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PROLOGUE

"Ring around the rosey, a pocket full of posies, ashes, ashes we all fall dowa!"
The sound of children fill the air from one end of the block to the next in this suburb
of Chicago, Illinois. Of those children, Tommy Niles ¥ is standing on the corner
of Flowers Avenné, he's eight years old, new to the neighborhood, and wanting to joln
in the fun that he sees. His family is the newast family to move to the naighhorhood,
and one awong very few African American Families. Uot many of the neighhorhood children
have set out to befriend him, but a few have. One Brown haired girl in particular
has shown herself to be friendly, he calls her "Sparkle" though that's not her real
name, and he sees her WARGNME playing hop scotch with a group of friemds, and though
he isa't particularly interested in playing hop scotch, he makes up his mind to join
Sparkle's group, andé just enjoy a warm and sumny, sur@er day.

Looking up, . the attention of that brown haired girl is diverted from her game
as she sees her f;ienﬂ, Tommy . She waves to him and jestures for him to join her and
her friends, 'At:the same time, while she has hér back turned to the southern end of
the block, a blaciu¥hﬁ turns on to Flowers Avenue, heading north., Tommy is now walking
toward the group of children, seven in all, ranging in age from six to nine years of
age, He smiles as he sees his friend wave to him and jesture for him to join them.
He sees the van coming down the street, it slows slightly as it passes the group of
children which are approximately forty yards in front of him, but the van keeps on
rolling. It rolls on until it comes slong side him,

BTOMMY1 TOMMY!"™ The brown haired girl yells as she sees the van come to a stop,
the side door opens, and someone moving cat quick jumps'out, snatches Tommy up as if
he weighed nothing, takes him into the van, the door closes, and the van speeds off.
A brave little girl, she rumns as fast as she can after the van, which speeds off and
hooks a sharp right turn at thenorthern corner of the block, Bloom Street. Knowing
that she can't catch the van, she starts yelling for help through tears as adults start
appearing on their front porches in a noble effort to come to the aid of the distressed
child. They came, but they came too late, little Tommy Niles was gone, snatched up
in broad day light, in a Chicago suburb, in the middle of a warm and sunny, summer |
day. A day that set the whole community on edge, and a day that theNilesFémily for
the first time regreted moving from the the project high rise building that they called
home in the heart of Chicago, where they had grown accustomed to ducking bullets, but
were ill prepared for this tragedy. Even though, in the aftermath, their new community

proved itself to be a community indeed, as their neighbors poured cut love and support.
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CHAPTER 1

A flash of lightning, followed by a crash of thunder jars Crystal Dawn from her
restless sleep in her loft apartment that is over her Tattoo business on Chicago's
north side. The pains that rock her body let her know that some more tattoos are on
the way for her. She'll need them to cover the scars that will be left behind in the
wake of the fresh stitches she has on her shoulder. She gets out of bed and stands _
in front of her window as the moon light shines through and forms shadows on her body

through the rain drops on WMM¥ the glass.
Wearing bunny slippers, pink cotton shorts and a white tank top, she curses to

herself as she looks in the full length mirror $¥M%#%¥ ghich is set on a stand. She
curses to herself because she hates the idea of seeing what she & knows is really a
girly-girl at heart, slowly lose that girly look as she covers more and more of her
skin with ink, This is the seventh nasty tumble she's taken in the field. She can't
believe that someone actually hit her with a dagger in thelback! It hit her with such
force that she actually lost her balance and fell twenty feet from the banister she
had just flipped onto in an =ffort to dodge an arrow., Thank God for scaffels though,
she fell through soft ply-wood at the ten foot point of the drop which slowed her decent
just w to prevent any real damage in the nature of broken Wkemskem bones. This
time, she just got a deep gash, and some nasty bruises. Thankfully, she wasn't in

the field alone, her right hand-man, Devon Adams, was there. ® Removing the gauze
dressing from her shoulder, she takes a long look at the suture job he did, drawing
from the experience he gained with his fellow soldiers in the field of battle in years
past, Once upon a time she would have resented his help. but after all they've been
through together, all over the world, they've saved each other's life more times than
any sane person would try to keep track of., It's the nature of their business as covert
mission specialists, Code named, the‘ F.T.A, Therapists, the F,T.A, stands for
Foot to Ass., On the field, she goes by the name, Mistress, and he goes by the name,
the Therapist. And Devon, like her, has sat under the needle in her tattoo shop on
many occagions, getting scars covered. Yet and still,Being that he is a guy with dark
brown skin, the tattoos just look cool on him, while on her white skin, the contrast

