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"Marsh I need you to get back to work or you can return to living on the nasty streets."

"Yeah, yeah, I was just helping a customer."

"Your job is to wash the damn dishes not chat up all the hot chicks that come in here. They are here to eat and get back to work. I don't know why I hired you. Grew said you were a good guy living rough. Why do I always get the winners?"

"Hey Tony," shouted Grew walking into the cafe.

"Detective Grew, I was just talking about you."

"How's that?"

"Your boy here, he ain't no superman," laughed Tony.

After Tony walked into the back stockroom Grew leaned over and whispered in Marsh's ear. "He busting you?"

"He likes playing his role way too much. When it's all over I'm going to teach him how to play Russian roulette with a full gun," chuckled Marsh.

"Any progress?"

"Maybe, our informant passed by about twenty minutes ago with two new players. He saw me and gave a nod."

"Think it's our suspects?"

"The general description fits. He's going to bring them by in about a half hour. We're supposed to do a dope deal in the back alley. If it goes down, I can bust them for the weed and then we can interrogate them on the murder," explained Marsh.

"So you like working undercover again?" asked Grew.

"You're kidding right? Your boy Tony is so cheap he doesn't have any rubber gloves, I swear I've lost ten layers of skin the past two days doing all these damn disgusting dishes," groused Marsh.

Grew left the café and positioned himself up the alley in an old pickup truck belonging to a store owner three doors away from Tony's Café. After about fifteen minutes he saw his partner come out the back door of the cafe and light up a cigarette. When Marsh saw three men enter the alleyway by the street, he looked towards Detective Grew and then back towards the approaching suspects.

"Marsh my man," said the small light skinned black man giving Marsh a fist bump. "This is my cousin Little E and the big brother is T-bone."

"You got the smoke?" said Marsh.

"Yeah we gots it, where's the paper, cracker." 

"Let's see the smoke T-bone. I got to be sure you ain't going try and jack my shit," responded Marsh.

"Man we cool," said Marsh's informant.

"Hell I ain't gonna steal two twenties from you. I wouldn't work up a sweat for nothing less than a G." said T-bone.

"If I needed a thousand dollars of weed could you handle it?" asked Marsh as he handed T-bone $40.

"Why you gonna give a big ass party?" smiled T-bone handing Marsh the plastic baggie of marijuana. 

"Yeah, my retirement party," chuckled Marsh. Suddenly a blue & white pulled up in the alley and Grew having heard Marsh say the trigger word, retirement, was moving down the alley with his gun drawn. Marsh reached around into the small of his back and pulled his 9 mm pistol. "You busted my brothers," laughed Marsh. 

"You miss narcotics and the streets don't you," laughed Grew as the patrol officers handcuffed all three suspects.

"It's nice to revisit the city streets again but Homicide is my home. What's wrong with me?"

"You went through a whole lot of bullshit to bust me with a few grams of weed," chuckled T-bone.

"Right, so now that we have your attention, let me ask you what you were doing on the 11th of May, two weeks ago Wednesday?" said Marsh.

"I was with my baby momma. We chilled and watched that new movie where the guy talks to an empty chair for an hour. Really stupid shit," said T-bone.

"Then explain how come I got two pairs of eyeballs that puts you on the 1200 block of Esther and Conlin doing a dope deal."

"Don't know what to tell ya, they be lying to ya officer."

"Well you need to come to Jesus here otherwise you're going to be charged with murder," insisted Marsh.

"Murder, who the hell did I supposed to have killed."

"Who did you have the dope deal with?" asked Grew.

"Little Creaser. I mean ...."

"Ah I think you are halfway there, keep it real T-bone. What happened to Creaser?"

Realizing he had just put himself into the situation, T-bone scrambled to minimize his involvement. "So like we did the deal and me and little E was making moves when Little Creaser yells to us that we did a rip. Now I'm getting in his face cause nobody disses my rep. I do fair deals, don't need any street booger spreading shit about me. Then two of his homies starts running our way and Little E pulls his 9. All of a sudden we hear Creasers boys open up with their AKs. E fires back to slow them down so we can get away. Next thing I know Creaser is on the ground. I really don't know who shot him and that's the real officer, I didn't shoot any gun that night."

