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She was naked and she was dead. Her car keys, wallet and cell phone were missing, the balance of her purse contents were spilled out onto the floor. She apparently had been a beautiful woman in life. Her identification was a mystery to all but one person in the room, Detective Sgt. Martin Marsh knew who she was or at least he knew her face. It was the one he dreamed about for many years, the perfect woman. His eyes could not help but trace her body and imagine its movement with life still inside.

"Sergeant Marsh, is this your catch?" asked Doctor Gigner.

"Yeah, they woke me up and said I'm it. What do you have for me?"

"Pretty much what you see. Damn nice looking woman, strangled apparently. I'll know for sure when I get her on the table," said the assistant corner.

"Alright, press it. I don't want her to become one of another hundred Chicago murders," ordered Marsh.

"You got that funny look like when you know something."

"I don't know nothing, didn't you know that," smirked Marsh as the body was removed.

"Hey Marty, look at this, they took most of the good stuff but left this IPad," said Grew, short for Grewecski.

"Where?"

"Under the bed. With the snap-on plastic back cover it must have slid across the rug and under when the purse hit the floor."

"Anything?"

"Won't power up, must need charging. We didn't find a cable but I can use mine it's back at the office," said Grew.

"Bet her charger is still in the purse," said Marsh.

"Maybe we should get the hell out of here and hide in case the bad guy figures out what it is for and comes back looking for it."

"Long shot, but yeah, post a pair of uniforms to watch for a day or two," ordered Marsh.

Sgt. Marsh tossed his notebook onto his desk and plopped into the ergonomic leather chair. He reached for his phone to listen to the voice mails that had accumulated since late yesterday afternoon. After the last recording, he picked up the phone and dialed the number left by a caller. "This is Martin Marsh, I am a homicide detective. You left a message saying you know something about the woman found on Astor Street?"

"There was a guy with her."

"Do you know the guy?"

"Kept to himself, paid rent in cash."

"You the superintendent?" asked Marsh.

"No, I work for the rental agent. We collect the rent and take a cut, then pass the rest onto the owner."

"Did you ever talk with this guy?"

"Not really. I'd say nice day and that crap then he'd pull out a wad of bills count out the rent amount and sort of grunt as he handed it over," said the anonymous man.

"How many times?"

"Just the last six months, place was empty for a long time before that."

"Can you describe him?" asked Marsh.

"White, six-one maybe six-two, medium build. Brown hair, guess not a bad looking guy."

"Got a name?"

"Johnson was all I ever got. I'd say Hello Mr. J, I need the rent money."

"Last time you saw him?"

"Rent day, May 1st."

"So fifteen days ago?" said Marsh.

"Yep."

Marsh hung up the phone.

"Anything?" asked Grew.

"Loose description, not much to go on. Maybe have the uniforms ask around about this guy," said Marsh. "See if the building janitor can give any more details."

As Grew took a Detective from the Homicide office and headed over to Astor Street, while Marsh went to the Coroner’s Office. "Big Marty Marsh. What brings your burly 5' 11" frame our way?" asked the forensic pathologist on duty.

"Tell ya what Doc, I'm just so horny I figured I come on over here and look at some naked dead women."

"I told you not to get divorced. Told you she'd come in handy one day, " chuckled the doctor.

"I remember you saying that but I could not afford her anymore. Said she shopped so much because she missed me when I worked all these crazy hours. She didn't have an answer when I caught her in that motel room," grinned Marsh.

"Such as life my son. So which naked lady did you want to stare at? We have a nice one over here," smirked the doctor.

"God, she must be three hundred pounds."

"Three hundred and sixty five to be exact."

"Got something more in a size four?" said Marsh.

"Your newest victim is over in the next room."

"So still strangled?"

"The Petechiae, spots of hemorrhage, due to bursting of several small capillary blood vessels, along which purple skin color and some blood around the mouth and nose would lock it in, plus the bruising from what would appear to be the murder's finger marks around the neck. The killer came at her from the front."

"Any defensive wounds?" asked Marsh.

"Not that I can tell. Nothing under her fingernails," said the doctor.

"So most likely she knew her attacker, probably had been intimate with him and was in shock when he grabbed her neck."

"That would be my hypothesis. Tell you one thing, the guy was very strong, it happened relatively quick." 

"You mean like a pro?" asked Marsh.

"Don't know about that, but definitely no hesitation, just went for it," said the doctor.

