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 Infiltration 1 

 

Prologue 

In 973 A.D., at the end of the first Millennium, a bored well-to-
do noble found nothing in his life that excited him. Trying to 
recapture the excitement and carnal desires of his youth, he 
experienced disappointment after disappointment. 

Not finding what he needed at home, he went on a quest to 
answer the perplexing question. What will he do to add fulfillment 
to his life? At a loss, he moped until he came across an 
acquaintance, he met a few years before.  

Calling on his acquaintance at his home, the two of them 
shared food and drank to excess. In the wee hours of the night, his 
host casually mentioned a hobby he enjoyed in the cellars of his 
estate. Intrigued, the noble pressed on. Within the hour, he found 
his new passion. Excited, he joined in on the festivities. By 
morning, covered in blood, the noble gazed at the whimpering 
body suspended by its bound wrists. Though still alive, there was a 
question of whether it would recover for another night of fun or 
surrender to its injuries and die. The noble didn’t care. His 
reasoning was there were more of them out there. 

Rejoining his host, the two of them talked about the night. He 
was too excited and wound-up to sleep. By mid-day, the two of 
them created the framework of an organization whose sole purpose 
was to make money while satisfying the eccentricities of those who 
could afford the coin. After another night of excising their passions 
in his host’s stables, two more people lay dead or dying at their 
hands. 

By the end of the week, the two wealthy men cemented their 
partnership in this new venture. The charter of this alliance was 
simple. Collect suitable inventory and sell to those who could 
afford to satisfy their carnal sadistic fantasies, protected from 
external interference.  

Over the years, the two men set up a system to steal people 
discreetly from the streets and sell them into bondage to the highest 
bidder. Their activities defined a new difference between trafficking 
and slavery. They didn’t intend on using their victims to 
supplement their labor force to support their estates. Instead, they 
extracted their passions on their playthings, reaping screams, cries 
for mercy, and ultimately, the lives of their victims. 

Thus, the two men became the founders and charter members 
of an organization now called the ‘Consortium.’ 





 Infiltration 3 

 

Chapter One 

“I don’t understand. How do you know about this? What did you 
call it, the Consortium?” 

“I used to work for them.” 

“You used to be a member?” 

“Ah, no. I don’t think I could afford the membership application 
fee, not to mention the annual costs. You must be among the elite rich, 
a subset of the one-percenters, to even get considered for membership. 
No, I worked for them.” 

“As what?” 

Gulping, Shelby stopped a moment before admitting. “As a hunter.” 

“A hunter,” Heather exclaimed, her voice rising uncontrollably. 

“Shhh.” Shelby tried to quiet her down. “Yes, a hunter. I am 
ashamed to admit it now. I did not understand what hunting for the 
Consortium meant to those I hunted.” 

“A hunter,” Heather voiced quietly, “a hunter. Why?” 

“I was very good at my job, and the pay was excellent. The 
Consortium recruited me when I was very young, hungry, and without a 
family to support me. I had nowhere to go. They trained me, fed me, 
and gave me a home. I became very good at what I do. Eventually, I led 
a team which included experts in surveillance, background tracing, 
computers, and other talents.” 

“Talents that included people stealing people off the streets.” 

Nodding, Shelby whispered, “Yes.” 

“How do you know about my missing sister?” Heather asked. 
Dreading the answers, she didn’t want to hear. 

“Because I am the one who took Rachel and handed her over to 
them.” 

“What?” Heather screamed before slapping Shelby right across the 
face. 

“I’m sorry,” Shelby said apologetically, letting the slap connect. She 
could have easily avoided the assault, but understanding Heather’s 
feelings, she let it go. 

“Screw you.” Heather angrily snapped at the woman before turning 
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and sitting down on the sofa. Almost comatose with anger and fear, 
Heather sat there a long time while Shelby stood off to the side. At 
some point, Heather looked over at the lamp that supposedly hid the 
microphone. Her gaze moved to her clasped hands in her lap, rubbing 
slow and hard against each other. Eventually, she got up and walked 
over to Shelby and whispered to her, anger in her tone. 

“What are you going to do to help me get her back?” 

“Heather, as I said, I don’t know where she is. I also presume that 
after so much time, she is likely dead. Remember, I said she was a rush 
order.” 

“But you don’t know for sure if she is dead.” 

“No, I don’t.” 

“So, she may still be alive?” 

