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"Bless me father for I have sinned."

"What do you want to confess?"

"Oh, it is so difficult for me to say this," said the woman.

"Relax and just say it and you will be absolved of your sins."

"I do love my husband but he just does not show the same interest in me anymore."

"Are you saying that you sought comfort with someone else?"

"Yes father, I have, several times. He is so loving and warm towards me. I don't know how I ever existed without his touch," explained the woman.

"He is not your husband. You chose your husband for better or worse, with God as your witness you made a solemn oath to your husband. This is the most gravest of sins, it can never be condoned by the church. You must immediately cease this out of marriage relationship and work diligently to resolve your differences with your husband. I am available for counseling, if that will help," said the priest rather sternly.

There were a few moments of uncomfortable silence, then she began to sob. "I am truly sorry father but I cannot and will not give up this man," she insisted.

"Then I am sorry also, for you have condemned yourself and this man to an eternity in Hell," said the priest. "I will pray for you, especially for your husband." The woman began to cry and suddenly fled the confessional while holding a wad of tissues to her face. The priest could hear her quick footsteps echoing and then the familiar slam of the church side door.

_____________________________

"What is this, number three?" asked Grew.

"Yeah and I get the feeling we aren't any closer than when it all began," lamented Marsh staring at the middle-aged woman laying naked on the motel room floor, hands positioned upon her stomach, fingers interlocked.

"Same routine Doc?" asked Grew.

"Yep. Raped, sodomized and then strangled. Rolled onto her back postmortem, hands clasped together like she was praying, and then her public hair was shaved off," said the coroner assistant. "Damnedest thing I ever saw. Like to see this wacky-doodle when you catch him."

"Oh I'll catch him, just don't see how as yet," groaned Detective Marsh. 

"We had better do it soon, the media is already starting to roast the entire Chicago PD over this baby," remarked Grew.

"Yeah I know the drill," grumbled Marsh. "The summer is about to begin and this could do damage to the tourist trade. I'm sure the Division Commander is on the phone to Captain Evans right now."

"Marsh, Grew!" shouted Evans as the two detectives entered their office space.

"Let me put my coffee down will ya?" groused Marsh as he headed for the Captain's office.

"No time for coffee. You have to accelerate this investigation, we need a fast resolution," snorted Evans.

"Boss we got less than zilch. No appreciable DNA, no leads. This guy is a fucking ghost," explained Marsh.

"Work the common denominators."

"We have been, the three women are as different as a bowl of succotash," remarked Grew.

"There has to be something," said Evans. "As this guy has hit number three he is officially a serial killer. They don't necessarily do random. Something has to be a common thread to the killer. Some sense of vulnerability. To him these are ideal victims. Figure it out."

"Easy for him to say," grumbled Grew walking back to his desk.

"Alright let's do a meeting with you, me and that profiler woman."

"Dallas Jones," balked Grew. "She never has nothing but a firm grasp on the obvious."

"I know, but sometimes she gets lucky. Set it up for this afternoon," ordered Sergeant Marsh.

__________________________

"Ms. Jones."

"Detective Marsh. Detective Grewecski," said Jones taking a seat in the conference room.

"So you've read over everything we have so far, what do you think?" asked Marsh.

"Well, I would say your killer is a very pious man."

"Heck we got that by the praying hands position," remarked Grew.

"Grew, " snapped Marsh.

"It is alright Sergeant Marsh, I get a lot of resistance in my line of work," said Jones.

"I am sorry, it's just that ..."

"I understand Detective Grew. But you need to know I am not a physic, I am a profiler, as such I am a licensed Psychologist."

"Ignore me, it's just frustration. I feel we are wasting time sitting around," mumbled Grew.

"I can appreciate that detective. I would say he is very religious not simply because of the fact that he positioned all the victims' hands into those praying poses, but the fact that he took the time to do so," said Jones. "There may always be some deep entrenched need to be caught and punished on the part of a serial killer. But I fear this executioner has a mission and does not want to be caught, at least not until his list, if you will, is completed. Therefore instead of making a rapid retreat from the scene, he takes the time to turn them over, closes their legs, positions the hands and then shaves off their pubic hair."

"So he definitely has a routine?" said Marsh.

"Not so much a routine as a ritual," said Jones.

"What does it all mean?" asked Grew.

"At this point I am not sure," said Jones. "I certainly hope you don't have to call me again, but when you get another victim, please let me know."

"You mean if we get another victim," smiled Grew.

Dallas Jones got up from her chair to leave, "No detective, I mean when you get your next victim."

