart.” 

“I don’t feel her anymore. That’s gotta mean something.” Heather 
remarked sullenly. 

“And maybe not. Let’s keep at it until we find her. I have hope we’ll 
find her alive.” 

“Let’s hope so, Daddy. It’s just that I miss her. Maybe I shouldn’t 
fret.” 

“Heather, it’s you and your drive that keeps me going. Never give 
up on that or her.” 

“I won’t. Even if we don’t find her alive, she’s still with me.” 

“And me as well. We’ll keep going and then turn our attention to 
dismantling this Consortium.” 

“Oh, that will happen, Dad. Whether or not we find Rachel, I will 
never stop until they expire, preferably as horrific as what they do to 
their victims.” 

“That’s my girl.” 

*** 

Sir was sitting in his favorite chair at home, scotch in hand, thinking 
about the last time he was here. Reviewing the scene in his mind, he saw 
Avril sitting across from him, offering him a show. That evening, he 
wasn’t interested in perusing her body, as lovely as it was. 

Instead, he had and was still dealing with the damage to his eye. The 
doctors had told him he was partially blind in that eye, likely for the rest 
of his life. They also promised him it would take time, but his brain 
would eventually figure out the confusing imagery and ignore the 
blindness. 

He wasn’t so sure they were right. Weeks later, his vision was just as 
bad and painful. He had taken to wearing an eye patch to allow his brain 
to make sense of what his eyes told him. The patch also reduced the 
fatigue and pain he felt. Instinctively, he knew long-term wearing the 
patch would ultimately be detrimental to the health of the eye. He’d 
figure out a way to balance the two. 
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Right now, it was mid-afternoon, and already he could tell the eye 
was well on its way to being painful. Sitting there, staring at the ice 
floating in the amber liquid in his glass, he was closing his eye just to feel 
better. 

Trying to ignore the issue with his eye, he focused on the business 
of the day. Of primary concern was the breach in security at the last 
auction, as well as the continuing advance of the father/daughter team 
heading their way. 

Vocalizing out loud, Sir reflected. “Damn, I never should have 
gotten that heart for our member. The ramifications of that decision are 
still plaguing us two years later.” 

Getting up, he refilled his scotch, adding ice to help water it down. 
Then, instead of returning to his seat, he walked over to the tall 
windows to stare out at his vast estate. He never seemed to tire at 
looking out over the landscape, green fields, and forest in the distance. 
Everything he could see, he owned, and controlled. It was a good feeling 
to step away from the world at large. He had his various worldwide 
news feeds on his tablet to keep him up to date. This morning, the tablet 
remained untouched on his side table. He just wasn’t in the mood to 
stare at a screen. 

As he was about to take another sip of his drink, his smartphone 
rang. It was from his Executive Assistant. 

“What have you got for me?” The Chairman of the Consortium 
asked. 

“Sir, I have an update for you on the Senator and his daughter. We 
do not understand why they got within a hundred kilometers of the 
facility before turning away and hopping on a flight to Denmark. 
They’ve been scouring the surrounding counties but turned up nothing.” 

“Denmark? I don’t understand. Other than candidate agents, we 
have nothing of interest in that country. Why would they go there?” 

“I am as perplexed as you. The teams keeping track of them lost 
them briefly when the tracking devices went offline for a couple of days. 
They could get them reactivated, which revealed they were in 
Denmark.” 

“Do you know why the trackers went offline?” 

“We have our suspicions but nothing we can confirm right now.” 

“How did you reactivate them?” 

“We sent out a signal that would turn them back on. It took a while 
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to get it done, as we assumed they were still nearby. When that didn’t 
work, we expanded the signal’s reach for several counties around the 
facility. After getting no results, we included the entire country and then 
finally all of Western Europe. We did not know that they had left the 
country, which is why it took so long.” 

“I think it is odd they would leave the country. From everything we 
knew, they were purposely closing in on our facility. What happened 
that turned them away?” 

“Sir, could this have anything to do with our security breach during 
the auction?” 

“That is my thinking, exactly. Could it be possible they created a 
diversion to keep us focused on them and not on the facility security?” 

“If that’s the case, I’ll have the two investigations merged.” 

“Keep them separate for now. It’s enough that you and I know they 
may be related. Since both teams report back up to us, we can see the 
bigger picture. Let them focus on the task at hand, so they don’t lose 
track of their priorities.” 

“Sir, they may miss something.” 

“They could. I grant you that. However, if we stay on top of things, 
we’ll be able to put it together and focus their talents where they are best 
suited.” 

“I see, Sir. Yes, that can work.” 

“What have we learned about the security breach?” 

“I’m sorry to report that the body recently discovered alongside the 
roadway was Susie Chardonnay. The autopsy and DNA analysis 
confirmed that.” 

“That’s too bad. I liked that old biddy. I’ll miss her wit and insight. 
What else?” 

“Sir, the intruder then took Ms. Chardonnay’s motorcar and 
credentials and entered the premises as her. She even wore her clothes 
and made herself up to look exactly like her. None of the guards 
recognized anything out of the ordinary when she arrived. They escorted 
her to her guest quarters without suspicion.” 