“Heather,” she softly said, trying to console the grieving girl. “Please 
don’t get your hopes up. It would be better for you to believe she’s 
dead. I don’t want to consider the alternatives.” 

“Alternatives?” 

“It’s better if you don’t know. I may have already said too much.” 

“If she’s still alive, I’m going to get her back.” Then after a moment, 
with hatred clear in her eyes. “If she is dead, as you suspect, I will make 
them pay for killing her.” 

“That’s why I’m here, Heather. I want to help you do exactly that.” 

“Why?” 

“Are you asking why I want to help or why they took her?” 

“Both, I guess, but as I understand it, you don’t know why they took 
her, only that she had something they wanted.” 

“Yes,” Shelby confirmed. 

“So, I guess I am asking, why do you want to help?” 

“Because they just took the love of my life, the girl I intended to 
marry, and happily spend the rest of our lives together.” 

“No one is exempt from their designs?” she asked, hoping for a 
different answer than the one she expected. 

“No, no one.” 
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Chapter Two 

“Hey, Mom.” Stacey greeted her mother, standing in front of the 
stove. 

“Hello, hun. Making dinner, I see?” 

Stacey put down the wooden spoon and walked over to greet her 
mother. They hugged and kissed each other on the cheek. 

“How are you? Did you have a good day at work?” Stacey asked. 

Kicking off her shoes, Carole answered. “Long day, let’s just keep it 
at that.” 

“Dinner will be ready soon. Why don’t you clean up and relax? I’ll 
take care of dinner, and then, you can tell me all about your day.” 

“Thank you, hun. I won’t be long.” 

Twenty minutes later, Carole returned, stopping just outside of the 
kitchen. Listening to her daughter humming a catchy tune as she 
finished setting the table, she smiled. Ever since she was a baby, Stacey 
liked to hum tunes under her breath. It always made Carole feel good. 
She felt lucky to have a happy child in her life. She’d do anything to 
ensure her happiness and well-being. 

Stacey turned towards the doorway, “Mom, dinner’s up… oh, you’re 
here. Right on time. Come, sit down. Everything’s on the table.” 

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Carole replied, stepping into the small 
kitchen. Carole took a moment to hug her daughter and give her a quick 
kiss.  

“I love you. Thank you for dinner. I’m so tired. I almost didn’t want 
to eat. It smells wonderful. Who taught you to cook?” 

“Ah, mom, I could say, you, but we both know that is a lie. I don’t 
know. It just comes to me, a little of this, a little of that, and before I 
know it, dinner is ready.” 

“Well, wherever you learned it, I appreciate it. I’d be happy to be 
your guinea pig anytime.” 

“Come on, sit. Before it gets cold.” 

“By all means. Let’s sit.” Carole added, pulling out a chair and sitting 
down. “How was your day?” Carole added. 

“Oh, alright, I guess. I only had one class today. It was okay. I 
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learned a little, I guess.” 

“What was it on?” 

“Psych,” Stacey added. “I was prepared, Mom. What I don’t 
understand are the others in the class. Many were obviously unprepared, 
and the instructor knew it. He often hit them with questions, almost as 
if he was trying to embarrass them. It didn’t work. These kids didn’t 
seem to care if they passed or not. I don’t get it.” 

“Stacey, I don’t either. Maybe they don’t care because someone else 
is paying their way.” 

“I suppose that might be it.” 

“Hun, you are a go-getter. You’re paying your way to get your 
college education. I help out when I can, but you are doing it. Because 
of that, you know the value of your education. Maybe because someone 
else pays, they just slide by, knowing that as long as they pass, they don’t 
care. You will end up at the top of your class. I’m proud of you.” 

“Thanks, Mom. I appreciate it.” 

“Anything else you want to share about your day?” 

For the next twenty minutes, mother and daughter talked about 
their day, sharing intimate details that only a mother and daughter would 
do. As the dinner wound down, each felt better and more invigorated. 

“Stacey, tell you what. Let’s go out tonight. I’d like to get a drink, 
maybe dance a little, and see what happens.” 

“Are you sure, Mom? You’ve had a hard day.” 

“Well, if you proposed this before dinner, I would have likely 
declined. Now, I’m feeling rejuvenated. I could use a night out, and I 
expect, so do you.” Carole suggested. 

“Okay, I’m in. Where do you want to go? There’s a new club 
downtown that interests me. It sounds like fun. Maybe we can each pick 
up a couple of guys to buy us drinks.” 