"Any idea what ties these women together, in his mind?" asked Marsh as he got up from his chair.

"Could be anything, the same pair of jeans, the same color car, but I'm guessing there is something tying all these women in some religious vane."

"Well that was useless," remarked Grew after Jones left the room.

"Maybe not, let's check out the families of all the victims. See if they all went to the same church or something," said Marsh.

"Mr. Kepoczyk?"

"Yes, how can I help you?"

"I am Detective Marsh and this is my partner Detective Grew."

"Grew? Funny name," chuckled Kepoczyk.

"It's really Grewecski, Andrzej Grewecski."

"Nice to meet you Andrew."

"We need to ask you some background questions regarding your wife," said Marsh.

"Certainly, please have a seat," said Kepoczyk leading them into the living room.

"Who are these guys?"

"Gentlemen this is my daughter Mallory. Mallory these men are detectives and have questions regarding your mother."

"She ain't my mother no more," said Mallory stomping out of the room.

"She is still upset over her mother's death as you can imagine. Please excuse me for a moment."

Marsh and Grew could overhear the conversation that was going on in the kitchen. "What the hell is wrong with you? Your mother loved you very much. This is how you treat her memory?" said Kepoczyk.

"I am sorry Dad. I should not take it out on you. You have been hurt enough," said Mallory.

"Well good, now please return to the living room and answer any questions those men may have for you. We still want your mother's killer to be caught don't we?"

"Yes, of course," said Mallory

Mallory and her father entered the living room and the father plopped down on a love seat across from where Marsh and Grew sat on a couch, as Mallory remained standing showing a defensive posture.

"Now what are your questions?" asked Kepoczyk.

"Well did your family attend church together?" asked Marsh.

"Yeah right," muttered Mallory.

"We are Catholics, but I am afraid mostly the Christmas and Easter kind," chuckled Kepoczyk.

"What about your wife?"

"Well she did still go to confession on occasion at St. August's, but never followed it up by going to church the following Sunday."

"I'm not following you, what has one got to do with the other?" asked Marsh.

"Well in order to receive holy communion, the Eucharist, the body of Christ, you know the little bread wafer the priest puts in your mouth. You must have seen it in films and such," explained Kepoczyk.

"Right, got that part," smiled Marsh.

"Well the main purpose of going to confession on Saturday afternoon is to be cleansed of sin before you go to church on Sunday morning to receive communion."

"Ah, OK, I see, so you had better not go out and party hardy Saturday night," chuckled Marsh. The room went silent, Marsh's words sort of hung heavy as he got looks from Grew, Mallory and David Kepoczyk. "Alrighty then, Janet did not usually follow up her confession by going to church on the following Sunday correct?"

"Yes," said Kepoczyk.

"So then there were no other religious type of involvements that you know of, like charity work, meetings, clubs ?"

"She was too damn busy for that, " sneered Mallory.

"Ah Mr. Kepoczyk, could I trouble you for some coffee or soda?" asked Marsh.

"Oh certainly, how rude of me," said the man jumping to his feet.

Marsh nodded to Grew. When Grew got off the couch and followed the man into the kitchen, Marsh turned to face Mallory. "Now Mallory, I feel you are holding back some pretty heavy duty hatred. You want to clue me in? I am trying to find a killer who has so far murdered three women and I fear more victims may occur if I can't catch this jerk."

"My mother totally embarrassed me, I hated her for what she did."

"What was it that she did Mallory?"

"The bitch was sleeping with Bill Mayer."

"Who is Bill Mayer?" asked Marsh.

"My soccer coach is Jenny Mayer, Bill's wife."

"Your mom was having an affair with your soccer coach's husband?"

"That wasn't bad enough, they did it openly. I'd be playing a game and could see them sneaking off to his van. They were fucking in the damn parking lot. Everyone knew, I was so humiliated. Two of my teammates saw her giving the pig head. I mean I'm out on the field trying to play my best for my team and my mother is sucking on some guy's cock in the fucking parking lot," Mallory screeched.

"Did coach Jenny know?"

"No, probably the only one who didn't. Nice lady but a bit slow, if ya know what I mean."

"Did your father know?"

"Yes. Mom admitted it to him. I heard them arguing. She berated him, like a little boy. How Bill knew just what to do to make her feel like a real woman. All this orgasm bullshit, straight out of one of those trashy supermarket checkout magazines. Poor Dad he just took all her shit. Finally I yelled at him and said he needed to do something."

"Did he?" asked Marsh.

"Yeah, I was sort of proud of him. He went over and told Jenny what was going on. She was in denial but then finally put it together."