“And then?” 

“Sir, the intruder somehow gained her system access passwords and 
spent that night and much of the next morning looking into our data. 
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She didn’t download or print anything. According to the logs, she just 
accessed much of our data from the past couple of years.” 

“Hmm… did anything stand out?” 

“Sir, the analysis teams discovered she focused on prey taken within 
the last several years.” 

“Let me guess. She focused on two, Katie and that one we harvested 
the heart from.” 

“Yes, Sir, Rachel. However, she also focused on another one. It may 
surprise you to find out who.” 

“Hmm, that wouldn’t be, by chance, Avril?” 

“Yes, Sir. How did you…?” 

“We assigned our rogue agent to all three of them. First, she 
investigated and helped take Avril. A few years later, we assigned her the 
rush job on the heart harvest, and last, she was the lead investigator on 
Katie.” 

“Sir, I should have caught that.” 

“Don’t worry about it. It would have come out, eventually. Now 
that you know, include that snippet of information in the investigations. 
We must capture that rogue agent. She has the capability of disrupting 
our operations, and we can’t have that.” 

“Yes, Sir. I’ll do just that.” 

*** 

“Dad, I hate all this sitting around. I want to do something, and I 
don’t mean read a book.” 

“Do you know what?” 

“That’s the problem, Dad, no, I don’t. But should that stop us? I’ve 
been researching exactly that for days now. Despite that, I haven’t 
figured out what to do or where to go next.” 

“Heather, something will turn up. I’d urge you to stay patient, even 
if I feel the same way.” 

“Dad, if we would just hear from Shelby, that would help settle me.” 

“I agree. I don’t like how she can contact us, but we can’t 
reciprocate.” 

“You know, I have this nagging feeling we’re on a wild goose chase 
here in Denmark. I think we should have never left England.” 
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“I didn’t want to say anything before, but I suspected that for a 
while now. Who knows, perhaps there was something here.” 

“Dad, I want to go back to England and pick up from where we left 
off. Screw Shelby. If she wants to, she’ll find us. At least I’ll feel better 
doing something other than all this sitting around.” 

“Then we’ll head out first thing in the morning.” 

“Dad, why can’t we just go now?” 

“Sweetheart, it’s the middle of the night. There are no flights out at 
this hour. What do you want to do, swim all the way there? It’ll be better 
to catch up on our rest, fuel up our bodies and then move on.” 

“I suppose you’re right.” 

“It’s too late to go to the dining room or find a restaurant. I’ll order 
room service, and then we’ll go to bed. However, it’ll probably not be 
anything more than a light snack.” 

“That’s alright. That’s about all I can eat right now. We can get 
breakfast after we get our plane tickets.” 

“That’s my girl,” the Senator said to his daughter. Picking up the 
phone, he dialed room service. 
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Chapter Three 

Standing on his balcony, Jon stared out over the calm pond. Though 
he seemed relaxed, his mind struggled with thoughts running around 
between his ears. His scheduled time off was running out, and soon, 
he’d be returning to his job. Jon was expecting the return to duty call 
almost any time. At any other time, he’d be excited to return. His life as 
a hunter for this unnamed agency he worked for was exciting and fun. 
He enjoyed researching the backgrounds of his targets and then working 
with his mates to grab the approved targets and put them on a plane to 
who the fuck knows where. 

Not that he cared for what happened to those he hunted after he 
turned them over. They paid him well, and his job had its benefits. One 
thing he enjoyed was fucking the bitches assigned to him. One might 
think he was a stalker, which would be true if he did this all 
independently. The thing was, they paid him to look into the 
backgrounds of his targets, sleep with them if possible, and file his 
experiences and recommendations on to his handlers. 

In all other respects, it was a great job that allowed him the freedom 
to do what he wanted, travel the country, and maintain a nice place to 
come home. His beach house overlooking the Pacific was small but 
terrific. He loved the place. Between assignments, he either enjoys a 
staycation, or he’d go somewhere where he could get away from people, 
traffic, and the usual areas they sent him. He ended up here in the 
Adirondack Mountains of Upstate New York solely to do something 
quiet and relaxing. It was civilized in a rustic sort of way. It had trees 
with wide-open spaces where he could enjoy nature to its fullest. 

He enjoyed his time off and knew that he would soon get called 
back. Normally, he welcomed it. This time, he was torn. While on his 
vacation, he had made a connection. It was a connection to a woman he 
liked. She was intelligent and seemed carefree. If there was a definition 
of anyone off the grid in this connected world, it was Olivia. She didn’t 
have a cell phone, computer accounts, or anything considered a 
footprint in the world. 

The problem was, in his experience as a hunter, she checked every 
box of someone perfect to collect and earn a nice commission on the 
contract. Despite his better instincts, he checked up on her and found 
that his suspicions were correct. She was the perfect target. Only no one 
had given him this assignment. The thing was, now that he had opened 
the door when he checked up on her, he was certain that they would 
order her pickup. 
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He didn’t know what to do. 