Back at the Homicide Division, Marsh walked over to Grew's desk. "Any luck with that iPad?"

"Yes. She had it engraved when she bought it. I popped off the protective aftermarket cover and low and behold etched into the aluminum, Janice Winters," smiled Grew handing it to his partner.

"Any ID stuff in the unit?" asked Marsh.

"Yep, between calls to her contacts, her bank and her email providers I got it all."

"Where is she from?" asked Marsh.

"Des Moines. She was a college professor at some private college, WCI, Women's College of Iowa. She taught Biology and Chemistry."

"Guess we are going for a ride," smiled Marsh.

"Anything else on the tablet?"

"Bunch of photos."

"Good it'll give me something to do while you drive," grinned Marsh.

As Greweckski drove, Marsh opened every app, email and contact on the dead woman's iPad. Then he looked at the photographs. They were all of Janice at many different locations, wearing everything from coats to bikinis. Smiling, laughing as well as a few somber and downright sad photos. The forty-one pictures were obviously of Janice as an adult, alone and with some other woman then her looked at one of a small little girl, about four years old. Marsh could see the girl growing up to be Janice Winters. Strange thought Marsh, she would only have one photo from her childhood.
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Completing the five and a half hour drive by 8PM, the two detectives ate a quick dinner then checked-in to separate motel rooms. Grew called his wife, Marsh went to sleep. After breakfast the next morning they drove over to WCI to interview the Dean, Mrs. Hammerlock.

"Good Morning gentlemen. We are all very sad to hear the news of Ms. Winter's demise. She was very loved around our school. How can I help you?"

"I guess anything you can tell us about her life here on campus, friends, co-workers. Any trouble with students, any hint regarding her private life," said Marsh.

"Well we first and foremost teach the acceptance of others and never pass judgement upon anyone's beliefs or private lives. As to her work, she was an assiduous teacher. She was well liked and respected, I would very seriously doubt you would hear any ill words regarding her. When the day was over, she normally went to her apartment downtown."

"If you could give us that address, we would appreciate it," smiled Grew.

"Certainly, I'll have my administrative clerk retrieve that info from our database."

"How long has she been here at WCI?" asked Marsh.

"Let's see now, must be almost three years."

"Where was she before that?"

"Well, actually she had taken two years off to have her baby, prior to that she was at Western Colorado Women's University for seven years, before that she was an assistant professor back east, at Rutgers University," explained Mrs. Hammerlock.

"Would you mind if we asked some questions of your staff and students?" asked Marsh.

"Not at all, but please be mindful of the burdensome schedules many of the students are under."

"Oh, no, we would not want to interfere, just trying to get some background, maybe produce a lead or two," smiled Grew politely.

Mrs. Hammerlock shook hands with the policemen and led them to the desk of her clerk. The young woman gave them a printout of Janice Winter's address and a list of classes she had taught along with a list of the fellow professors and students that knew Janice Winters the best. She also handed them a map of the campus and started them towards the professor's lounge in the science building.

"So what do you think?" asked Grew.

"I think old Hammerlock was sweet on you," snickered Marsh.

"I have that effect on the mature woman," chuckled Grew. "I meant about Janice."

"Well I now think that forty-first photo on her iPad is not her as a child but of her daughter. Which of course begs the question, where the hell is the kid?"

"Think the mystery man Johnson has the little girl?"

"I certainly hope not. If he killed the mother...." Marsh didn't finish his sentence as they opened the front door to Lister Hall. Climbing two flights of stairs, Marsh knocked loudly upon the lounge door and then entered not waiting for a response.

"Yes, can I help you?" asked a young woman, obviously startled by Marsh's pounding on the door.

"Good Morning," said Marsh, "We are Detectives from Chicago trying to find some background on Janice Winters. Did you know her?"

"No, sorry, I heard about it, but I just started here a few weeks ago. I'm still trying to find all my classrooms," smiled the new professor. 

The door opened and in walked two middle-aged women accompanied by a short, dumpy, balding man, who apparently had some authority as he sort of brushed aside the two slow moving ladies and made a direct run for the coffee pot across the room.

"Mrs. Phillips, excuse me," said the new teacher. "These gentlemen are from the Chicago police department and have some questions regarding the late Ms. Winters."