isn't what she'd have wanted.A Rose on her lower left fgé a dolphin on herthigh.
il
THose were the first two, before the need to cover scars, Life was so easy back in

those early days. Now she's up to her seventh Zodiac sign, which started with the
sign of her birth, Libra; Scales on her lower back. Followed by a WY on her SWEE
Lo Neck/ U/’Gé// ?%é {?”é/ff?/f _ Sﬂ.orpwﬂf
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upper
On her*kight arm, a hunter, and on her right for-arm, a goat. The one that she is

reminded of every time she sits down is a set of hands pouring out a pitcher of water on
her left buttcheek., and she has a fish on the back of'ﬁer left thigh. The idealist in
her is hoping that this will be the last of her tattoos as she leoks at the place on
her right shoulder/upper back, where a ram will cover this. latest addition of reminders
of her work. But the realist im her wonders where Taurus the Bull will eventually
be placed on her body due to some knife, bullet, shrapnel, arrow, fall, or God knows
what else will eventually make its way to her, and with that realization, she makes
a quick prayer that her next tattoo won't be ¥ her last.

Her moment of reverie is disturbed by anocther flash of lightning, followed by
a crash of thunder. She grabs her remote and turns on her flat screen. She hops
back on her bed and watches a replay of the CXN special on human trafficing around
the world. Most of the work she and Devon does is in the area of rescuing the children
of dignataries the world over from those who would try to use them as ransoms to tip
the balance of power in the world., There are times when they are called on to bring
down an international drug cartel, money counterfitters, and those few mad men or women
who actually have aspirations to rﬁle the world, She's personally stopped nuclear
wars, genicides, and events that could have a domino effect that could go on forever,
all at the simple ringing of a phone, or the receiving of a text, or an E-mail, but
as she watches the stories of children from poor nations who are kidnapped or sold
into a kind of slavery that was once thought to no lomger exist anywhere on earth,
her heart is moved because she knows that no phone is going to ring for these victims.
No text or E-mail, not even snail mail, smoke signal or passenger pigeon. Yo tribal
drum, or note in a bottle will ask for help on behalf of these victims, At least here
in America, a kid can get his or her face on a milk carton. She then goes to her refrig-
erator and reaches in, she pulls out a milk carton that she has inside; and she looks
at the face of the child on it.

child_as the sun starts toc break the horizon behind the storm clouds that fill the

sky, She replaces the carton in the refridgerator, and heads for her bathroom where
she turns on the hot water in her shower, and gets herself ready for the day zhead.
She's got clients who will be coming in today for tattoos of their own who will be

paying top dollar for her world renown artistic sgkills,

(3)
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CHAPTER @2

With the crack of dawn, Devon is drenched in sweat as he punches away at the heavy
bag that he has set up in his loft. He finds himself working out harder and harder these RXE
days, In the field, he often finds himself in close quarter combat with people at least
15 years younger than he is., He hasn't lost a step since he was in hislearly twenties,
and he knows that staying in tip top shape will keep it that way for at least a few
more years., Much of his concern about getting older is really just in his head, at
the age of 37, he's got many years before his reflexes start to slow.