In thinking about it, he could turn in an unfavorable report. Yet, he 
knew this wouldn’t work. They would discover it was a falsehood and 
put him into hot water. He didn’t want what happened to his previous 
team leader happening to him. With what she did and how they 
responded, he knew full well his superiors would scrutinize the rest of 
the team for similar behaviors. He, frankly, didn’t want to die. 

After taking a swig of his Coke, he leaned on the railing and thought 
some more. He knew what he had to do. He resisted, but he knew he 
must. It was at this moment that his phone rang. Looking down at the 
screen, he recognized the number. How fortuitous. It was his callback to 
work. 

Accepting the call, he said. “Jon here.” 

“Jon, are you ready to go back to work? God, how you could enjoy 
the great outdoors away from everything is anyone’s guess.” 

“Hey, Mike. I guess I am. What have you got?” 

“An assignment.” 

“Mike, before you give me that, I found a target that I want to put in 
for the finder’s fee for pickup assignment.” 

“Then we’re probably talking about the same assignment. I just saw 
the approval by the higher-ups for pick up. I thought it curious as there 
was no name in the referral. The target is in your neck of the woods. Do 
you know anything about it?” 

“Tell me, what’s the target’s name?” 

“Would you believe, Olivia, as in Olivia Munn? From her picture, 
I’d say she’s cute. From the documentation I’ve seen on her, she fits the 
perfect profile on at least sixty percent of our targets.” 

Jon sighed, “you said, Olivia? You wouldn’t mean Olivia Burke?” 

“I did. Do you know her?” 

“Yes, I do. She’s a restaurant server in the nearby town.” 

“Have the two of you hooked up?” 

Putting on his metaphorical working hat, Jon replied. “Yes, we 
have.” 

“Then I can presume that this Olivia is the target you want your 
name on the referral?” 

“Sure.” 
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“Okay, then. It’s done. You got it. You’re authorized to collect her 
as soon as possible and keep from getting noticed. Do you need backup 
on this?” 

“I believe so. There’s not much clean-up, but she lives in an RV 
camper. We can drive that into a container truck and make it disappear 
during the grab. I’ll need at least one other hunter to put it all together.” 

“Alright, I’ll assign someone to you, and together, you can work out 
the details. Let’s make this quick, alright? There’s other work piling up. I 
need the entire team available to handle the demand.” 

“Alright, Mike. You can count on me.” 

Jon hung up the phone and resumed staring out over the pond. 
With his marching orders, his superiors decided for him, resolving his 
quandary. He knew what he needed to do. 

“Damn.” 

*** 

“Hey Jon, how are you?” Olivia asked. 

“Good, Olivia. You?” 

“I’m fine. When do you go back to the real world?” 

“You mean, when do I have to report back to the office? 
Tomorrow. I’ll leave first thing.” 

“Oh, well, it’s been nice knowing you.” 

“Do you want to share a six-pack on my balcony after you get off?” 

“I’d like that. Besides, I have news for you too.” 

“Do you want to tell me now, or are you going to force me to wait 
until later?” 

“Oh, I can tell you now. Just let me check on my tables. Stay here at 
the counter, and I’ll be right back.” 

“Fine,” Jon said, watching her glide across the room. True to her 
word, she was back in a scant few minutes. 

“Do you want something?” Olivia asked from behind the counter. 

“A draft would be good.” 

“No problem. Coming right up?” she replied while reaching under 
the counter for a fresh mug. “Sorry, we’re out of frosted ones.” 
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“That’s alright,” Jon reassured her as she drew the draft and sat it 
down in front of him. 

Then, leaning on the counter across from him, she gave him a good 
look down her shirt. Jon always appreciated the sentiment. She was 
moderately petite, but her tits fit her frame nicely, implying they were 
bigger than they were. 

“So, what’s up?” 

“I’ve told Max I’ll be leaving after the weekend. I figured you’d be 
on your way, and I’m getting restless to move on. Max knows I’ll be 
back someday. He knows me for who I am. Whenever I want the job 
back, he’ll give it to me.” 

“Do you know where you’re going?” 

“I suppose wherever my feet and the wheels on my camper take me. 
Not too far, I’m sure. Probably something within a hundred miles from 
here.” 

“You just need some new scenario.” 

“That’s it, exactly. You’re getting to know me.” 

“I suppose,” Jon answered thoughtfully. “When did you decide to 
move on?” 

“Oh, early in the week, I guess. I’m not sure. I only hung around 
this long because of you.” 

“Me?” 

“Sure, you’re a good lay, and I enjoy being with you.” 

“You are as well. I’ve enjoyed our company.” 

“Me too.” 

“You’re not leaving on my account, are you?” 

“Gawd, no. You told me, in the beginning, you were here only for a 
short time. I get it. I like you and all, but my soul is telling me to move 
on.” 

“That’s good. I like you too.” 

“Say, do you want to come with me? If you can swing it, I mean.” 

“I don’t think I can, but let me think about it.” 

“Alright,” Olivia whispered in a pensive sort of way. “Well, anyway, 
we’ll have tonight together. We can wrap things up then.” 
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“Sure. Listen, I have some things I’d like to do. Should I meet you 
here at the restaurant or pick you up at your camper?” 

“Pick me here.” 

“Sure thing. Is ten tonight alright?” 