“Sounds good, but if the two of you disappear together in the 
restroom, I don’t want to know about it. Just let me know you’ll be busy 
for a few minutes, so I don’t worry.” 

Laughing, Stacey teased her mother, “Oh, I’ve never done it in a 
club bathroom before, but that’s an idea. I just might consider it.” 

“Hey, I didn’t say to do it.” 

“I know, Mom. I’ll be careful and safe. I also know never to leave a 
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drink alone. Always keep it in hand. If you realize you left it alone, let it 
go. Get a fresh one.” 

“Stacey, I thought I was the mother in this relationship. I know the 
rules. The same goes for you.” 

“Then, let’s get ready. I have a new dress I’m eager to show off.” 
Stacey said excitedly.  

“What do you know, so do I? Take your time getting ready. I think I 
want to shower first. Let’s plan on being ready an hour from now.” 

“Deal, but first, we need to clean up the kitchen,” Stacey added. 

“Oh, leave it. The dirty dishes can wait. Let’s just put the leftovers 
away.” 

“Mom, what leftovers. We ate it all.” 

“Oh, yeah. You’re right. Come on, let’s get all pretty. I’m ready to 
have a good time.” 

An hour later, Stacey stepped into the living room and saw her 
mother. She had transformed from being her mother into a beautiful 
woman, who happened to be her best friend. 

“Mom, you look great? I almost forgot how pretty you are.” 

“Stacey, so do you. I love that dress. It suits you.” 

“Thanks, you think so?” Stacey asked, giving her mother a quick 
twirl and letting the skirt flare out. 

“Absolutely. With that outfit, the bouncer at the club will let us in 
quickly.” 

“I think the same about your outfit,” Carole added. “That dress sure 
shows off your curves and other attributes.” 

“Thanks, you like it? It worried me you wouldn’t. It’s not revealing, 
but it shows a lot of me.” 

“It does indeed. Are you ready to go?” Carole reassured her 
daughter. 

“Yep. I just want to get a wrap. By the way, I love your heels. It’s 
been a long time since you’ve worn ones so high.” 

“Well, they were just sitting around in the closet, getting lonely and 
all. When I saw them, I thought, why not?” 

“Well, they’re perfect. I’m ready.” 
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“Then let’s go. I already called an Uber. It’s outside.” 

“Good. We can both have a good time, and neither one needs to 
volunteer as the designated driver.” 

“Nope, I want both of us to have a good time and not worry about 
that. Just don’t overdo it, alright?” Carole cautioned. 

“I’ll be careful, Mom.” 

Arm and arm, mother and daughter, grabbed their purses and left 
the house. Forty minutes later, they walked into the club and began 
having a good time. First things first, drinks. They stepped up to the bar 
and ordered a couple. 

The bartender prepared their orders with a flair, flipping the cocktail 
shaker up in the air, reminding them both of that eighty’s movie starring 
that cute actor. Both women turned discreetly towards each other, 
smiling while rolling their eyes a bit. Nobody compares to the actor. The 
bartender was a little over the top, but so what? They were there to get 
entertained and have a good time. 

Placing the drinks in front of each woman, the bartender asked, 
“Shall I open a tab?” 

“Not right now, thank you. Ring it up.” 

“Certainly,” the bartender added, giving each woman a long scan, 
sizing each of them up. After he turned to the register, Carole and 
Stacey turned towards each other, smiling at the appreciative flirt. 

“Cheers,” the ladies said simultaneously. Realizing the comedy of 
the moment, the two women laughed and tilted their glasses to their lips.  

Unknown to either woman, the bartender not only rang up and paid 
the bill with the credit card, but he also scanned the front and back of 
the card. After returning the card to the women for signature, he turned 
around and jotted down a couple of notes about the women, deciding to 
keep an eye on them. The word from his contact was they were always 
on the lookout for a pretty mother and daughter pairing. These two 
were young and pretty enough to fit the bill. They were potential 
candidates for some extra money. Maybe he’d even get a bonus when 
they got that fabulous global modeling contract. One could only hope. 

After signing the bar bill, Carole and Stacey walked off to get a lay 
of the dance floor. 

Finding an empty table with a magnificent view of the dance floor, 
they sat down and began scanning the crowd for suitable gentlemen to 
buy them drinks for the rest of the evening. Having each other’s back, 
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they knew it shouldn’t take too long. 