One thing that is not just in his head though is the sore ankle he's forcing him—
self to work through with the assistance of pain killers. When he and Crystal got
back from a mission in the Himalayans earlier that week, he didn't even realize that
he had twisted his ankle, due to all of the S adrenaline pumping through his veins.
Things get like that when you've got explosions going off behind you, a scared little
girl waiting to get back to her parents in Spain, and a partner who is losing blood
fast from a knife wound. He did what came naturally to him, just as Crystal had done
for him on a prior mission where he took a bullet, and another where he got hit by
shrappnel, once he even got knocked out cold by a flying two by four. One Thing for
sure though, between he and the Mistress, they have put foot to the ass of a lot of
people around the world who really had it coming.
As he finishes his work out,he wonders what adventures of a simple kind he will
be able to find on the south side of Chicago., He determines to find out by heading
out to a local coffee shop for some breakfast, There's a cute waitress who.works there
and she always manages to ease into a pleasant flirtation with him when he stops by.
Sounds like a good adventure to him.
0006004004000 8080000044
Once inside , and sitting at a table with a plate of pancakes in front of him
with a hot cup of coffee, like clock-work, here comes %% Skirt shorter than
regulation, one too many buttong open on her top, looking like a girl from the era
of Marylin Monroe, a throw-back to the days of malt-shops and drive-ins. Usually she's
all bubbles and fun, but today she has a look that says she's got something on her
mind, and that her smile is just a little bit forced. '
"Good morning‘ggiixs, how's things going?" Devon asks.
"Good morning to you, Devon. I'm cool, what's up with you? She says.
"I'm a'ight, you just look like you're preoccupied with something; that's
all, Like you're not 100% here. Ya know what I mean?"
"Oh, well I guess my mind is moving in a bunch of different directions
today., I didn't know you actually paid that much attention to me, Devon, I'm flattered,"
"Well T tend to be more aware of my surroundings when there is something

nice in the vicinity to be aware of. Why do you think I come in here so regularly,
just for pancakes and coffee?"
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Devon knows that that statement has just made Sheila's day and set her on cloud 9 .,
The big smile, a real one, that spreads across her face testifies to that, along with
the fact that she's blushing.
"Look, I %now that you're onm the clock right now, and I don't wan't to get
you in any trouble with your boss, So if ever you want to talk, I mean really talk
about it, or anything else for that matter, give me a call and maybe we can get together
over dinner and a play." He says.
"What, not the usual dinner and a movie?"
"Nah, plays are more my style, for movies I rely on netflicks."
He writes his number on a napkin and hands it to her.
"Okay, I' 11 take you up on that sometime soom, you can count on it,"

. wc;e
Take it easy, .

She walks off and tends to other customers, at tables and at the counter. Devon
finishes his plate, downs the coffee, and goes to pay his check. Sheila is at the
cash register, sporting her blush and smile.

"How much will it be, Ma'am?"" He asks in his imitation cowboy voice.
"That'1l be $7.88. Sir.” She says and bats her eyelids at him.

He pulls out a 320,00 bill and hands it to her.

"Feep the change." He says and heads for the door. As he exits, he's
glad to see that the sun is starting to break through the clouds from the early morning

rain, and he'takes it as a sign that the day's adventures are going to be nice.

£0.80.0.80 00009000949 8.0:4

The rest of that day proved to be fairly average, as did the negﬁmiag, and the day
after that, but on the third day after that short conversation with Simsee, that call
came through. Devon and she agreed to meet up and catch the latest Tyler Perry Play
which was belng pﬁgﬂprmed at the House of Hope Mega-Church on Chlcagéin South Side,
it was called tﬁld'u- Revenge, Vol. Y They shared a nice dinner afterwards, Sea food.

Devon and gﬁ::ﬁa enjoyed a lot of laughter and decent conversation, but he noticed
that some of those smiles had that same forced quality that he had seen five days earlier
when she had served him his breakfast. He finds that 2&ffg?riosity is sparked, and
he determines to seek satisfaction for it, and views i as a new kind of challenge,
one that he gladly accepts. Itis a new adventure for him, one that deessdt involve

. . doagn t
mortal combat with the enemies of reason and common sense.
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CHAPTER 3

¥Ouch, ouch, OUCH! Janeen! Are you trying to make this more painful than
any other tattoco youive ever done before!?" Crystal yells at her employee as she starts
in on the Ram that is to be inked into her skinm.
"Wo, I'm not. I warned you about getting this tattoo done so soon after

those stitches were taken out. What do you expect?" The well inked Janeen responds.