“Maybe even a few minutes beforehand. I’m sure it’ll be okay with 
Max.” 

“Good. I’ll see you then.” Jon confirmed. Downing the rest of his 
beer in a single chug, he said goodbye with a wink of an eye. 

Olivia smiled and went back to her duties, watching his back as he 
walked out the door. There was something off about him, but she 
shrugged it off and went back to work. 

*** 

That night, they didn’t even spend time on the balcony chatting. No 
sooner as the two of them reached his motel door, she wrapped herself 
around his body and pushed him to the bed. Even before they landed 
on the mattress, their mouths locked together in a kiss, he stripped off 
her blouse and started working on her bra. She pulled his shirt from his 
pants and began working on his belt. 

Falling on the bed, Olivia on top of Jon, she smothered him with 
kisses as she worked desperately to free his cock from his jeans. Jon, in 
the meantime, expertly removed her bra with one hand and began 
roughly massaging her tits. Olivia moaned, feeling the heat flush her face 
and her pussy getting wetter by the second. 

Kicking off his shoes, he helped her slide his jeans down the length 
of his legs and kicked them aside. Just as soon as he was free of the 
jeans, so went his underwear. Undeterred, Olivia wrapped her hand 
around him and started massaging it to life. It didn’t take too much 
effort. His cock quickly stood at attention, ready to dive into a warm, 
moist, dark place between her legs. 

Meanwhile, Jon slipped a hand under her waistband and slid towards 
the core of her femininity. As his fingers disappeared inside her pants, 
Olivia opened her mouth wider breathlessly while crushing her lips to 
his. She felt the heat of his cock, and it only encouraged her to raise the 
temperature of her excitement. 

The moment his fingers found their target, Olivia moaned, almost 
collapsing her full weight on him. With a building need, she released his 
cock, undid her pants, and pushed her jeans and panties to the floor. 
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Whipping her feet up and down, she tried desperately to fling the 
clothing shackling her legs from her body. It didn’t work. Then, using 
one foot to push down the other leg, unsuccessfully making them 
disappear. Frustrated at her failure to do even this small thing, she let go 
of Jon, stood up, and finally removed the last of her clothing. 

Jon pulled her towards him, taking a breast deep into his mouth. 
Olivia’s head flew backward as she took his head in her hands and 
pulled him tight to her chest. Enjoying the sensation flooding from her 
nipple to her groin, she leaned in and kissed the top of his head, running 
her fingers through his hair. 

Jon’s expertise drove Olivia to another height, alternately sucking, 
kissing, and nibbling on her nipple. She didn’t even notice he ignored 
her other breast until he suddenly let go of one and took the other into 
his mouth. She moaned even louder. Once again, she threw her head 
and shoulders back, further exposing her chest to his hunger. Jon 
delivered, alternately spending quality time on each of her ‘girls,’ giving 
her what she desperately needed. 

Removing his free hand from under her panties, he used it to maul 
the free breast while sucking on the other one. After enjoying time on 
one, he swapped places. Olivia built to orgasm. It was only later that she 
realized she had never cum this way before, just through the pleasure of 
a mouth on her tits. None of that mattered now. All she wanted, or 
needed, was his mouth on her tits, playing her nipples as a finely tuned 
musical instrument. 

Her need was growing ever so close. Without thought or warning, 
she pulled him tighter to her and felt her climax build. Jon must have 
also felt her need. He took her over the edge when he started growling 
in the back of his throat, vibrating her nipples in time with him. 

Olivia silently screamed as her mind disappeared in an ocean of 
orgasmic pleasure. All that now existed was an all-encapsulating ecstasy 
brought on by Jon as she straddled his lap and his glorious mouth on 
her chest. She had never felt this way, and she didn’t want it to end. 

That is—until her pussy started begging for attention, stimulated by 
the orgasm surrounding it. The core of her femininity, her vagina, 
demanded attention. An ache built in her clit and stabbed deep into her 
core. Distracted by her need between her legs, Olivia’s orgasm broke, 
and the new building need took over, front and center. 

Pulling Jon close to her body, she took his hand away from her 
breast and pushed it down towards her groin. He felt her need and knew 
just what to do, appreciating giving her what she needed. His fingers 
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found the slick wetness of her pussy and pulled her lips wide. Olivia 
grasped his cock and directed him towards her opening. He slid into her 
without effort. Immediately, she felt the heat of his cock burn inside her. 
A satisfying sound of wonder escaped her lips as she pushed her hips 
down, driving his cock further inside her body. While there was no need, 
Jon grasped her waist and pulled, joining in her need to have him inside 
her. 

Wrapping her arms around his neck, she ground herself onto him, 
wiggling her hips back and forth, grinding her groin into his. Pressing 
her chest against his, she felt her tits crush against him, further adding to 
her pleasure. 

Their lips met, and their tongues explored the depth of passion. 
Olivia became lost in his lips. He certainly knew how to kiss a woman, 
and she let his tongue caress the dark wetness inside her mouth. 
Enjoying his presence, she’d suck on his tongue, pulling it deeper behind 
her lips. 

Needing a breath, Olivia whispered in his ear. “This is so good, 
Jon.” 