Turning to each other, they resumed talking about anything and 
everything. Top of the conversation was each woman pointing out guys 
that might interest the other. It was tough. So many of the men were 
handsome and gorgeous. 

Occasionally, they would lean into each other, comparing notes on 
this man or that. Each lady looked for confirmation of their initial 
assessment of the guy in question. Mostly they were spot on, with most 
of them getting a nod or a thumbs down. However, whenever each one 
approved of one of them, Carole or Stacey would give the guy an 
extended look and smile.  

Before long, a guy came up to the table and asked Carole, “Would 
you like to dance?”  

Looking over at Stacey, who nodded her approval, Carole smiled 
and stood up, “Sure.” 

Stacey watched her mother glide to the dance floor, happy to know 
that she got the first guy. She had decided before arriving to decline any 
offer until her mom got the chance. A minute later, another guy 
approached, and Stacey got up to dance. First, she drained her glass, just 
as her mother had done.  

A moment later, she was arm in arm with a guy who certainly knew 
how to dance. 

“Hi, I’m Dan.” 

“Stacey.” 

“Glad to meet you.” 

“You, too.” 

“Is your friend your wingman?” Dan asked. 

“Yes, you can say that,” Stacey added, determined not to reveal her 
relationship to her mother. 

They danced to a couple of songs, making sure she kept an eye on 
her mother. When it became obvious Carole was returning to her table 
alone, Stacey excused herself, letting Dan go. She did not invite him 
back to her table, though she would have if her mom had brought her 
guy back. She didn’t worry. There was a wide selection of men to choose 
from, and if they left empty-handed, it was no big deal. 

“So?” Stacey asked when she sat down. 
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“Dancing was fun, but he wasn’t right for me. He was all hands. It 
turned me off.” 

“Sorry. My guy was fun. I would have invited him back to the 
table.” 

“Oh, you should. He looked delicious.” 

“Mother,” Stacey started. “He was, but unless we each have a 
companion, I want to keep it open. There are plenty of them out there.” 

“You’re right. Besides, he might still be available a little later.” 

“Not likely. He knows how to dance, and he has a sweet breath. 
Someone will snatch him up in no time.” 

“Oh, that was another thing. The guy I danced with had bad 
breath.” 

“Ugh.” 

“Yeah, I know.” 

It didn’t take long before a pair of guys approached and asked to sit 
down and offered them a drink. They accepted. After introducing each 
other, they placed a drink order with a server wandering around the 
club. Carole was interested in her guy and was curious what kind of tip 
he’d leave the server. It disappointed her when the server returned with 
their drinks and immediately left. Apparently, one guy must have had an 
open tab. 

“Cheers,” they all said, clinking their glasses. 

After talking for several minutes, they asked the ladies if they wanted 
to dance. After boosting their nerves, mother and daughter took a drink 
of their cocktails and let the guys lead them to the dance floor. 

Twenty minutes later, the four of them returned to their table, the 
ladies winded and thirsty. The men ordered fresh drinks, aware that their 
female companions were wary of the neglected drinks. 

Over the next hour, the four of them, mother and daughter, and 
their guys talked, danced, and enjoyed a good time. As each woman 
emptied their glasses, Carole stood up, announcing she needed to use 
the ladies’ room. 

“I’ll join you.” Stacey added, “We’ll be right back.” 

Together, arm in arm, they excused themselves and walked to the 
ladies’ room. Once behind closed doors, they looked at each other, 
smiling from ear to ear. 



 Infiltration 11 

 

“Stacey, I approve. You can bring him home if you want.” 

“Mom, are you sure? We hadn’t discussed that.” 

“Sweetie, you’re an adult, and I know you’ve enjoyed the finer side 
of life before. I like him, and it is obvious, so do you.” 

“Mom, what about you? Are you going to take him home too?” 

“I think so.” 

“Mom!” Stacey exclaimed, playfully punching her mother’s shoulder. 
“You would?” 

“For the right guy, sure. It’s been a while, and I’m horny. I could use 
a good lay.” 

“Mom, I should feel surprised, but when I think about it, I’m not. 
You’ve always been open with me.” 

“Yes, dear. If we bring them home together, we can watch out for 
each other. Just don’t let them spend the night. I don’t want to wake up 
in the morning with someone in my kitchen.” 

“Deal. Shall we finish up and get back to our fish? As you said, I’m 
getting wet just thinking about getting laid, knowing you are having a 
good time in your bed as well.” 

