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For the fools who fail to see..... 


"If slavery is not wrong, nothing is wrong."

Abraham Lincoln, 1864
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Chapter 1


[image: ]


"How many this time?"

"Eleven."

"We needed twelve," said the shorter man

"This ain't mall shopping, we get what we can get."

"They ain't going to be happy is all I'm saying."

"I don't care, so they are short one bitch, the eleven can just work harder to make up the difference," grinned the taller man.

"Alright let's get moving, I don't want to be late on top of being light on the count," said the shorter man.

The silver truck stopped on the country road, the engine was switched off and the lights went dark. The men in the cab waited in blackness. As the summer night sounds of crickets chirping and bats hunting resumed in the stillness, sobbing and moaning could be heard coming from the truck van. "Quiet you bitches or I'll cut your throats now," shouted the taller man.

"Hey it's them," said the shorter man pointing at a pair of headlights approaching towards their truck.

The green truck pulled up nose to nose as if needing a battery jump. The driver was a large barrel chested man with a dark blue T-shirt which exposed his arms almost the size of an Easter ham. He snorted and spit as he touched the ground with both feet and slammed the truck door. The interior light came on a second time when the passenger opened his door, stepped down to the ground and walked towards the silver truck. A small skinny man, with slicked back hair, a pencil thin mustache, carrying an AK-47 assault rifle. His five foot six inch size made him look up as he approached the taller man who had driven the truck full of women.

"I'm Jack, that six foot six beast is Grunter, I assume you have our goods?"

"Yeah and I assume you got our money," said the driver of the silver track with a uncomfortable sneer. The four men met again at the rear of the silver truck and the driver opened the roll up door. With no interior light nothing was visible in the blackness but the cries for help hinted that it had people inside. Grunter lit up the interior of the van with a large powerful flashlight and smiled as he surveyed the merchandise within. 

"Get them out," ordered Jack.

Grunter and the two men from the silver truck led the women to the rear of the second truck, once again the women were in darkness as the rear door slammed down shut. One of the woman cried out as they all heard the fixing of a padlock on the door.

"How come I only counted eleven?" said Jack.

"Sorry, it was tough getting what we got, not a lot of choices. You said no fatties and all under twenty," said the tall man from the silver truck.

"Then I am sorry also. In our business there are no second chances," said Jack as he let the AK-47 break the quiet of the night. "Put the bodies in the cab of their truck and roll it down the hillside."

A loud crash could be heard for miles as the silver truck made it's last drive downward into a five-hundred foot ravine. The green truck drove off. Two hours later it arrived at its hidden destination and the cargo was unloaded.
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"Marsh, Grew got a double for you," shouted Captain Evans from his office doorway.

Marsh stopped the car at the edge of the open field twenty miles from their offices. Grew stopped to stretch a moment as he got out of the passenger seat.  "You guys trying to make another baby?" laughed Marsh. 

"Naw, I stayed up watching that stupid football game last night. I was almost toast about the fourth quarter when they got all tied up. I started to nod off when they flipped the coin for overtime then after a sixty yard run by the other guys I was getting anxious and I was wide awake."

"Yeah, I like the Bears as much as the next guy but I don't pay much attention until the playoffs and I never watch those night games. When you're twenty-something and stupid you can pull it off but after forty, forget it,"

"You mean after fifty," laughed Grew as they walked towards what they knew would be a grisly scene.

"What is it Doc?' asked Marsh as they stood alongside two females bodies laying face up on the swampy ground adjacent a sewerage plant.

"Obviously no ID's as they are both only wearing underpants and no purses or wallets have been found. Both aged approximately seventeen to twenty. They show signs of severe multiple bruises and at this point, I would guess manual strangulation was the cause of death. Probably around 10 PM last night."

"What do you think boss?" asked Grew.

"I'd say after some person or persons unknown, beat them almost to death, he choked them to finish the job, then tossed them into the trunk of a car, drove along that highway over there, got off that exit about a mile back to get to this plant access road, dumped the bodies and got back on the freeway all in about five minutes or less," surmised Marsh.

"Guess we'll go to the plant?" said Grew.

"Don't see any other move. Hopefully they have cameras pointing in this direction."