He didn’t vocalize an answer. Instead, he let the back of his throat 
rumble. Subconsciously, Olivia felt the purr leading the way to the growl 
of a lion stalking its next meal. Olivia heard the message and gave 
herself over to him. 

Jon stood up, picking up Olivia with him. Not letting go of her, he 
kept her perched on his cock buried inside her. Bouncing her up and 
down on his shaft, Jon turned her towards the bed. Not too gently, he 
fell on her, driving his cock forcibly inside her, splitting open not only 
her pussy but cervix. She squealed in happiness and took his face in her 
hands, and kissed him all over. So hungry she was for him, she couldn’t 
get enough and smothered him with endless kisses. 

After letting Olivia get her fill, Jon bounced her to the center of the 
bed, pushing her with his legs and cock. Olivia looked up and smiled. 
Her eyes were wide and moist, her irises dilated, and her mouth open. 
She tried to pull him down; she needed to feel his full weight on her as 
he continued driving between her legs. He resisted, wanting to maintain 
the superior position. Undeterred, she wrapped her legs around his ass 
and pulled. She almost succeeded. 

Instead, Jon diverted the strength of her energy, assisting him in 
pulling up on her waist, almost bending her in half. The new position 
opened a new world of access to his cock. He took advantage, and all 
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Olivia could do was let it all happen. 

He was certainly a superb lover, and she knew he knew it too. He 
could read her ever-changing moods, giving her what she needed even 
before she knew it herself. 

Then he changed tactics. Instead of the constant, rhythmic 
pounding, he buried himself as far as he could and held it there. 
Instinctively, Olivia’s pussy began contracting around him, almost as if it 
wanted to throttle it—crushing it. She felt her muscles ripple up and 
down the length of his shaft, squeezing him tightly. 

Early in the week, he told her that when she contracted her pussy 
that way, it felt like she was trying to spit him out forcibly. She found 
that difficult to understand. All she wanted was to keep him there, inside 
her, forever. As she throttled him, she felt him fight to battle towards 
ejection and pressed himself harder against her, keeping his cock right 
where it happily was. 

“Oh, Gawd.” Olivia moaned. “This is…. “Her voice trailed off. 

She saw him looking down at her, watching her breasts undulate 
back and forth in time with his building need to remain in place. She 
smiled, enjoying the greedy look on his face, so in control. Relenting, 
she submitted to his need, knowing he would reward her. 

Feeling his cock inside her, locked in the vice of her pussy 
contractions, she felt his need elevate once again, and his heat built even 
hotter. That heat expanded to encompass everything around it before 
touching her cervix and opening her womb. His cock, seemingly on fire, 
forced her to fall into a well of pleasure suddenly. Unprepared, her 
climax hit her, and she dropped into an ocean of ecstasy. 

Somewhere in her mind, she felt his hot cum fire, almost as if it was 
trying to put out the fire in her womb. It didn’t. Instead, it was like 
gasoline, igniting an even hotter fire inside her. Now, the only thing she 
knew was the height of her pleasure and the hot cock drowning her in 
orgasmic bliss. 

She didn’t know how long it lasted, but at some point, her lungs 
demanded air, breaking her trance. Taking a quick breath, Olivia willed 
her orgasm to keep going. It did for a bit, but now that the wall to her 
lungs had opened, her body’s instinct to breathe took over, and slowly, 
her climax relaxed its death grip on his cock. 

Olivia let out a satisfying sigh and reached up to kiss Jon once more. 
Seeing his satisfied expression, she smiled. 

After a time, she whispered, “Thank you.” 
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Chapter Four 

No doubt about it, Avril was worried about Sir. After all these 
weeks, he was still recovering from his death match at the last auction. 
He wouldn’t let on to how severe his injuries were, but Avril could tell. 
Every time she touched him, in and out of bed, she felt his body tense, 
even as he tried to hide it from her. 

What was even more concerning, he hadn’t gone to the dungeon to 
play with his new acquisitions. The bunch of them sat in their tiny cells, 
without so much as a hello from him. This was certainly out of character 
for him. Over the years, Avril had never known him not to introduce 
this new prey to the realities of living under his domain. By now, at the 
least, he would have at least fucked each one after giving them a beating. 
Instead, they paced in their tiny quarters, eating when fed and otherwise 
waiting for something to happen. 

It concerned her that she worried about his health and wellbeing. 
Certainly, he never showed concern to his property, whom he routinely 
purchased, taken their screams, murdered, and then disposed of their 
bodies. She had come close enough to the same fate often enough. So 
why was she bothered so much by his injuries? Could she love him 
back? 

Shaking her head, she distracted herself by looking in on Hee-Jin 
and getting her started on producing the product. Last week, the 
Consortium delivered the custom milking machine she purchased along 
with Hee-Jin. A few days later, a set of technicians set it up. She 
supervised, providing direction for where and how to configure it. 

This was no simple handheld milk expressing machine. Avril had 
decided on getting the Cadillac of devices that did much more than 
express milk from a pair of teats and store it. This machine contained all 
the automation necessary to keep milk production at optimal levels 
while still indulging in the house’s predilections with purchased prey. 