“Okay, then. But first, I want to touch up my lipstick. I plan on 
leaving a nice red ring around the base of his cock.” 

“Mom! I’m shocked.” 

“Really? You’re seed from my proclivities. That should be no 
surprise.” 

“Well, it isn’t, but honestly, Mom, I never thought about you going 
down on a guy.” Feeling the alcohol, she added, “Are you any good?” 

“The best, my dear, the best. I’d be happy to give you lessons. Just 
not tonight.” 

“You’re incorrigible.” 

“Stacey, my dear, so are you. Now, let’s get back to our men and 
take them home. We can compare notes tomorrow.” 

*** 

Walking gingerly into the kitchen the next morning, holding her 
head, Carole grumbled. “Oh, my head. I need coffee.” 

“Here you go, Mom.” Handing Carole, a cup ready and waiting for 
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her. 

“Thanks,” Carole said, draining half the cup in a single gulp. “Ah, 
that’s better.” 

“Did you have a good time?” Stacey asked. 

“The best. He was fantastic. I can’t recall when I had a better lay. I 
can barely walk.” 

“Mom, are you sure you want to share details?” 

“Maybe later. Right now, I just want to sit down, drink my coffee, 
and see how you’re doing.” Carole replied to her daughter, draining her 
cup. She poured another cup and sat down. 

Taking another swig from her cup, Carole looked up at her daughter 
sitting across the table and asked. “Did you have a good time?” 

“Yea, I did,” Stacey replied with a faraway look in her eyes. “He was 
good.” 

“I’m glad. You used protection, right?” 

“Of course, Mom. You?” 

“Yes, dear. I know you don’t want to think about another sibling in 
the house.” 

“Mom, it’s not like that, but if you wanted one, I would support 
you. I wouldn’t have much of a relationship with the child. Our ages are 
just too far apart. I’ll be an old lady by the time the baby becomes an 
adult.” 

“Don’t worry, sweetie. I don’t want more kids. You’re more than 
enough.” Carole added, teasing her child. 

“You say the nicest things.” 

“You’re welcome. What time did they leave?” 

“After three, or was it four, I think. Oh, I don’t know. All I 
remember was still dark outside.” Stacey answered. “I wasn’t looking at 
the clock. I just remember hearing the two of you finish up, and he got 
dressed. I finished up with my guy and kicked him out of my bed.” 

“What was his name?” 

“Honestly, Mom? I don’t remember. I don’t think I cared.” 

“Me neither. You didn’t give out your number, did you?” 

“Mom! Of course not. You?” 
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Smiling over the rim of her coffee, Carole added, “No. I don’t need 
to see him again. I got what I wanted, and I have you. That’s all I need.” 

“Thanks, Mom. That was nice of you to say so. I love you too.” 

“I love you too. Now, care to share?” 

“What? Are you serious?” 

“Only if you want to share. I won’t care if you don’t. I know you 
well enough to know that you had a good time. If you ask, I’ll answer. 
Otherwise, I’ll leave it alone. I’m just glad you’re happy.” 

“Mom, I have only one question.” 

“What’s that, hun?” 

“Did you leave the lipstick ring?” 

“A good girl never tells, my dear, but yes, I did. It was a beautiful 
addition to a beautiful cock.” Carole added with a deep smile of 
remembrance. “I’m rather proud of myself. I didn’t think I could do as 
well as I did. I’m seriously out of practice.” 

“We must work on that,” Stacey added. 

“We will indeed,” Carole emphasized, meaning the two of them. 

“Next weekend?” Stacey asked. 

“Um, maybe the weekend after that. I need to recover. He wore my 
legs out. Besides, I want to remember last night for a while. Isn’t sex the 
best?” 

“Mom!” Stacey yelled, teasing her mom. Then she added, “yes, it is.” 

Both women smiled in agreement and returned to their coffee. 
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Chapter Three 

Shell-shocked by Shelby’s admission, Heather sat in her living room 
the rest of the night, not sleeping at all. Periodically, she would look 
over at the lamp that had the surveillance bug. Annoyed, angered, and 
sad, Heather thought about Rachel and what might have happened to 
her. 

She and Shelby talked only a short time further, but in the end, 
Heather agreed to work with Shelby to either get her sister back or find 
out what happened to her. Without saying exactly where they would 
meet up again in a few days on a hiking trail. Shelby knew Heather liked 
to frequent this specific trail. Instinctively, Heather knew it would be 
hard for anyone to listen in on their conversation. 