"Hello sirs, I am Mrs. Amanda Phillips and this is Ms. Teresa Hemper. That rude man across the room guzzling the coffee so he can keep himself awake when he gives a class, is our fearless leader, that is to say, our department head, Mr. Kenneth Abrams."

Abrams smiled and waved politely then returned to his task of ingesting as much coffee as possible before his next class.

"I guess my first question would be, does anyone know why Janice Winters was in Chicago?" said Marsh.

After a moment Abrams spoke up. "I do not wish to say anything in the negative regarding Ms. Winters, you must understand, mostly everyone here truly liked her. As her boss, she did sort of confide in me, especially regarding taking some time off to travel to your Windy City. Again, I am not judging in anyway but, the child she had was out of wedlock and she felt the father should have a chance to know his daughter. Although Janice did doubt that would be something the cad would be interested in doing. So that aside, she felt he should be supportive in a financial way."

"So she went to confront the father for child support," commented Grew.

"Do you think it was the father of the child who killed her?" asked Mrs. Phillips.

"To be honest I really don’t know, but it may be heading in that direction," said  Marsh. "Has anyone ever seen this joker?" Marsh's question was met with a room full of adults shaking their heads in the negative. After several more background questions of the professors and talking with several students, it appeared that Mrs. Hammerlock's opinion was true. Janice Winters was very well liked. Grew and Marsh headed over to the apartment address the clerk had given them.

The local Sheriff's office sent a deputy to the address to assist the detectives. 

"Most everything looks normal, except ..."

"Except what?" asked Grew.

"There isn't any kid stuff. Where the hell is this little girl?" shouted Marsh.

"Place is pretty damn spartan, indifferent like a motel room of sorts," said the Deputy.

"Kind of funny, maybe she just used it during the school year and had someplace else to call home," remarked Marsh.

"Really not too much to go through. Some clothes, normal bathroom and kitchen stuff," said Grew. "Like you said sort of a temporary abode."

"Well I trust your guys can handle looking for latent prints and stuff, we might as well head back to Chicago. Here's where you can call when you need to contact me," said Marsh handing his business card to the Deputy. Marsh drove them back to Chicago in record time, dropping Grew in the department parking lot before heading home to bed.

The morning of the 18th of May was rainy and windy, a good day to sit in the Homicide squad room and make phone calls. By noon Marsh, Grew and two other detectives gathered in the conference room to eat their lunches when their order was finally delivered and discuss progress on the Winters murder. Pointing to a large six foot by four foot corkboard, almost fifty percent covered by printouts of the forty-one photos taken from Janice Winters' iPad and a dozen crime scene pictures. "Alright what have we got?" asked Marsh.

"Well we have a very well-liked science teacher at an Iowa college, who had a baby and traveled here to our city to get some bucks out of the dead-beat baby daddy. They found her car parked at the airport, no prints, not even the victims and the keys were locked inside," said Grew.

"She has no family that we can find," said Detective Hobbs. "Seems that her father and mother are both dead and we can't find any siblings, or even cousins."

"So no visible family support, but a lot of friends in Des Moines. Does anyone think she left the kid with any friends in Iowa?" Marsh didn't hear the words of his coworkers as they discussed theories. His gaze was locked onto the photographs of Janice Winters. 

"Marty, Hello Martin. Where the hell are you?" shouted Grew.

"Sorry about that, I was lost studying her face," responded Marsh in an unnaturally quiet voice.

"You okay partner?"

"Yeah, I was just wondering...."

"I think you're wondering too often," laughed Grew. "I think we need to take down those naked pictures of her. You unmarried types can't handle it."

Detectives Hobbs and Greymor chuckled as Marsh once again lost the voices in the room. He felt a quiver in the pit of his stomach. The naked pictures did make him smile warmly in a man's way, but it was her face, those haunting eyes, that reached out and demanded he find her killer. Like reaching from the other side to demand justice but not in a loud blusterous way, but in a warm feminine style, with a smiling enchanting siren sound.

"Alright, we know that the child is about four, maybe five years old. Janice was with WCI for approximately three years then had two years off for birth and the baby's first what, eighteen months or so. We need to nail down when she took maternity leave and figure out if she met our Mr. Johnson out in Colorado," said Marsh.

"I talked with some people out at that place and they weren't very forthcoming, seemed a bit hushed up," remarked Hobbs.

"Well if we are going to track down this scumbag and find out where the little girl is living it would appear another trip is necessary," said Marsh.

"Think the Captain will sign off on more travel?" winced Grew.

