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"I understand you want to be considered for some additional training courses."

"I certainly do, I feel I have earned it, also I find it necessary in order to advance my military career."

"There are a few other things to consider Lieutenant."

"Sir, such as?"

"Like how I rate your performance," smiled Major Fritzer.

"I thought you were always satisfied with my work, was I wrong?"

"No not entirely. Your work on the classified projects has been quite excellent, but it's your morale performance that's been lacking," grinned Fritzer.

"I thought my morale was always very high, Sir."

"Yes, but you have not improved the morale of others."

"I don't understand, how have I let you down?"

"Well you need to improve my morale," smiled Fritzer. 

"How is that sir?"

"Lt. Detinowski, Terry, you need to be more friendly, more accessible," chuckled Fritzer moving from behind his desk.

Terry started to tremble as her internal red flag went to full. "How have I not been friendly, Sir?"

"Let's just say you need to show your warmer side, if you want to advance in the U.S. Army," said Fritzer placing his hands around Terry's waist as he circled behind her.

Whether out of reality or imagination she felt something very warm as he thrust his groin in tightly against her buttocks, her body tensed, her mind screamed as a sense of being violated came over her. She tried to free herself from his grip. "Where are you trying to go to, we have just begun to increase my esprit de corps," he laughed.

"I am sorry Sir, this is not what I joined up for," she screeched as she broke free from his grasp.

"Well, looks like we'll just have to give you a little attitude adjustment," he shouted as he delivered a powerful open hand slap to the left side of her face which knocked her backwards. As she fell she collapsed onto the large leather couch in the Major's office.

Twenty minutes later as she struggled to keep some sort of composure while walking through the hallway of Unit One of CVEST-COM, her world had changed in a few moments. It may have seemed like two hours but, it was only twelve minutes. The amount of time her boss took to rip off her panties after pushing up her uniform skirt, dropping his uniform pants and entering her without permission.

Once out in the morning air she walked as fast as possible trying not to draw too much attention to herself and still put as much distance between her and the Major. Her options were spinning in her mind like the reels of a slot machine. "Immediately file a complaint against the Major? No he'd just deny it. Just carry on like nothing has happened? No, can't do that, but what other choices do I have," she thought. "Can I tell someone, anyone? Who can I trust? I need a shower to wash off that scum from my body. No, can't wash off the evidence,"

She almost walked in front of a MP vehicle as she continued to look downward crossing the street just in front of her quarters. "Hey, you alright Lieutenant?" asked the female MP driver. "I almost hit you."

"Sorry," Terry responded continuing to walk forward.

"Wait up a minute LT," ordered the Staff Sergeant. "You don't look too well. Is anything wrong? Let me see your eyes, please."

Terry looked the Sergeant straight in the eyes and said nothing.

"What happened LT, you can tell me."

"I, er, was raped by my boss Major Fritzer," she let the words loose without thinking.

"Did you say raped, Lieutenant?" Terry was unresponsive. "Please LT, come with me." The MP Sergeant drove Lt. Detinowski immediately to the ER section of the base hospital and informed the doctor on duty of the incident.

"Did she mention who did it?" asked the doctor.

"I'll take care of that part you just run the rape kit," said Sergeant Gracey trying to hustle off to call her boss.

"Sergeant, I am a Captain and I asked you a question." snapped the doctor.

"Sorry Sir, but I have my orders. I am trained in rape cases and rule number one is I don't divulge any particulars of an active case with anyone. No offense sir, but your job is to administer the rape kit without haste and follow the proper procedures. I must report this to my Captain who will contact the Provost Marshall. If you have any objections might I suggest you take them up with Colonel Phillipson.

The doctor didn't say another word, just made a huffing sound most certainly expelling pent up rage and walked towards Lt. Detinowski who lay sobbing in a cubicle consisting of a hospital bed surrounded by curtains on three sides.

The MP called her boss, "Captain, this is Gracey. We got another one."

"Shit, that's nine this month. Victim?"

"A, Lt. Terry Detinowski, from over at CVEST-COM."

"Who's our scumbag?"

"Oh you'll love this Jason. It's Fritzer."

"That's three on him this year, I wish someone upstairs had a brain and did something about him, he's a fucking menace,"

"Oh they got brains but they're in the wrong place." chuckled Gracey.

"Man I don't want to have to call the Provo. The Colonel yells and screams like he's going to do something but when it gets to the base commander it just disappears like a bad fart."

"Boys will be boys and girls are always either asking for it or making it all up because you know how we are all so unstable and such," remarked Gracey.

"Alright, you know the drill, you stay by her no matter what," ordered the Captain. Gracey explained her barney with the ER doctor on duty. "Oh screw him," said the Captain. "He knows better, just fishing incase he needs to protect one of his buddies, I'll feed his ass to Phillipson when I call."