"Good morning, I am Detective Grew and this is Sergeant Marsh. We are investigating two dead bodies found on the edge of your private street here. Are there any security cameras covering Power Road?"

"Mostly the cameras cover inside and the gates but there is one wide angle view along the road," said the guard as he pulled up the digital recording. "What time frame?"

"Try 9 PM to 11 PM," said Marsh.

The detectives watched as the recording slowly advanced then at 10:18 PM a white SUV could be seen stopping. The interior light of the front seat came on and two figures, possibly male, got out and went towards the rear of the vehicle. It was too dark to make out clearly, but they could have been tossing out the two bodies into the swampy water. "Damn, can't make out very much," remarked Grew.

"Send us a copy and maybe our tech guys can enhance it a bit," ordered Marsh before leaving the guard house.

"Any joy?" asked Captain Evans as Marsh and Grew entered the homicide offices.

"White SUV about the right time, could have been Black males or Martians. They went to the back of the vehicle and took two of something out and dumped them into the shallow water," said Marsh taking off his suit jacket. "Obviously, it was the bodies but the video won't get a conviction. I'm just hoping our computer guys can pull a few characters off the front license plate, otherwise we got nothing," explained Marsh.

"Our only chance is if someone goes to or from work about that time, maybe they saw the vehicle and remembers a plate number," remarked Evans.

"Talk about a long shot," muttered Marsh.

"Yes, well, don't forget you and Grew have that seminar at 1 PM. As it's almost eleven now you might want to go out for an early lunch, I know Grew wouldn't object," smiled Evans.

"Bobby, please don't encourage him. I'm lucky he doesn't keep a cooler of snacks and drinks in the car trunk," laughed Marsh as he put his jacket back on. 

After lunch Marsh and Grew found seats in the conference room of the insurance building often rented out for such large occasions. The detectives passed the first twenty minutes by looking over the seminar packets that had been left on the table in front of each chair. As the room filled Marsh and Grew exchanged greetings with several other city detectives they knew. Finally the Division Commander appeared in front of the microphone at the speaker's podium.

"Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen. Welcome to the first of three seminars on Human Trafficking. You detectives have already or will soon be more involved with such cases. Unfortunately it appears that the number of victims increases every week. At this time I would like to introduce Dr. Margret Ahearn Rodgers from the U.S. Department of Human Rights Policy."

"Good day everyone, I am Dr. Maggie Rodgers. Actually I am on loan from the British Government. As the problem of Human Trafficking continues to plague the world it is also growing at an alarming rate in the United States and of course here in your city as in most other major cites around your great country. As your Division Commander Briggs has stated, your contact which such cases will only increase in the coming months and years. This first seminar is regarding Sex Trafficking, the Second will be addressing Labor Slave Trafficking, the third will be on the Social and Economic Causes and Solutions."

"If everyone will open the packages in front of you then you can follow along with today's agenda and statistics. First you will notice that, yes, there are just plain evil men in the world and women of course, who are involved for financial gain. The most alarming statistic that first jumps out at you is the ten fold increase. We believe the root cause is the global economic downturn of the past few years. Given the continued global recession, or whatever the political spin guys wish to call it these days in the United States, you now have the same problem as the rest of the world but I won't say congratulations, as it is not something that you want to have," said Dr.  Rodgers. 

"Make no mistake, you have always had the problem, but with the sudden surge it has become much more noticeable. In addition to the second wave of traffickers, now a third wave has started, these are people who have seen and heard about such practices and assumed it's an easy way to make some big money fast. So to identify the groups, you have let's call them, the Professionals who have always done such horrible trade. Then you have middle level criminals who have seen various enterprises dry up in the bad economy, such as the crash of mortgage scams, illegal gambling and the reduction of recreational drug use. Let's call them Repositioned Career Criminals. Finally the new-comers, we shall call them Street Scum," said Dr. Rodgers.

"Who is the most dangerous?" asked Marsh holding up his hand.