"What happened?"

"Oh she threw Bill's ass out on the street. Cut his clothes all up with a box cutter, threw paint on his brand new sports car," laughed Mallory.

"Did that end it?"

"For a while, but then you could see my mother was pacing around like a caged tiger. Suddenly she said she was going to some book club at the church but I didn't believe her. One night I followed her. I saw them in the park, her and Bill Mayer, kissing and grabbing each other like two dogs in heat. It was disgusting."

"How long did it last?"

"Not long, about two weeks, then she got killed by that maniac." 

"And you feel bad because you kind of hoped something would happen to her?"

"Yeah, how'd you know that?"

"I'm a cop, that's what we do," smiled Marsh. "It was not your fault. What happened has nothing to do with you. It is a result of a very disturbed person. You need to forgive your mother and then move on. You have to be there for your father. He's the one hurt most in all of this and he's going to need your support."

Mallory began to cry about the time Kepoczyk and Grew were returning to the living room. 

"What up partner?" asked Grew seeing the girl in tears.

"Oh we have just been talking and I think she really misses her mom," said Marsh getting to his feet.

Mallory ran over to her father and hugged him tightly and they both began to sob. Marsh and Grew slipped out of the house as quietly as possible. "What was that all about?" asked Grew.

"I'll explain in the car," said Marsh.

"So you think maybe this Bill or Jenny had something to do with killing Janet Kepoczyk?" asked Grew.

"Doubt it, but we need to talk with them. Maybe we can find something out about her routines in the last weeks before she was murdered," said Marsh.  

"Where to now?"

"How about we get some lunch, then over to the family of victim number two, Linda Harper," said Marsh.

"You buying lunch?" asked Grew.

"What didn't mommy give you any lunch money today?"

"No, I just thought because I got it the last time," laughed Grew.

"Yeah I've noticed over the years, I get it when we sit down in a restaurant, but you get it if we hit some sandwich place. Why is that?" 

"Cause I'm cheap," smiled Grew.

"Well at least you admit it," laughed Marsh.

After lunch they drove to the address of the Harper house. "Yes, Mr. Harper, I am Marsh and this is my partner Grew, we need to ask some questions about your wife."

"What did you want to know?" asked Mr. Harper as they sat on his front porch.

"Basically, what were her weekly routines?' asked Marsh.

"Well she worked downtown at a bank. I'm in sales and am on the road several nights per week. All I know is she had some friends in the neighborhood that she hung out with. You know, out to eat, some drinks, maybe a movie."

"Was she very religious?" 

"She went to church on Sundays occasionally, usually if our neighbors up the block were going."

"Did you attend?"

"No," said Harper with a smile. Usually after driving several hundred miles per week and some yard or home maintenance work on Saturday, I liked to sleep-in on Sundays.

"Who are these neighbors?"

"The Langleys, number 1364, opposite side of the street," said Harper.

"What church did they attend?"

"St. August's."

"Well thank you very much," said Marsh rising to go.

"Hope you catch that killer," said Harper.

"We are trying," shouted Marsh as he walked back to his car.

"What do you think?" asked Grew.

"I think it's Catholics two out of two."

"You think our killer may be someone who attends St. August's?"

"Don't know yet," said Marsh. "Let's see if we can get anything out of the Langleys.

"Good morning, Mrs. Langley?" asked Marsh when a woman answered his door knock.

"Yes, can I help you?" said the woman apprehensively. 

After Marsh explained the situation and showed his ID, she let them into her house.

"Did you know Linda Harper well?"

"Actually I met her through my husband. He owns a small auto repair business and she was one of his customers. When he found out she lived a few houses down the block, we all became friends. Mostly a few cookouts per summer," explained Mrs. Langley.

"Did you do anything else?" asked Marsh.

"Like what?"

"You know, go to shows, church?"

"No, I never go to church. My husband attends. Our little joke is he has to say a prayer for me when he goes," smiled Mrs. Langley.

"Oh so he goes regularly?" asked Grew.

"Oh yes, just about every Sunday. Except if we are having couples over for a cookout, then he doesn't go. He's too busy getting his damn grill all cleaned up. Think it was a Porsche or something, the way he cleans it," said the woman shaking her head.

"Well thank you for talking to us," said Marsh. "Ah, where is your husband's repair shop?"

The woman gave them directions and the two detectives drove off. "That was a bit uncomfortable," chuckled Grew.

"Ya think," laughed Marsh.

"Looks like when he's not cooking on his grill, he's was doing some cooking with Ms. Linda."

"Hmm, them Catholics seem to
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