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"I see they lost no time waking your ass up this morning," chuckled Doctor Alston Gigner at the approach of Lt. Marsh.

"Gee you're still a funny guy and so early in the day," bellowed Lt. Martin Marsh as he perused the dead body of state congressmen Alvin Stiles laying on the floor in the leased legal offices. "Bet his law partners won't like him bleeding all over their expensive Persian rug. So, what's your conclusion Alston, how long has this piece of trash been laying here?"

"No big mystery, one shot point blank to the middle of the forehead. Probably around 10 or 11 PM last night."

"Good then I'll have your report on my desk by lunch time."

"No way my old friend, as this is a VIP dead guy, he gets the full treatment. Counting all the time to do the extra tests, perhaps tomorrow around 3 PM."

"Whatever, he's garbage anyway, it's not like I'm going to read it anyway," grunted Marsh turning to walk back to his car.

"We leaving already, I just got the coffees," groused Sgt. Grewecski carrying a cardboard tray with two hot drinks in his right hand.

"No problem, we can sit in the car and try to wake up. I hate these sunrise morning calls."

"So, it was Stiles then huh?"

"Yep."

"That's the asshole who..."

"Yes, stood on the floor of the state house and said if a baby comes from a rape then it is a beautiful thing," growled Marsh.

"You trying to pass this one off?"

"Depends on how much heat Capt. Evans gets on it. I surely would like it to just disappear. The scumbag got what he deserved, I can't see wasting a lot of time on it. I mean if you actually are stupid enough to believe in what that asshole said, at least have the common courtesy not to say it out loud," said Marsh.

_______________________________

"Marsh, Grew," bellowed Captain Evans as the detectives swung open the double doors to Homicide Division. "Fuck, here it comes, this is gonna be another bad day partner," groaned Marsh.

"You getting heat already?" smirked Grew as he and Marsh entered the Captain's office.

"You're kidding, right? While you two were seen sipping your coffees while hiding in your car at the crime scene, by the nosey good citizens, I had the Mayor trying to grab my throat through the fucking phone."

"I can just imagine. 'See here Evans, this won’t do, can't have state officials being murdered in their own offices.' Something like that?" smirked Marsh flopping down into a leather couch near the Captain's desk.

"Oh, he was a lot more colorful than that, I felt the N word about to slip from his smarmy mouth at any moment," growled Evans.

"Don’t let him get to you Bobby, he's just another fat lying piece of shit politician with no brains and a big ass," chuckled Marsh.

"Really now, well he had some choice words for you two also."

"Fuck him, I really don’t care," remarked Grew playing with his smart phone.

"Seriously, what have you got? Anything?" asked Evans.

"One big zero, waiting for the autopsy and the crime scene geeks to do their magic. Someone put his lights out last night. I say good show! In the meantime, we will go talk to the family and especially his partners. What better candidates for honest answers than a room full of shark lawyers," laughed Marsh.

Marsh and Grew slogged back out to the police parking garage and returned to sitting in the morning traffic. Only 7:45 AM and Marsh was already cursing at the line of cars clogging the city streets. After thirty-five minutes of poking along they finally arrived at the home of one of the law partners. The detectives climbed the front stairs and Grew rang the doorbell. "Mr. Turnbull, I am Lt. Marsh and this is my partner, Sgt. Grewecski."

"Can it wait, we are mourning the loss of our dear friend and colleague."

"Sorry. Homicide investigations have to roll forward before too much time is lost. Either we do it here or we can go down to our offices, if you'd prefer," smirked Marsh.

"Alright," grunted Turnbull throwing open his front door and storming off down a shiny hardwood covered hallway. Making a right he walked into his study/office. "What are your questions Lieutenant?"

"The obvious first question is, did he have any enemies that you are aware of?"

"We are lawyers, we make enemies everyday. Then again as most of our practice centers on corporate law, partnerships, incorporation and some patent work, we don’t have the blow back experienced by criminal or divorce lawyers," said Turnbull.

"So, you can’t think of any disgruntled clients of late?" asked Marsh.

"No not really. These kinds of clients don’t kill people."

"Everybody is capable. What about his personal life?"

"What are you asking?"

"His private life, he did have one, right? Was he gay, sleep with someone's wife, kick the neighbor's dog?" sneered Marsh enjoying Turnbull getting red in the face.

"I take exception to your questions!"

"It can get a lot worse if you don’t start opening up and give me some background information. In case you are not getting the point to all this, you are a suspect and are not helping your case counselor," glared Marsh.

"Well to be honest, Alvin and I were not that close. Actually, he irritated the crap out of me with his politics, ever since he got elected to public office he became quite insufferable. I avoided him the best I could," said Turnbull.

"Well thank you for your honesty. Who was close to him?"

"We all sort of felt the same way but he was a founding partner of the firm so we tolerated him. Marcy Biggs, is a junior partner and they talked quite a bit. At first, I thought she felt obligated to listen to his bullshit, but somewhere along the line I just got a vibe there was more to it."

"You think they were playing slap and tickle after hours?" asked Marsh.