"They all are for different reasons, but the Street Scum which are the street level social parasites and gangs, will most probably be your biggest problem. They prey on girls as young as eleven and twelve years of age. The U.S. Department of Justice has designated Chicago as a "high-intensity area" for sex trafficking. You have instances of family members like brothers who beat their sisters, force them into performing sex acts and then take all the money. You have massage parlor and hotel owners involved in the trade. There have been people operating from their houses and you even had one couple here in Chicago who pimped out a sixteen year old mentally disabled girl. Yet the biggest problem is the street gangs, they are ruthless, a life means absolutely nothing to them."

"There are estimated to be over 750,000 girls and women trafficked into the United States in just the last decade and we know it's probably closer to one million. Just using those figures of the past ten years, half have sex with ten customers a day and half have more then ten per day. If you do the math you can see why it happens, big money," said Dr. Rodgers. "As to exact Chicago gang numbers we have no data but a guess is they are responsible for at least 15,000 young girls being enslaved each year."

"The victims could be any woman from twelve to fifty. Older women are often requested by rich men for house cleaners with benefits. They prefer mature women so they don't have to deal with immature teenagers or young women. This occurs all over the world and here in the U.S. but not as much. One recent study found that a small percentage of the young women had entered either directly on their own to make money or support a drug habit or were coerced into it by a boyfriend or family member. Most of these women were childhood victims of abuse by family members or were abandoned by their mothers and had to learn how to live on the streets."

"As this is estimated to be a 30 billion dollar a year business the bad guys are very organized and are quick to resort to violence. Often when a group of new victims is taken they are placed in rooms for several weeks to several months. There they are systematically beaten, raped, and drugged into submission. Once conditioned, they are often sold off to other organizations or gangs. Some groups actually tattoo a barcode on the victims body for identification purposes and to encode the amount of money they claim the female has to 'work off' before she is free. At the end, if they reach the end, they are just resold to another group, none are released, until they lose their usefulness, then they are killed and bodies dumped," explained Dr. Rodgers.

"Tell you what, why don't we take a fifteen minute break, which will give me a chance to answer the messages piling up on my cell phone," laughed Rodgers.

"What do you think?" asked Grew.

"I'm missing the old days when gangs just shot each other and sold weed," groaned Marsh.

All the detectives returned to the conference room for the balance of the seminar. When it finished around 5 PM, most exited in a subdued mood with eyes glazed over from listening to the staggering facts and statistics.

The next morning Marsh had taken only two sips of his coffee when he heard a familiar voice calling his name. "What's up Captain?"

"You and Grew are up, two men found dead in a box truck that went off the road. Also the tech guys were able to pull a plate number off that video from the sewerage plant. It was a stolen vehicle," said Evans.

"Big surprise," remarked Marsh grabbing his jacket off the back of his chair. He reached into the top draw of his desk and removed his set of keys. Marsh stuck his head into the coffee room. "Hey Grew, make it to go,"

"Hey I must have my AM coffee," groused Grew.

"Yeah I know the feeling. We can stop on the way, the two stiffs ain't going anywhere," snickered Marsh holding the hallway door for his partner.

Marsh and Grew were each sipping from large takeout coffees as they stared down into the ravine below and watched as a large wrecker gingerly inched the silver box truck up the hillside. Coroner personnel slowly walked up the grassy knoll while carrying the two stretchers containing the male bodies extricated from the truck wreckage. "Any ID?" asked Marsh.

"Here you go," said the assistant coroner placing two driver's licenses into Marsh's hand. 

"OK we got an Al Gainer, 6'1', 175, from Cicero and a Dennis Alps, 5'8", 147, from Naperville. What did them in Doc?"

"Not the ride down, that's for sure. They were both almost cut in half from gunfire. My guess is an automatic rifle, mostly popular around these parts would be an AK-47."

"Anything else?"

"Can't tell for sure but there are a number of footprints in the van, like several people had stepped in mud as they got into the cargo area. It was too dangerous down in the ravine, but now that the truck is topside and is being towed to our garage, we will have an opportunity to go over the interior."

"Well let me know," said Marsh as he and Grew headed back to their car.

Two days later Marsh and Grew sat at their desks. "Well it seems like our two dead guys Al and Dennis did time together, they got busted trying to fence a stolen truckload of TVs and computers. They appear to have a history of transporting stolen goods and contraband. Nothing showing violence though," said Marsh as he read their files off his computer screen.