At that Sﬁzziiﬁ the front door to the shop opens up and in walks a familiar face
to all of the employees. USo, Crystal, Are you going for a whole new 'Biker Chick'
kind of look?" The words come from Devon,

"Ha, ha, very funny, I'm just covering up the latest tell tell symbol

of our dual life.,"

Crystal says.
"I see that you just started.”
"Yeah, I hadn't been at it a good 5 seconds before our tough girl here
turned into a big baby." Janeen interjects.
"ot me see how well the stitches helped the wound heal.” Devon says as
he steps closer.
"Tt turned ocut just fine actuslly, your skills never cease to amaze
me." Crystal says as she leans forward on the bench, one of many positioned around
the shop at work stations where she and the employees of Tink's Tats work. Each employee
also doubles as an operative for F.T.A. Janeen Sawyer, shop forman by day, Tech support
by night. She builds all of there fancy fighting gear. She has a goth look that makes
you thinkiof a beautiful vampire when you look at her, Hector Gomez, softwear specialist,
and a master at tattoos that that capture mythological themes like dragons. Amy Swift,
%¥J?rtist who specializes in tribal tattoos,, and whgfﬁoubles as a logistics specialist,
#f%s her job to make sure that Devon and Crystal @Z& go into the field ill preparedi;
after-all, it would-be really bad to run out of bullets or arrows, etc, in the middle
of a battle. And finally Grace Washington, the shop, and the F.T.A, accountant, Nothing
gets done for free, even in a bad economy. She makes sure that the sponsors put the
money in the off shore accounts before each mission starts.
¥Yeah, I guess it does look pretty good,i”.Devon says,Would you mind if
I took over and did the rest of it for you?" He asks, being a skilled artist in his
own right, .
"I don't mind, but this is Janeen's station, and she already started.”
"Oh, I don't mind, you can deal with her, I've got stuff to do.”
Janeen gets up from her chair behind Crystal as Devon takes her place and takes
needle in hand. The familiar motor sound let's Crystal know it's time to brace herself,
because there's no such thing as a tattoo that doesn't hurt, no matter how many you've

already had done. There is nc getting used to the pain.
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"Devon, is it true that an injustice suffered anywhere is an injustice
suffered everywhere?" Crystal asks through clenched teeth as the needle bites into
her skin.

"Well, that's what Dr. ¥ing said, my friend." He responds to her.

"No, no, I mean what do you think personally about it?"

"I've never really given it much thought, Crystal., It's a problem that has
always been with mankind, and it's above my pay grede as far as the list of things
that are my direct concern.,"

"Okay, you're starting to sound like an asshole. OCOUUUCHEHHH!"

"ot smart to call the guy giving you a tattoo an asshole.”

"The truth is that an injustice tolerated anywhere is an injustice tolerated
everywhere because of attitudes just like that., There is always someone with the power
to do something about it, who fails to do so. That's why the injustice takes place
in the beginning, good people sit back, and do nothihg."

"Crystal, where is all of this coming from?"

"After coming back from our last mission, it dawned om me that the two
of us do a lot of good work, and by that I mean virtuous work. We fight the good fight,
it's us against the bad guys, plain and simple, no ifs, ands, or buts about it."

"You're just now realizing that?"

"o, but what has just come to mind is the fact that the work we do
is always directed by the interests of the greater good for the whole., For the balances
of power around the world. But I didn't get into this line of work just to save the
balances of power. T got into it to help individuals, From the first time I kicked
a purse snatcher in the balls, it felt good to know that his would-be victim escaped
his clutches, and that his punk ass got exactly what his hand called for; all by the
power of my involvement, As of late, I don't quite get that feeling anymore."

' "Wait a minute, haven't you ever looked into the eyes of any of the kids,
or adults for that matter, whow we have rescued? Or have you ever thought about just
how many kids there are out there who will never try drugs for the first time because
of the work that you do?"

"I'd like to think that I've done that every time we go out into the
field. But the fact is that we've worked on behalf of mainly the powerful, powerful
people who just so happened to come across a problem that was bigger tham what they
could handle on their own You'd think that at the very least, those same powerful

people would 1lift a finger to help people weaker in the face of their problems than
they are.”