"You know his motto, "A.C.K. "

"Anything to catch a killer," shouted Grew, Hobbs and Greymor in unison. 

After landing in Grand Junction they drove two hours to arrive at the campus of Janice Winters' former employer. After notifying the campus security of their mission, they were taken over to the college administrator's office. 

"I am sorry you made such a long trip for nothing, but our policy is not to give out any information on any current or former employees."

"And that probably is a good policy, I really don't know Ms. Fletcher, but as your former employee is dead, she can't sue the college. You need to understand that we are investigating a murder and any perceived lack of cooperation on your part, will be dealt with the full force of the law," insisted Marsh. He stood in silence for a few moments staring, it seemed as if his steel-gray eyes were piercing right into her soul.

"Perhaps you are correct," she retreated. "It's just that it was not a normal separation."

"You mean she was fired?" asked Grew.

"Well, not exactly..."

"No offense," said Marsh with an angry tone in his voice. "What the hell exactly happened?"

"I guess there is no easy way to say it. We just didn't want anything to besmirch the college image. People think we are all just loaded with cash. Maybe in the big universities but we are a small private college, we need every little penny we can hold onto just for our operating expenses."

"To the point Ms. Fletcher," snapped Marsh.

"Janice had an affair with one of her students. We asked her to resign with references. Just walk away, quietly."

"This is an all-female college, right?" asked Grew.

"Ah, yes it is."

"Was she a minor?" asked Marsh.

"No, nothing like that. The young woman was almost twenty-two at the time."

"Do you know of her whereabouts?" asked Marsh.

"She would have an address in the alumni database, but that would be a privacy violation," said Ms. Fletcher.

"Again, not when we are looking for a killer," growled Marsh.

"Don't worry Ms. Fletcher, we will be discreet" smiled Grew. "Besides, I just cannot remember where we got her address, must have been in some of Janice's personal effects."

"Well in that case..." said Ms. Fletcher and provided the name and address of the woman. It was back in the direction they had come from the airport, then another hour north.

"Leslie Jessberg?"

"Yes, can I help you?"

"My name is Sgt. Marsh of the Chicago police and this is my partner Grew. Ah, can we come inside for a moment?"

"What is this all about?"

"Do you know a Janice Winters?"

The woman became weak in the knees and started to fall forwards, Marsh caught her before she could be injured. Carrying her into the house, Marsh laid her down on the living room couch, while Grew went to get a cold cloth for her face. Slowly she started to come back around.

"You see what I see?" asked Grew

"Yep, piles of kid stuff."

"Ms. Jessberg, are you alright?"

"My head feels like it'll explode."

"Let me get you some aspirin," said Marsh as he started to rise up off his bended knee.

"No," shouted the woman, "Tell me, tell me now."

"I am sorry but she's dead," said Marsh.

"That son-of-a-bitch. That fuck-faced asshole, I knew it. I told her not to go there to meet him. We don't need his fucking rotten money." She became faint again and laid back onto the couch. Slowly she began to sob then cry uncontrollably. 

"Do you have any friends who could stay with you?" asked Grew.

"My, my sister, Jessie, next door."

Grew left the small house and went first to the right and then the house on the left. After explaining the situation, Jessie came running over to comfort her sister. Forty-five minutes passed before Leslie was able to be questioned.

"Ms. Jessberg, how long have you known Janice Winters?"

"We met while I attended WCW. I fell in love with her at first sight, but I didn't have the nerve to speak up until I was a senior. We both laughed at how I wasted so much time but we were glad we had finally met. We were meant for each other."

"What happened?" asked Marsh.

"Her biological clock got louder every passing month. She had been on both sides of the fence, so to speak, for many years. She had a horrible childhood. Some boys in high school knew about her mostly being gay and said how much of a waste it was with that knockout body of hers, so one night they gang raped her. They were these weird Christian holy roller freaks that actually thought they could turn her back to liking men."

"She reported this gang rape I hope?" said Marsh.

"No, she was too embarrassed. Then she found out she was pregnant and her asshole father would not let her have an abortion. She told him that she was not going to be tied to some parasite left behind by her rapists."

"What did she do?" asked Grew.

"She just could not go to full term. Aside from being a product of rape and ruining all her college plans she felt this poor bastard would have a horrible life and no one to take care of it. So she got some money from her gay friends and took a bus from Des Moines to Chicago."

"So she was
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