"So it would seem like they were transporting a load of women," said Captain Evans.

"How'd you work that one out Bobby?"

"I have been reading your copy of the corner's report, it arrived this morning just before you guys got in the office."

"And it says?" smiled Marsh. 

"They found traces of bodily fluids in the back of the truck. They were able to isolate the DNA from eleven different women. Tears, blood, saliva and even a small amount of urine. Looks like your seminar training will come in handy," remarked Evans.

"If it wasn't for the two dead guys, I'd try to write it off as some stupid college hazing prank that went real wrong, but obviously it ain't that," said Marsh. "Any luck on the owner of the truck?"

"Stolen two weeks ago from Ready & Reedy Express, a delivery service from down by Crown Point, here's the address."

"Alright, Grew and I will go talk with the owner and see what we can find out."

"Not much to tell," said Mr. Reedy. "I chained and locked the gate about 7 PM one night and the next morning the chain had been cut, gate left open and the truck was gone."

"No video or alarms?" asked Grew.

"The building is alarmed but no cameras. We can barely make the payroll these past six months. Nothing really to steal so the insurance company never required any surveillance systems."

"Bet they do now," chuckled Marsh.

"Yeah, great another bill we can't afford. So do I get my truck back?"

"When they have finished going over it for forensic information they will release it to you," said Marsh.

"What kind of shape is it in?"

"Ah, I can't really say but the words scrap metal come to mind," grinned Marsh.

"Great, I can use the insurance money to pay the higher premiums," said Reedy shaking his head.

"Have you fired any drivers or other employees lately?" asked Grew.

"I had to lay off two drivers in the past three months. One really hurt, old Jake, he'd been here for years but he just had too many accidents. I talked him into retiring rather than letting him go. So he took his social security at 62 and he can collect his unemployment insurance for awhile."

What about the other guy?" asked Marsh.

"That asshole, always late, always getting lost or so he'd say. A total fuck-up, it was easy to bounce him out of here."

"He got a name?"

"Al, Allan Gainer," said Reedy.

"Well that solves who took your truck," smiled Marsh.

"That bastard, can I kick his ass before you put him in prison?"

"That'll be a bit hard as he's dead."

"Dead?"

"Yep, shot and then the truck was sent down into a ravine."

"Well it wasn't me," said Reedy.

"Didn't think so," smiled Marsh. "Thanks for your help."

"Did he have any family?" asked Reedy as Marsh and Grew were walking towards their car.

"None that we can find, don't feel too bad, he was a career criminal, bound to end up that way sooner or later," reassured Marsh as he opened his car door.

"So it would appear Mr. Gainer had a contract to deliver some live merchandise and so to that end he stole a truck from his old boss," remarked Grew.

"Yep and we have to find out how he got this delivery contract. Let's head over to his address and see what we can turn up," said Marsh as he started the car.

"Mrs. Gainer I understand your son lived here," said Marsh.

"That lazy bastard and his idiot friend occasionally slept in our basement if that's what you mean."

"Well we are sorry for your loss," said Grew.

"Hell I never expected him to live this long. He's been a pain in the ass since he was seventeen. Only peace we got was whenever he went to jail. I know it ain't right for a mother to cuss her own son and God rest his soul and everything, but he was a bad one."

"Would you mind if we had a look around the basement?" asked Marsh. 

"Sure go on ahead and if you find any of those tramps still down there do me a favor and throw them out," said Mrs. Gainer as she stepped aside on the narrow side landing to allow the detectives to go down the creaky wooden stairs to the cellar.

"Hmm, what have we got here," smiled Grew. "This month's issue of Beavers, Boobs and Buns, looks like they did some heavy weekend reading. Empty pizza box, wait I'm wrong, there are still two pieces inside, you hungry?"

"I'll pass," smiled Marsh.

"Ain't much here just empty beer cans, three week old cable guide. Got an address book," said Grew.

"I wouldn't think Gainer knew what to do with one of those," chuckled Marsh. "Anything good?"

"Two girls names, a Janice Rother and Candy Blasie. Oh yeah." chuckled Grew, "his parole officer." 

"Well it's a start, I'd say we check the girls first," said Marsh. They thanked Mrs. Gainer and walked back to the car.