"Gee, what a quaint way of saying it detective."

"I don’t have time for pussy footing. So, were they at it?"

"I don’t know for sure but I would place a bet on it!" smiled Turnbull.

"Any idea where she'd be right about now?" asked Grew.

"Probably in her favorite bar, it's not like she's going to go see his family and offer her condolences."

"Name?"

"West's, it's sort of a bar frequented by lawyers and judges," said Turnbull.

"Thank you for talking to us," said Marsh shaking the man's hand.

After returning to their car, "What are you digging for in the glove box," remarked Grew.

"Hand sanitizer."

"Why because you shook hands with a lawyer," chuckled Grew.

"Yes, but also I saw him pick his nose."

"Yuck," moaned Grew as Marsh pulled away from the curb.

After a quick stop off at the Homicide offices, it took about thirty minutes through city traffic before Marsh parked his aging police car in front of West’s Pub. "Only 11:30 AM and they are filling up. Bet they get a good lunch crowd here," remarked Grew looking around the upscale dining tables and the modern styled bar.

"These type of shark lawyers like to lush it up a bit before court. Any judge in here is crooked, ready to retire or an alcoholic," smirked Marsh.

"Can I help you guys?" asked the bartender as they approached the highly polished mahogany bar.

"Yes, can you point out Marcy Biggs for us?" asked Marsh flashing his ID.

"Over on the left of the beer taps, in the pale-yellow business suit."

"Thanks," waved Marsh as he sauntered towards the lawyer.

"Let me guess, Marsh and his side kick Grew?" smiled Marcy Biggs as they approached.

"Turnbull texted you," grinned Marsh taking the stool next to her right, while Grew took a standing position alongside his partner.

"Turnbull is a bit creepy but he always protects the firm."

"So, you and Stiles," smirked Marsh.

"Yes, we got naked and did some exploration, then it ended. No, I didn't kill him and no I'm not entirely upset that he's dead. At least he won’t be stalking me anymore," chortled Marcy as she downed half of her double Bourbon rocks.

"Did you see him last night?"

"He asked me to meet him at the office. We did a couch version of 69, then I left."

"I thought you didn't want to see him anymore?" said Grew.

"He couldn't leave it at just sex. I liked his hardware, not too big, not too small and always ready for action. What more could a girl want," laughed Marcy draining her glass then waving it in the air for a refill.

"He wanted more," grinned Marsh.

"I told him to go home to his wife and kids. Before you ask no I wasn't trying to sleep my way to the top. If I was it certainly would not be with him. He had no real power anymore, his partners hated him. He would have been better off with his own office and a small staff of lawyers, no partners. That way he could be the big fish everyday. When you have equity partners you lose that privilege, sort of like a marriage."

"Anyone in particular unhappy with the marriage?" asked Marsh.

"Pick one. Turnbull, Aster and Ecckle, the holy three we call them, they would have skinned Al if they could get away with it. When he got himself elected to office he became a bit unbearable, like he was some real bigshot. The partners were starting to lose their shit."

"Any specific reason?"

"Al was always letting his emotions get in the way of the clients they represented and as a result he cost the firm thousands of billable hours over the past year. He'd fuck his wife, come to work and go down on me, then waltz into a meeting and preach how a particular client was against wholesome family values because of a product they manufactured or entertainment they produced. Total hypocrite, there was no reasoning with him when he got like that, the partners were ready to kill him," said Marcy draining her third Bourbon.

"No offense, but shouldn’t you take it easy if you're going back to the office?" remarked Grew.

"Well, I'll tell you, one more and I’ll be ready to take you and your partner back to my place for a matinee," chuckled Marcy.

"Thanks for the offer but I'm a one and done kind of guy, although Grew here could rock your world all night long," belly laughed Marsh getting up off the bar stool.

"Really?" smiled Marcy as she slipped three fingers into Grew's waistband.

"Sorry, my wife is an ex-cop and would toss my testicles into the Chicago River. The second splash heard would of course be your lifeless body."

"Ouch," laughed Marcy yanking her fingers from inside Grew's waistband.

"Thanks Marty," grumbled Grew as Marsh drove away.

"Aw Brygida would understand."

"Have you met my wife?"

They both laughed as Lt. Marsh weaved in and around traffic. After dropping off Grew, Marsh headed home for an early day. "My oh my, I get to see my husband in daylight hours," laughed Ellen as they embraced and kissed.

"Yeah, I figured I'd give you a break for a change," chuckled Marsh taking off his suit jacket.

"Well Colleen is out back with little Grace from next door. Maybe you could go out and introduce yourself to your child."

"Wow, on my way," said Marsh flinging open the rear storm door and walking out onto the backyard deck.

"Daddy!" screeched Coleen as she flew towards her father at top speed.

After dinner and some family TV, Marsh read a story to his five-year-old. He clicked off the bedside lamp as she drifted off. Ellen and Marty reconnected as husband and wife and were themselves fast asleep within an hour. At approximately 1:45 AM. the Marsh family and more than half the neighborhood was awakened by the rapid fire from a fully automatic rifle discharging. Hundreds of rounds were sprayed into the first and second floors of the Marsh house.