The machine was a heavy steel contraption with articulating 
powered arms that, in some ways, mimicked a St. Andrew’s Cross. It 
even had vibrators and insertables to give the occupant a good time. 
Once she strapped Hee-Jin in, Avril could move the girl into limitless 
positions while suction cups sucked the milk from her teats and carried 
it off for processing and distribution. Then, while Hee-Jin expressed her 
milk, Avril could play with her new toy, ravishing or tormenting her as 
she felt. This part, she knew she would enjoy, and Sir expected. The best 
part, so long as the girl produced milk, Avril could keep her alive. The 
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lactation drugs would help. 

The machine would also keep her alive by supplying nutrients, 
fluids, and drugs to produce milk while carrying off waste as necessary. 
In effect, the device was so automated. Hee-Jin could remain strapped in 
the machine for weeks on end with no one watching over her. This 
meant Avril could leave the house for trips to the auction facility while 
Hee-Jin filled container after container of fresh mother’s milk, ready for 
market. 

However, having the confidence that she could leave for days on 
end was still in the future. First, Avril needed to install Hee-Jin into the 
machine and work out the details. For now, Hee-Jin expressed her milk 
in standard retail bottles any mother would use. Avril required her to 
express her milk this way for two reasons, one to get her used to the 
idea of expressing her milk mechanically, and second, to keep her milk 
production flowing. It would do no good to have the girl stop producing 
milk, forcing Avril to dispose of her and acquire fresh milking stock. 

Avril first went to the room where the workers installed the new 
machine. Last night, Sir had given it the once over and then approved of 
the installation. Avril wasn’t skilled in the device’s engineering, but she 
knew Sir was. She felt better once he gave it his stamp of approval. Avril 
signed off on the work, and she tipped the workers by giving them time 
to play with Avril’s other prey. They left a little while later with a 
satisfied smile on their faces. 

Strolling into the room where the machine was, Avril took a 
moment to take in the entire scene. Avril had the room warmly 
decorated with Korean-related paraphernalia on the walls to make Hee-
Jin comfortable, however unlikely that might be. Clear vinyl piping led 
to various refrigerated containers in a far corner. The sealed concrete 
floor directed inadvertent escaping fluids to a drain out of sight along 
the back wall. 

After enjoying the view, Avril went up to the machine and walked 
around it, caressing it and checking its straps and restraints. Strapping a 
test dummy into the machine, Avril put it through its paces to ensure it 
wouldn’t accidentally harm her milk production source. Pressing the 
buttons on the control panel, she moved the thing about, making sure it 
wouldn’t rip arms and legs from their joints, crush, or otherwise cause 
bodily harm to the girl. Satisfied, she removed the dummy and 
positioned it on a nearby chair, posing it to make it look like a spectator 
to the action in the milking machine. 

“It’s as ready as it will ever be. Time to get Hee-Jin,” Avril said 
softly to the empty room. 
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With one last caress of the machine, Avril put on a floor-length, 
black cape buttoned at the chest and headed for Hee-Jin’s cell. Stepping 
in front of the girl’s cell, Avril took a deep breath, reached into a pocket, 
and took out a key to the cell. Unlocking the door, she pushed it open 
and stepped in. Avril found Hee-Jin sitting on the side of the bed, a 
selection of filled milk bottles next to her. 

“Very good, Hee-Jin,” Avril remarked, referring to the filled bottles. 

“You give me more bottles?” Hee-Jin asked. 

“No, I have something better in mind. Come with me. But before 
we go, use the toilet and relieve yourself.” 

Over the past weeks, Avril learned that while Hee-Jin spoke a little 
English, she understood quite a bit, leaving Avril unworried about 
communicating with her. For what Avril wanted from the girl, she didn’t 
need to talk very much. All she had to do was produce her milk, 
enjoying or suffering day after day for the rest of her life. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” Hee-Jin said in her broken Korean accent and stood 
up. After she got off the toilet, she turned towards Avril and waited. 

“Is that everything? Water and excrement?” 

“Huh?” Hee-Jin asked. “I know not what you mean.” 

“When was the last time you did a dump?” 

“Oh, I know now what you mean. This morning, Ma’am.” 

“Good. You won’t need to for a while. That’s good.” 

Avril turned around and walked out the door, not bothering to 
check if the demure Korean girl followed. Leading her down the hall, 
Avril made way for the milk production room. Stopping in front of the 
door, Avril turned to the nervous Hee-Jin, who halted quickly in her 
tracks. 

“Hee-Jin, what you are about to see and experience will keep you 
alive. Do you understand?” 

“Ah, no, Ma’am. What you mean, keep me alive?” 

 “When you first arrived here, I said you would live here the rest of 
your life. Do you remember me telling you that?” 

“Yes, Ma’am, I remember.” 

“Do you remember spending time in that other place before I 
brought you here?” 
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“Yes…” Hee-Jin answered hesitantly. 

“Do you recall what happened there?” 

“Yes, Ma’am, I was a prisoner there. They taught me to walk in 
heels, and they hurt me when I didn’t do what they told me.” 

“That’s right. Not only did they hurt you, but they also killed others 
like you. Isn’t that, right?” 