________________________________

"Marsh, Grew!"

"I think the great and wonderful Oz has bellowed," laughed Marsh turning to Grew who sat at the next desk in the homicide offices.

"Hey guys, sorry to interrupt your nap time but we got a hot one," said Captain Evans.

"What's up Bobby?" asked Marsh.

"Someone shot and killed a decorated war hero right in the middle of downtown Chicago."

"You're kidding, any witnesses?"

"No, assistant corner says he's positive it was from a long distance, like a sniper rifle."

"Cute," commented Grew.

"Alright Grew let's get on over there," groaned Marsh grabbing his jacket from the back of his chair and taking his car keys out of the top drawer of his desk.

Marsh and Grew had made their way through the large crowd that had gathered around the crime scene. "What's it looking like Doc?"

"Damnedest thing that I ever saw, we don't get many shootings of this type. Most are very up close and personal, can't tell the distance but it was substantial."

"So definitely a pro shot, or could it have been a freak accident?" asked Grew.

"Freak accident if it just hit him but that's right in the ten ring, total heart shot. No, someone didn't like our hero here," remarked Marsh. "Any ID?"

"Captain Edward K. Suddeth, Army," said the doctor handing Marsh the ID card.

"Have the area canvassed anyway, even though I know we ain't going to find any evidence around here," ordered Marsh talking to a uniformed officer. "Hey Grew, let's go back see what the computers can tell us about this dead solider." Marsh and Grew went to their car.

After explaining the details to Captain Evans, the two detectives sat at their desks. As Grew searched several databases, Marsh made some phone calls.

"What have we got, a career officer, wife, three kids, tours in Afghanistan, some covert type stuff in Africa, didn't know we were even in there. No blemishes on his record, several medals, to include a Silver Star. Rescued several of his men while they were pinned down by enemy fire, he got both out, one at a time while under grave danger and heavy fire. Looks like the perfect solider to me. Anything on the civilian side?"

"Nope, one speeding ticket, about five years ago, that's it," said Grew.

"Well he pissed someone off somewhere along the way, unless it was a random or somebody hates the Military," said Marsh.

"Oh don't even go there, I can't handle another sniper just picking off people for shits and giggles," moaned Grew.

"Well usually we'll know pretty quick."

"How's that?"

"It'll happen again," said Marsh.
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"There will be a funeral for another of them soldiers killed by God," said the pastor from his pulpit.

"We will be there to protest," shouted one woman jumping to her feet during the crowded church service.

"You're damned right we will," echoed the Pastor. "Until America wakes up and realizes God is speaking to them by killing these solders because of the loss of Christianity in their blasphemous lives and the continued acceptance of fags, then we have a duty to always remind them."

__________________________________

"Do you believe this shit," bellowed Grew.

"What's up partner?"

"Those church freakos are going to protest that Army Captain that got shot last week."

"As it's just over in Hobart maybe we should take a ride tomorrow morning," said Marsh.

"Where you going now," chuckled Captain Evans retuning some paperwork to Marsh's desk.

"That outlaw whacko Baptist church is going to try and protest at the funeral of Captain Suddeth," said Grew.

"The improved federal laws should keep them back far enough to prevent any trouble," said Evans.

"Yeah but if someone did have it in for the late Captain Suddeth, you know they might be skulking around at the funeral," said Marsh.

"You ruling out a budding serial killer for maybe something more personal with this dead solider?"

"No boss, I'm not ruling anything out but I figured it might be worth a look, besides I can't rule out one of those church people."

"You think one of the church members would kill a solider just to attend a funeral so they could protest it?" asked Evans.

"Hey, you know how many bizarre incidents we've seen in our jobs over the last twenty years. Like the people who protest abortion clinics saying it's murder then turn around and murder the doctors and nurses with a bomb. Duh," said Marsh.

"Alright, I'll sign off on it but stay the hell away from them silly asses, let the locals deal with them if any trouble starts up. You are there only to observe."

"Well I know it's an inappropriate time but I need to approach the wife. I'll just say sorry for your loss and that we need to talk in a few days time."

"You're just doing your job Marty. That's what I don't miss about being in the field like you guys," said Evans. "I always liked being in contact with the citizens but in Homicide we are never there for the good times."

"I'm getting hungry, want to go grab some lunch," smiled Grew standing up to stretch out his 6' 3" frame.

"I don't know how you put up with him either," laughed Evans.

"I took my daughter Colleen to the Memorial Day parade two weeks ago and I saw some of the horses afterwards. They had those leather feed bags strapped on their heads and I thought of Grew," laughed Marsh.

"Doubt you could find one big enough to keep him full," chortled Evans.

"My friends, I am just surrounded by a plethora of friends," bellowed Grew.