(7)
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@ "Are you suggesting that we start patrolling the streets and take down a
bunch of purse snatchers? I don't mind, but for us to get into that particular field,
isn't that kind of like dropping a nuclear bomb on a pesky house fly?"
"Actually, no. What I'm saying is that I want to take on a mission
that isn't for any particular government, billionair, or 2 cause that is for the powerful,
I want us to use our gifts and skills to help victims without voices for a change,"
"Do these victims without voices also translate into victims without money?"
"Ouit being an assho~0000UUTIUCH! !t L"

"Look, while I respect your desire to dish out somegood old fashioned vigilante
style justice in areas where 911 is a joke. But I'm not in the buginess of fighting
wars that can't be won,"

"Who says it can't be won?"

"When we take on a mission, we go into a specific situation, to fight specific
enemies, and we have a clear objective. Upon fulfilling that objective, and getting
out alive, it lets us know that we have won. We know when the battle starts, and when
it is finished. When you start talking about the injustices that take place on a different
scale, you take away those factors. How in the hell are we supposed to eliminate every
purse snatcher from the common city?"

"Deven, I'm not talking about purse snatchers!"

"Then what in the hell are you talking about?"

“Have_you seen the recent news reports about how prevelant human trafficing
and slavery is around the world today?"

"As a matter of fact I have,"

"Have you ever wondered why we've never received a call to bring down
one of those trafficing rings?"

"o, because we are usually on a mission, or healing up from the wounds we
suffered on the last mission as we wait for the next mission,”

"I mean, if those people being snatched up or sold off wer part of the
world wide power structure, don't you think we'd have been called in a long time ago?
Like I said, victims without voices. A kid in Taiwan doesn't represent a vote for
anyone in Washington D.C. A kid in Guatamala doesn't have a family whose going to
make any kind of financial contribution to anyone's campaign. There are no lobbyists
for this particular special interest group."

"Okay, it would be cool to take down a world wide network like that, but
again I say, without having what we need, it's a war that can't be won., There you

go, I'm all done with your Aries the Ram, have a look and tell me what you think,"

&
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CHAPTER 4

Rising from the tattoo bench, Crystal walks over to the mirrors set up to view
the body from every angle. Her heels click across the floor, the strappy sandals are
red, matching the color of her toe nails., SHe's wearing cut off demim shorts and a
red loose fitting button up shirt that ties around her waist, under which she's wearing
a white tube top. TIt's practical on many levels, one being that it's very hot cutside,
two, she knew she'd need to wear something that gave easy access to her shoulders,
and three, she's a business woman who knows that in a tattoo shop it's smart to wear

sJor
clothes that show off the tattoos of the people who there. So Janeen is wearing

a short black skirt that shows off the black dragon that is in the oriental style, )
which coils around her left leg from her ankle all the way up past the him of her,igzgg,
which is at mid thigh, Hector is wearing his customary wife-beater to show off all
of his tattoos that reflect his pride in his latino heritage. Amy has on a lot of pink,
it shows off and compliments her skin that would be rather pale, if not for the colorful
images she has of icons from the early 20th century. Marilyn Monroe, The classic pin-
up girl from the era of world war 2, James Dean, and even Kermit the Frog sits on
her shoulder. Grace, with her dark brown skin, displays a lot of art that Crystal
gpecializes in, she's got two tigers on her thighs, an eagle on her lower back with
it's wings spread in flight, A snake is coiled around her right leg, coming to a ring
around the tigers on her right thigh., The whole place is artful, and for those who
are into it, kind of sexy too.
"Devon, thank you, the Ram looks life-like, as though it is poised to
but heads with one of it's rivals."
"I figured that would be the look you were going for. And T think it's a
better job than what Janeen could have done,"
"I HEARD THAT, ASSHOLE!" Janeen yells from the back area of the shop.
"Look, did you come in my shop just to piss off my employees and show
everybody what particular body part you can imitate the best, or did you actually have
something else on your mind?" Crystal asks Devon.
' "Actually, it was just to check up on you since it's been a while since I
last saw you."
"Yeah, it has been longer than usual, where have you been anyway?"
"If you must know, I've been spending time with a lady friend of mine."
"Is it that bitch, Brenda?"
"No, and Brenda isn't a bitch by the way, and we're no longer together,”
"Oh, so if it wasn't that bitch, it must have been Roberta, she's a
real bitch."
"No, it wasn't Roberta, she and I aren't together, and she isn't a bitch

either. What is it with you hating every woman T know, Crystal?"
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"The problem is that out of all the bitches I've met, none of them have
been anything close to what I'd call a woman."
"It's not my fault if you get all ALPHA FEMALE around my friends, and some
of them just so happen to be ALPHA FEMALES in their own right, and the two of you clash.