"Candy Blasie?"

"Used to be, now I'm Cindy Coots. Who you?"

"I'm Detective Sergeant Marsh, I work homicide."

After about fifteen seconds of dead air, "Who got dead?"

"Do you know an Al Gainer?"

"Oh shit," Cindy exclaimed and then hung up.

Marsh redialed. "We have to talk with you, either the hard way or the easy way, your choice."

"OK, I'll come to you, I can't be seen talking to cops around here."

Two hours later in Interview Room # 3 Marsh, Grew and Cindy Coots sat around the small metal table. "So how did you know Al?" asked Marsh.

"He used to come to the Old Pussy Cat Club where I danced."

"Did you hook up or did he just stick dollars in your waist band?" snickered Grew.

"We went out on a few dates. Me and Janice went to a casino in Joliet a few times and stayed overnight with Al and Dennis, they were always good for a laugh."

"Did you know how they made their money?"

"Hey we knew they weren't legit type guys but we didn't really care."

"Did they ever talk about their business dealings?" asked Marsh.

"Only that they were transportation experts. If you needed something moved they were the go to guys."

"Like what? asked Grew.

"They said they moved a lot of drugs, mostly grass by the truck full."

"Who did they get their work from?" asked Marsh.

"I really don't know, but they said they were going to be getting more money from now on."

"And you have no idea where the big money was coming from?" asked Grew.

"No, I didn't want to know. They are plenty of sleazy men who come to the club, it could be anyone of them. All I do know is they had a meeting last week with two real sleaze-balls. The one guy was huge and had this sneer that made you feel his mind was doing awful things to you."

"You mean like he was having sex with you?" asked Marsh.

"When you dance topless six nights a week you get to be able to tell which guys are fantasying about doing it with you and that's fine, that's why you are there to make their dicks hard and hope they get drunk enough to start putting twenty's into your crotch instead of one's. Then there are the evil ones that just make your skin crawl. He was that type, his face just made you cringe like he was into giving you pain and laughing about it. Like you were something to be played with, then beaten or cut up. A real low life creep."

"Did this creep have a name?"

"Grunter. Bald, like six foot six, monster sized guy. Cold gray eyes, arms the size of a loaf of rye bread. He wasn't American, some sort of accent, not sure, maybe Polish."

"Did you ever see him with anyone?" asked Grew.

"No he usually came in alone, drank enough to wipe out any two normal guys, always tried to finger you as he slid a ten down your g-string. Then he just would up and leave. Never talked much. Except to Jerry."

"Who is Jerry?" asked Marsh.

"He owns the club, or part of it, he practically lives there."

"Well thank you for talking to us, if you think of anything else, here's my card, just call my cell phone number any time," said Marsh. After having Cindy escorted out of the building, Marsh and Grew went to Captain Evans office.

"Guess we'll go have a chat with this Jerry guy," said Marsh. 

"Be careful Marty, if there is a connection between this Grunter and the owner, these guys have no reluctance to kill people, even two cops," warned Evans.
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"Is Jerry around?" asked Marsh to the bartender of the very crowded club.

"Who wants to know?"

Marsh showed his badge. "This good enough?"

"Up those stairs in the corner to the right."

Marsh and Grew made their way past the dozens of men ogling the half naked pole dancers. At the top of the stairs was a sound proof steel door which led to an interior wooden door. "Jerry?" asked Marsh as they entered the man's office.

"Ah the heat, what can I do for you?" said Jerry with a thin smile.

"Tell us what you know about Al Gainer and Dennis Alps."

"They're dead. Next question."

"Then how about you straighten up your tie, grab your ugly sports jacket and come along with us," said Marsh.

"You going to arrest me?"

"If I have to," smiled Marsh.

"Alright, what do you want to know?"

"First off, if I start to think you're pulling my chain I will arrest you and we can do this at our club," cautioned Marsh. "Now, what were your business dealings with our recently departed friends?"

"I'd hear of deals that needed transportation so I'd get them the job and take a piece off the top for myself."

"Who were these jobs for?"

"All kinds of people, sometimes a gang might have a large load of weed. If they tried to move it themselves and a rival gang spotted them they might get jumped, using an independent no one knew anything and all went
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