"Are they picking on you again," said Hobbs as he walked by carrying a sandwich.

"Hey is that roast beef?" smiled Grew.

When they returned from an early lunch Captain Evans flagged Marsh and Grew into his office. "Got a bad one. Home invasion, whole family has been murdered, Hobbs and Greymor were in the area when the call came in and are already on the scene. Here's the address, burn some rubber getting there, the press is already all over this one."

Marsh and Grew headed back downstairs and hustled over to Marsh's car then sped away from the police parking lot. "What do we have doctor?" asked Marsh as they arrived at the gruesome scene.

"Father and twelve year old son had their throats cut, mother and seventeen year old daughter beaten and strangled. Have no idea what was taken but the safe in the master bedroom was wide open and is mostly empty."

"Thanks doc," said Marsh. "Hobbs, what do you have so far?"

"No forced entry but we found an empty pizza box by the front door."

"The old we got your pizza trick and when the front door opens they never really get the chance to say they didn't order one. Was the box used or clean?"

"I'll go check," said Hobbs.

"What does it matter?" asked Grew.

"Well if it's clean then someone works at a pizza joint, not like you can buy them at the supermarket. If it's used, the scumbags may have bought it for themselves and hopefully it has some advertising on the top of the box so we can trace it," smiled Marsh.

"Alright, father was killed by the front door, so they must have cut him as soon as they bust in through the open door. Trail of blood shows he went to try and protect his family but ran out of steam about eight feet up the hallway. He was heading towards the kitchen, the son must have heard something and got nailed coming out of the kitchen into the hallway to assist dad. The two females must have been freaking out and it would appear they tried to make it to the back deck via those French doors," surmised Marsh.

"Yeah, two panes are smashed outward. Looks like probably the mother from the height, got spun around and tried to defend herself and got shoved into the doors. Her elbows must have smashed the glass panes," said Grew.

"Hey doc," yelled Marsh. "Either female got any cuts on the back of the elbows?"

"Yes, the mother," shouted Doctor Gigner, the Assistant Coroner. 

"This is a huge house, too bad they got trapped running from the kitchen to the dining room," lamented Marsh.

"Yeah we'll never get a place up here in Maplebrook," chortled Grew.

"Oh I don't know, if you study real hard you could make Captain someday," chuckled Marsh.

"Not my cup of tea partner, besides I don’t think even Captain Evans could afford a joint up here."

"Certainly not the taxes, that's the killer. Speaking of killers, I'm guessing about four guys did this."

"How'd you figure that?"

"Just a guess could be five or three but they were in and out very fast. They didn't take anytime to molest the females, one or more went upstairs, broke into the safe in the master bedroom and one went through jewelry and stuff. Down stairs they took something from the desk, with all the books in the bookcase on numismatics I'd bet the booty was one or more coin collections. So, safe contents, jewelry, coins and one painting from a living room wall completed in under ten minutes, definitely a precision team."

"Ex-military?" asked Grew.

"Either that or they trained for a long time," said Marsh. "I'm getting a bad feeling like this is just the start of a rash of home invasions." Back at Homicide, Marsh and Grew filled out their reports and added them to the new case file.

"Marsh," said Captain Evans, "Your friend is here."

"My favorite FBI person, Agent Gillette, are you here to visit us lowly city police detectives or you got something on your mind?" snickered Marsh.

"I hear you are going to attend the funeral of Captain Suddeth."

"What, you need to bum a ride from us?"

"If you don't mind."

"Alright, we are leaving at daylight tomorrow morning, where do you want to meet up?"

"You leaving from the office?"

"No, Grew is coming over to my house."

"No problem, I’ll be there by 7 AM."

"If you do, you'll miss us, I'm pulling out by 6 AM."

"Alright make it six then," groaned Gillette.

The next morning three sleepy law enforcement officers headed for Hobart, Indiana. They stopped for breakfast and then arrived at the cemetery to wait. They decided not to disturb the solemnness of the church service. About 10:20 AM the procession of vehicles entered the grounds as the three cops looked on. "Hell of a turn out," remarked Grew as they watched a seemingly endless line of cars slowly making their way to the grave site.

"I guess that's the wife, but who is the guy holding on so tight to her?" remarked Marsh.

"Let's see," smiled Gillette as he opened a leather bound portfolio folder. "Yes, that's Major Albert Dunner, the late Captain's best buddy."

"I don't know whether to ask how it is you have a photo of the guy or why you are suddenly holding out on us," snorted Marsh.

"Well as an FBI Agent and being this victim is military ..."

"Let me guess, you conned yourself a ride on the Chicago taxpayers just to tell me you are taking over the case."

"Sorry Marty, you know if it was up to me I'd let you solve the case and then I'd take the credit with my bosses. This came from up top, hot item, FBI takes full charge of the case."

"So we are
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