As dawn broke, Heather got up and made a cup of coffee. Sipping it 
in a travel mug, she took it outside and onto the sidewalk. Looking 
around and not seeing anyone of note, she began walking down the 
street. With what Shelby told her, she assumed someone was following 
her. 

After walking several blocks away, taking random turns at 
intersections, she pulled out her burner phone and called her father. 

“Heather,” the Senator said. “Are you okay?” 

“Yes, Dad, I’m fine. We need to meet. I have something to tell 
you.” 

“Alright. I’m in town. Do you want to meet today?” 

“If you can get away? I have confirmation we’re being followed. 
You must lose them before we meet.” 

“That serious, eh? Never mind, that can wait. Do you remember 
where I used to take you for ice cream when you were a little girl?” 

“Yes, Dad. How could I forget?” 

“Get an ice cream cone in your favorite flavor if you feel everything 
is safe to meet. Otherwise, choose a different one. I’ll know the meeting 
is off if you order a peculiar flavor. Okay?” 

“Fine, Dad. What time?” 

“How about seven tonight?” 

“See you then,” Heather confirmed and hung up. 

*** 
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“Dad. I’m so glad to see you.” 

“Me too, Heather. You weren’t followed, were you?” 

“I think I lost them, but I don’t know for sure. All I know is that for 
at least a few minutes, we can talk freely.” 

“Did you search your clothing?” 

“Even to the point of wearing something new I just bought today?” 

“Good. I did too.” 

“Dad, Rachel’s disappearance is taking a dark turn.” 

“How so?” 

“Last night, I had a visitor. It was someone who claims she 
kidnapped Rachel and turned her over to an organization hell-bent on 
satisfying their horrific perversions.” 

“A secret organization, I take it.” 

“Yes. They call themselves the Consortium.” 

“Never heard of them, and I presume they don’t want you to know 
they exist.” 

“Do you know why they took my Rachel?” 

“No, Dad. This person didn’t know either. All she knew was that it 
was a rush job and that Rachel had something they wanted right away.” 

“Something she had, that no one else had?” 

“That’s what I understand.” 

“But you don’t know what that was and what they did with Rachel 
to get it?” 

“Only that they took her to get it. It seems she was of extreme 
importance to them, and time was short.” 

“You said she. Who is this woman?” 

“Yes, she is a woman. Her name is Shelby, at least that is the name 
she gave me. It might not be her actual name. I don’t know.” 

“How does this Shelby know about what happened to Rachel?” 

“Dad, she said it is because she is the one that took her.” 

“This Shelby took Rachel?” 

“Yes, that is what she said.” 
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“And this woman turned Rachel over to the Consortium?” 

“Yes.” 

“But you nor Shelby knows what happened to Rachel after that.” 

“Only that they transported her by plane to somewhere. Probably 
out of the country.” 

“Beyond the reach of the FBI.” 

“Dad, that’s something else. I don’t know all the details, but Shelby 
said that they have people inside the FBI corrupting the details of our 
investigation. They intend to keep us finding one dead-end after 
another. We cannot trust them, the CIA, or any other investigative 
agency. They supposedly have people everywhere. We are on our own.” 

“Which you and I already surmised.” 

Heather nodded solemnly. 

“What else can you tell me?” 

“Only that our suspicions were correct. They abducted Rachel at the 
conference and not after her return from Chicago. They took her on her 
last night in the hotel and moved her to a local private airport. There 
they loaded her onto a cargo plane and flew her out of the country.” 

“And this Shelby does not know where the plane went?” 

“No, Dad, she said she didn’t. She might be lying, but right now, I 
don’t think so.” 

“Heather, I can get access to flight records from the local airports, 
but I doubt that anything we get there will amount to much.” 

“I think you’re right. There will be no records of the flight. Of that, 
I am sure of. Besides, it will expose you and inform them we are on the 
right track.” 

“I think you may be right. What about this agent of theirs? Why did 
she come to you?” 

“That’s the odd thing. It seems she was sweet on a woman, 
intending to settle down with her.” 

“As in marrying her?” 

“That’s what I understood her to mean. However, the Consortium 
kidnapped the girlfriend, and Shelby wants her back. She feels they are 
out to find and kill her before things get worse.” 
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“Which it already has. She told you something she shouldn’t.” 

“Yes, Dad. She’s on the run and feels it is only a matter of time 
before they catch up with her and terminate her with extreme 
vengeance.” 