“Yes, I remember. Is that what will happen to me?” 

“Maybe, Hee-Jin, it all depends upon your milk. Do you 
understand?” 

“Ma’am, this I understand. So long as I keep producing milk, I live. 
Is that right?” 

“Yes, Hee-Jin, that is what I mean. I take your milk, and in return, I 
will keep you alive.” 

“Thank you, Ma’am. Is that all I do?” 

“Mostly, yes, but you will do other things for me.” 

“Yes, Ma’am. I understand. I am your property, and I happy to serve 
you.” 

“That’s correct, Hee-Jin. You serve me for as long as I have a use 
for you. After that, you will die.” 

“I understand, Ma’am. I serve you many years. This I promise.” 

“Hee-Jin, there’s no need to promise, only do as I tell you.” 

“I understand, Ma’am. I do what you tell me.” 

“Good, now I don’t want you to be afraid of what you will see in 
this room. There’s nothing dangerous or harmful. However, it will help 
you produce your milk and keep you alive. Do you understand?” 

“No, Ma’am. Me not understand.” 

“No worries. Just know I will keep you safe so long as I can take 
your milk.” 

Hee-Jin nodded but otherwise kept silent. 

With that, Avril turned to the door, opened it, and walked in. When 
Hee-Jin didn’t immediately follow her, Avril beckoned the girl to come 
in. Hee-Jin stepped cautiously into the room, her eyes wide open as she 
stared at the contraption in front of her. 

Eventually, she muttered to Avril, “For me?” 
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“Yes, Hee-Jin, for you. It will keep you alive as it takes your milk.” 

After a minute, the girl asked, “How?” 

“Hee-Jin, I will put you into the machine, and it will take your milk 
from you automatically. You won’t have to pump at all. It will do it all 
for you. It will even give you food and drink.” 

“I scared.” Hee-Jin said, leaning towards the door. 

“Stop!” Avril commanded, freezing the frightened girl in her tracks. 

“Hee-Jin, either you give me my milk using that, or I will kill you 
right now. Do you want to die?” 

Shaking her head violently, Hee-Jin said simply, fear all over her 
face. “No, die.” 

“Then get in,” Avril commanded. 

Slowly, dragging her feet, Hee-Jin walked towards the machine, 
wide-eyed and afraid. Nonetheless, she stepped up and faced the device. 
Positioning the Korean girl against the machine, Avril wrapped the shiny 
metallic band around her waist and locked her to the device. She 
fastened several metal bands down the length of both her arms and legs, 
immobilizing the girl. Then Avril secured more metallic bands over her 
chest, above and below her tits. Lastly, she placed a metallic cap over her 
head and locked it in place. Hee-Jin could move her head back and 
forth, but she could move nothing besides her fingers and toes. The 
monstrous device would automatically move and flex her body, keeping 
her restrained while constantly expressing her milk. 

Standing back, Avril looked at her work and smiled at the sight of 
the girl securely strapped to the device. To Avril, restrained in the 
machine, Hee-Jin looked beautiful. 

“Are you comfortable?” Avril asked the shaking Hee-Jin. 

“Um,” she started, “not sure, Ma’am.” 

“I see, but well, I can’t do any better. It would be best if you didn’t 
move too much so the machine could do its work. If you need to shift 
position, it will do it for you.” 

Avril didn’t tell her she enjoyed seeing Hee-Jin restrained in the 
machine, vulnerable and exposed and at Avril’s mercy. 

Hee-Jin didn’t respond to Avril’s answer. She just waited. It was all 
she could do. Avril retrieved the milking cups and showed them to Hee-
Jin. 
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“You know what these are?” 

“They take my milk.” 

“Yes, that’s what they do,” Avril confirmed and attached them to 
the girl’s nipples. The design of the machine placed the cups in just the 
right position to connect to the breasts. A slight vacuum kept them in 
place until Avril turned on the device. 

“Hee-Jin, after I turn on the machine, you will feel the sucking 
sensation of a baby’s mouth feeding on your tits. You won’t have to do 
anything other than relaxing and let it all happen. Easy. Do you 
understand?” 

“Yes, I think so, Ma’am.” 

“Hee-Jin, the machine can also move in various positions to 
encourage you to give up your milk. I am going to move it now so that 
you will face the floor. Do you know what gravity is?” 

“No,” the girl said. 

“Gravity is the force all around us that makes things fall to the 
ground.” 

“Is that the name for it?” 

“Yes, it’s a force all around us and keeps us on the ground. 
Otherwise, we’d all float away into nothingness. Here, gravity helps you 
produce your milk and carry it away.” 

“I’m scared.” 

“I understand. Please don’t be. It will be alright, I assure you.” 

“Um, okay.” 

“The machine can do other things besides move you around. It can 
give you food to eat and water to drink. It can handle your urine and 
excrement. That’s not very attractive, but it is essential in ensuring you 
stay healthy and productive. What is more interesting is it can excite you 
and make you happy. You’ll have fun. We’ll deal with that after you get 
used to expressing your milk.” 

Avril waited a few moments before she continued. 

“I’m going to move you now. There’s nothing to worry about, just 
relax and let it happen. If you fight it, you may get hurt.” 