Or even worse, you meet one of them who may be a little on the docile side and they
let you run them off because you get all terratorial on them."
"Is that what you think it is? If that's what you thirk than you don't
really know me at all. The problem is that you see a cute face and you lose track
of reality, and you end up with bitches, not women! So what's this new bi—— T mean
lady friend of your's name anyway?"
"Her name is Sheddd¥ Joclie.”
"WHere did you two meet?"
"At a local resturaunt where she works out south by my crib."
"Well, I hope you manage to keep track of reality this time around.
I gotta tell you, when we took down the "Momma Bear Syndycate", I was nervouse that
vou wouldn't stay focused on the mission once you actually saw Momma Sear herself."
"Do you really think I'm that gullible?"
"It's just an observation. And at the end of the day, who looks out
for you the best?"
"You do, MISTRESS." He says with a smile and a blush.
w "O?ay then. I'11 give Sheila a fair chance when I meet her, but
if she ain't up to par, I got an ass-whuppin' waiting that's got her name written all
over it." She says through a smwile and a giggle.
Customers start showing up for their appointments with the staff, and Crystal
has quite a few clients of her own to sttend to.
"Look, I've got work to do, hang out and we'll do lunch, but in the
mean time, I want you to give some real thought to what I said about the victims without
voices. May be, I just need something like that to reinvigorate my drive for what
we do. I need to be reminded that we're not cops, we're not soldiers. We aren't on
anyone's payroll, even though we do get paid. We are the F.T.A, Therapists, plain
and simple, We put Foot to Ass on the bad guys, no matter who or where they are. At
the end of the day, we are strong enough to do something about it, or at least I believe
we are. And there's no reason to just sit back and let any injustice take place, anywhere
right before our eys. Do you promise to think about it?"

"That I can do, you have my word, My Friend."

(10)
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CHAPTER 3
PYONG-YANG, NORTH KOREA

"The Count expects everything to go off without a hitch, is the web-cast ready?"
"Yes , SIR ENIGHT. Our signal is scrambled and the accounts are open.
We are perfectly syncronized, and all is a go."

"
G

ood, I'11 be sure to let the Count know personally that he has a highly competent

servant in you, Squire. Carry on, our clientel don't like to be kept waiting."”

SOMEWHERE ALONG THE PURUS RIVER, WEST BRAZIL
"Get them up in a single file line, Did you make sure the virgins are up front?
The ones who are the youngest should make sure we haven't missed any, put the older
ones toward the back of the line, If we can't get rid of them this auction, we'll
just have to get rid of them, feed them to the anacondas or something, because they're
starting to cost us more than they're worth,"

Poppa g&ggois barking orders as the cameras are set and ready to show off |
the latest stock in young boys and girls recently snatched, and in some cases either
given away or sold for drugs, from villigas and towns from all over south and Central
America. They range in age from as young as six to as old as fourteen, There are
1,000 children being put on the auction block, and none of them will be sold for less
than $20,000. It is one drop in the bucket, and one part of a whele network that sets
up like this every single day.

Mun

"Poppa , we're on~line in 3, 2, 1....."

SOMEWHERE IN VIENNA
Sitting at his computer screen, customer #1 looks as an eleven year old girl «@w
a voice coming from a person whose face is never seen describesfgs being a virgin,
very obedient, disease free, and a list of other salesman pitches as she is made to
turn around and swile into the camera. The bidding starts at $30,000: and Customer
#1 immediately enters his bid for the young brown beauty on his screen. Only to have
his bid bested hy.....

SOMEWHERE IN TOKYO, JAPAN
Customer #2 offers $40,000 for the young girl. This man is a billionair, and
he has bought slaves through this web~cite for the past 10 years. Be it a boy or a
girl, he usually only keeps them for no longer than five years, then he sells them
back to the same source from which he made his purchase at a greatly discounted price.
His plan is to buy five knew youngsters, and sell back three that he already has which

have outgrown their ability to hold his interests anymore. But $50,00 comes from.....
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