“Like I care.” 

“I feel the same way, but Dad. Shelby has something we need. She 
can help lead us to Rachel.” 

“I thought you said she didn’t know where they sent her?” 

“I did, but she knows how they operate from the inside. She has 
access to information we don’t have. If she doesn’t know it personally, 
she knows how to get it. We need to help her so that she can help us.”  

“I don’t like it, but I understand. What I really want to do is throttle 
the life out of her for taking my daughter.” 

“Dad, I feel the same way. Perhaps we can do that after we get 
Rachel back.” 

“Back? So, you don’t think she is dead.” 

“I don’t know what to think. All I know is we need to find Rachel 
and bring her home. If she’s dead, then I want to know that too.” 

“Will you stay in touch with Shelby?” 

“Yes. We arranged to meet up in a more private location so that we 
can coordinate our search.” 

“I want to be there.” 

“Dad, you’re sweet. But if you come, she won’t show. She knows 
how dangerous it is to meet with me. If you come, the danger increases 
exponentially, or something like that. No matter, it would take both of 
us to lose our tails, and each of us cannot guarantee our ability to do 
that. No, Dad, you can’t come. Shelby and I arranged a place where we 
can talk freely for a time, safe from anyone listening. Please trust me.” 

“Alright, I will trust you. However, you need to promise me you will 
get good intel from her so that we can find out what happened to 
Rachel.” 

“I will, Dad. Remember, she has a vested interest in this. She 
desperately wants to get her girlfriend back.” 

“We can use that.” 

“Just as she uses us. Yes, Dad. I know.” 
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“I taught you well, my daughter.” 

“You did, Dad, and thank you. I’m sorry if I ever pushed you.” 

“Sweetheart, it’s the pushing of limits that helps you. Never be 
afraid of pushing the limits of those that we love and care for. Only be 
careful of pushing the limits of people you don’t trust. That includes 
Shelby.” 

“I will remember.” 

“Damn, I hope one day I’ll get my hands on her.” 

“Remember, Dad. She is our only hope of finding Rachel.” 

“That’s the only thing holding me back. When do you meet Shelby 
again?” 

“The end of the week.” 

“Good, I’ll leave you alone for now. Just don’t fall into the hands of 
the Consortium. Your mother will not survive your loss on top of your 
sister’s.” 

“Neither will you, Dad. I’ll be careful. In the meantime, can you get 
some more burner phones for us? I think it would be prudent to get 
more of them from unique sources and batches and use them only once. 
I also want to give Shelby one.” 

“I can get them, and from sources unlikely to allow the Consortium 
from tracing them. However, I hesitate to give one to Shelby. With her 
resources, she can track the purchase and perhaps the other burners as 
well.” 

“Oh, I never thought of that.” 

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’ll take care of it.” 

“Dad, be sure you don’t buy from the same source more than once. 
You need to assume that the Consortium has a way of finding the serial 
numbers of the ones you buy and trace them back to us.” 

“Heather, I’ll be careful. I’ll also make sure I destroy all identifying 
marks on the packaging. I think shredding and burning the remains 
should work.” 

“Dad, only if you burn them in an incinerator. Should even a scrap 
survive, it might be enough to trace it back to us and where you bought 
them.” 

“You may be right, Heather. I’ll figure it out.” 



20 Richard Verry  

“Dad, I think it is best if we dump the burners we have now.” 

“Consider it done.” The Senator replied as he grabbed both phones 
and dumped them in the garbage along with their used napkins. 

“Dad, do you think they could have listened in on our conversation 
using those things?” 

“Anything is possible, Heather. From what you told me; it just 
might be possible. From now on, we dump them before we next meet, 
and don’t bring our regular phones either.” 

“Oh, I left that one at home.” 

“Good. In the meantime, before we part, we should talk about what 
you will say to Shelby.” 

For another five minutes, the parent and child put their heads 
together and whispered among themselves. When they kissed and left, 
they had a plan, including how they would meet after Heather met with 
Shelby. 

“I love you, Heather.” 

“I love you too, Dad.” 

“Stay safe.” 

“I will, Dad.” 

“Call me next week.” 

“I promise. With Rachel gone, you’re all I have left.” 

Their last exchange was honest, but also for anyone that might listen 
in. Hopefully, their meeting was innocent enough not to attract any 
interest. 

 

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 ‘Infiltration.’ Be sure to read the first 
three books of the Consortium Series. 
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