“Yes, Ma’am. I relax.” 

“Good. Here goes.” Avril said as she took the controls and began 
adjusting the machine. 
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First, Avril had the device spread the girl’s legs apart, forming a nice 
‘V’ shape. Then she raised the machine up and off the ground while 
tilting the whole thing until Hee-Jin leaned forward at about a forty-five-
degree angle, facing the floor. Much of her weight transferred to the 
many straps holding her tight to the machine. With one last adjustment, 
Avril tightened the straps to hold her securely in the new position. 

“How are you? Are you okay?” 

“I think, Ma’am. This is all I do?” 

“Yes, Hee-Jin, that’s it. At least for now. Do you see this tube near 
your face?” 

Hee-Jin nodded. 

“If you get thirsty, put this in your mouth and suck on it. It will give 
you cool water for drinking. Drink as much of the cool water as you 
want. It’s important to stay hydrated.” 

“What if I have to go?” 

“You mean, relieve yourself. Just go ahead. There’s a cup between 
your legs to catch your urine. When you’re finished, the machine has a 
built-in bidet, which will rinse and dry you. Do you know what a bidet 
is?” 

Hee-Jin shook her head. 

“A bidet is a device for cleaning your bottom with warm water. It 
will feel good. You’ll be fine. Please trust me, so long as you produce 
milk, you will be fine.” 

“And if I stop making milk?” 

“We’ll worry about that when the time comes. For now, just eat, 
drink and make milk. Tomorrow, I’ll give you food to eat.” 

“You leaving, Ma’am.” 

“No, not right now, Hee-Jin, but eventually. I have other duties that 
need my attention. You just stay there and make milk for me, and 
everything will be okay.” 

“Okay,” Hee-Jin said in her cracked English. 

“I’m now going to turn on the machine and take your milk,” Avril 
told her. 

Hee-Jin nodded, not sure she was ready but knowing she had little 
choice in the matter.  



36 Richard Verry  

“I ready, Ma’am.”  

Avril turned on the device, and the machine began rhythmically 
drawing her milk out. Instantly, expressed milk flowed down the tubes 
attached to the nipple cups. 

“You’re doing well, Hee-Jin. You are making me very happy.” 

“Thank you, Ma’am. It feels strange.” 

“But not bad?” 

“Oh, no, Ma’am. It feels good… I think.” 

“Good. That’s the way it should be. I’m going to leave the machine 
at this setting to see how things go. After I get a sense of how you are 
doing, I will adjust it to match your production.” 

Hee-Jin nodded her acceptance but said nothing. She continued to 
have a look of concern and fear on her face. It was something Avril 
expected. 

“Hee-Jin, look at me,” Avril told the girl. “Just relax, rest, and stay 
calm. No one will harm you. That goes for the machine, too; it will not 
hurt you. Is that understood?” 

Hee-Jin nodded again, giving Avril the impression she was trying. 

“If you want to sleep, go ahead. The machine will not care. All it 
wants is your milk. You can sleep and dream if that is what you want. 
Okay?” 

“Okay.” 

“Good. Now, I need to check on the tubing and collection 
containers. I’ll be behind you for a while.” Avril told the girl and walked 
behind her and out of sight. 

Avril checked the lines, noting that everything was working as 
expected. The girl’s milk flowed nicely down the tubes and into the first 
container. Even using sterilized containers and lines, there was always a 
threat of contamination. A series of filters strained the milk, and 
ultraviolet light killed any bacteria before depositing the milk into the 
container. Before long, a small amount of milk coated the bottom of the 
refrigerated container. Avril smiled. All was going as promised. 

As Avril looked at Hee-Jin, her gaze traveled up the inside of the 
girl’s legs and settled on the exposed slit between them. Soon, she would 
split that with a vibrating dildo. She might even put on a strap-on and 
enjoy herself. 

“Hee-Jin, you have a very pretty kitty. Do you know that?” 
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“Kitty, Mistress?” 

“A nice term for your vagina.” 

“You like my — kitty?” 

Giving it a warm caress, Avril answered, “Yes, I do, Hee-Jin. It 
looks beautiful.” 

“Ah, thank you, Mistress,” Hee-Jin answered, unsure of what more 
to say about the comment. 

Checking everything overtook time. Avril estimated she remained 
out of Hee-Jin’s sight for at least a half-hour. She took one last look at 
the container storing the milk. Already, there was a measurable amount. 
Small, but it was a start. Satisfied, she turned her attention to Hee-Jin 
and asked. 

“Okay?” Avril asked her milk cow. 

Hee-Jin replied. “Okay.” 

“Good. I’m going to sit down and watch as you give your milk.” 

Sitting down, Avril settled in with a bottle of water in her hands. She 
watched Hee-Jin’s tits undulate under the rhythmic sucking of the 
machine. It was mesmerizing seeing the girl’s flesh move in time with 
the device as it extracted the milk and sent it on its way to processing 
and storage. 

“This is going to work.” Avril breathed under her breath. With 
nothing to do, Hee-Jin closed her eyes and relaxed. “Yes, this is going to 
work.” 
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