Marsh dragged his wife and then daughter to the safety of an interior closet before he grabbed his police issue 9 mm gun and attempted to return fire on the dark vehicle as it sped away. He paused in a daze standing in the middle of the street, in his bare feet wearing only boxer shorts, as he watched the car's taillights disappear from view.
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"What the hell do your mean he gets off?" shouted Agent Gillette.

"There was nothing more we could have done. The court ruled against us, we really did try our best."

"Obviously that was not good enough."

"It was partly your friend's fault."

"How the hell do you figure that, he did exactly want you wanted him to do. Hell, he handed you Andre on a silver platter," snarled Gillette.

"Yes, but if Lt. Marsh had come to us in the first place the outcome would have been different. His appearing to be a friend of Andre Caron painted us in a corner."

"You don’t know that, you Canadians are just too soft on your gangsters."

"Your FBI doesn’t have the best track record in the last twenty years either."

"When does Andre get out of jail?"

"He's been out for three days."

"Damn it, I'd better warn Marsh."

_____________________________________

"Marty are you alright?"

"Yeah, I don’t know how though. Do me a favor, take Ellen and Colleen to the airport and bodyguard them right into their seats."

"You got it Marty, but why aren’t you going along?" asked Grew.

"Clearly, I'm the target, I don’t want my family around me until I can figure some of this shit out. They will be safe at my mother-in-law's place in Florida."

"Any idea who did this?"

"Not a clue. I'm going give our FBI friend a call. You get out of here with my family," said Marsh. Moments later after Grew pulled away from the scene, Marsh's cell phone rang. "Speak of the devil, I was just talking about you Gillette."

"Yeah, my ears were burning, what did you want?"

Marsh explained what had happened. "It's your Canadian friend, he is out and free. I suspect he's coming after you for setting him up."

"Shit, I'll bet he has a spy watching me right this minute."

"Which means he knows he missed and he'll try again, real soon," said Gillette.

Two hours later Grew returned to his partner's house, as a forensics crew were still sifting through the damaged house gathering over one hundred bullets implanted in the house as well as spent shell casings along the street.

"Marty what's going on? What did Gillette have to say?" asked Grew.

"Take me somewhere for breakfast and I'll tell you the whole story."

After a short drive, Sgt. Grew pulled into an all-night diner. They took a booth and were served some coffee. Marsh told Grew the secret history with Andre. "Let me see if I understand this right. Last year when we busted up the scumbags that were killing homeless people to further the gentrification of a section of our city but couldn't get the big money men, you made a deal with that Canadian gangster Andre to have them whacked?"

"Not exactly. They were under his protection because of some sideline business deals, sort of like made mob guys. Andre's reach is also in parts of the United States. He just sort of lifted their protective cloak. What really happened to them is anyone's guess. More than likely, it was various guys who they were screwing over the years. They took the opportunity to even old scores. It was inevitable."

"So how did Andre end up in jail?"

"I didn’t want you to get in any trouble so I never told you that I stuck my foot a few inches over the line. I thought I was good. Trouble was the Canadians and Gillette's guys were watching, Andre and I got caught in some surveillance photos. They had me cold so I agreed to help them out. I met him at his house and wore a wire. He got busted and I came back home to Chicago."

"What went wrong?" asked Grew.

"I don’t know all the details as yet but basically as I was a cop his lawyers argued entrapment."

"But you were not a cop in Canada."

"Yes, but he thought he was inviting a cop friend from America who was a bit shady, when I recorded him I was acting as an agent for the Canadian government. As the U.S. and Canada have reciprocal agreements in place, it was argued that it was a form of entrapment. The bottom line is it's all bullshit and he got out on a technicality, whether or not the government goes after him again is besides the main point. I'm now a fucking target," said Marsh sipping some coffee.

"You know that Captain Evans and Gillette will stash you away in some dark jail cell somewhere until this all blows over," said Grew.

"Can't let that happen, I have to hunt down Andre and end this once and for all time. I'm not putting my family at risk."

"I understand why you did what you did, but even if Bobby Evans is your good friend he is the Captain and more or less by the book. When you or Gillette tell him about Andre he will flip the fuck out," warned Grew.

"That's why I'll have to try and prevent him finding out, for as long as I can and I'll need your help," grinned Marsh.

"Oh, this just keeps getting better and better," grumbled Grew finishing his pancakes and sausage. 

As they entered the Homicide Offices they noticed that the Captain's office was dark and empty, they realized it would be easy to avoid Evans. Late in the afternoon, Marsh decided to head home. Refusing to let Marsh go to his own house, Grew took him to his home. After a good dinner Marsh spent a long night of sleepless tossing and turning in the guest room. The next morning Brygida made them coffee before they headed downtown. As they swung open the double doors to Homicide, Grew and Marsh tried not to glance in the direction of Captain Evans' office. They both clenched their muscles as they walked towards their respective desks
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