"Tell you what T-bone you think about it cause I think you left a few things out of your story. We will be right back," said Marsh as he and Grew got up and left the room.

"Way to go partner," laughed Grew slapping Marsh on his back as they returned to the squad room. 

"Nice one Marty," said Captain Evans shaking Marsh's hand.

"Hold on guys, it ain't over yet. I don't think Little E did it," said Marsh.

"Huh?" said Grew.

"Based on what the coroner said, there were two bullet entries that left powder burns meaning whoever shot James 'Little Creaser' McMahon had to be up close and personal like. Based on what T-bone just said it don't wash. What, was Little E using Creaser as a shield? No, all that home boys and the AK's are bull. When T-bone got into Creaser's face over the insult, I believe T-bone smoked him right up front," explained Marsh.

"Don't matter," said Evans. "They both go down for murder."

"I still want to take a run at Little E."

"Go for it," said Evans.

Marsh entered the interview room where Little E had been left to wait. "You know why you are here?"

"Cause you a cop who likes to buy weed," chuckled E.

"And you a street punk who is going down for murder."

"Hey Mr. Policeman, I didn't kill anyone."

"That's not what T-bone says. He said you shot Creaser. Says you the man with the gun," smiled Marsh. 

"That's bullshit man. I didn't have no gun. Creaser said T-bone gave him short weed and he wants his money back."

"So what did T-bone do when Creaser said the sale was light?"

"Like he always does, he got super pissed off. He be always shorting people, I told him don't be so damn greedy, but he never listens. Creaser yelled at us as we were walking away T-bone says got to teach these motherfuckers what is. So he pulls out his 9 and runs up to Creaser and blasts him from about two feet away. Blam, Blam! Creaser goes down and we cut out."

"Were there any of Creaser's friends around?" asked Grew.

"No man, he's a loner. He's got three baby mommas and that takes up most of his time."

"So he was all alone?" asked Marsh.

"That's what I said ain't it," said E.

"Sit tight we will be right back," said Marsh.

"Bring a cigarette and a coke when you do," said E as Marsh closed and locked the door after exiting.

"Like I said, they both go down," said Captain Evans.

"Yes but at least I know that E is telling the more truthful version of the incident," said Marsh.

"Hobbs bring Little E some smokes and a soda, he ain't going to be getting either for quite a while," grinned Marsh.

"So you still keep your 100% clear rate," smiled Grew.

"Yes, it's a gift you know," laughed Marsh as they headed for their desks to begin the paperwork on the interviews.

"Here you go Marty, this was left at the main desk downstairs," said Hobbs as he passed them in the hallway.

"What the hell is this," said Marsh opening the overnight express envelope. He took out the white envelope inside and tore it open at one end. Unfolding the piece of paper he read it out loud. "Where was I ?" 

"Secret admirer," said Grew as he read over Marsh's shoulder.

"I certainly hope not," chuckled Marsh. 
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He tossed and rolled from his left side to the right then finally settled. An hour later he awoke with a start not making any sense of it all, his mind raced for several minutes, then he finally fell into a normal sleep.

"You were a bit restless last night, bad case?" asked Ellen.

"Naw, can't really remember much, but Elizabeth was in the dream."

"You're kidding, it's been what, almost fifteen years?"

"I know, can't figure what triggered it," lamented Marsh as he left for work.

"Marsh don't take your jacket off, got a hot one, Grew is already en route," said Evans as Marsh arrived in his office. Did you have your cell off?" asked Captain Evans. 

"Hell, yeah it is," said Marsh turning it on.

"Not like you Marty, what's up?"

"Don't know, just a bit slow going today I guess."

Twenty minutes later Marsh pulled up in the parking lot beside a medium sized apartment complex. "What have we got this time?"

"Two women shot in the front seat of that car. Weird, looks just like they are asleep," remarked Grew.

"Any witnesses?"

"One guy said he saw the car out there around 8:35 PM when he walked his dog. Said there was a man in the back seat. That's about it, Forensic Services Unit is about ready to open up the car."

"Let's check it out," said Marsh walking towards the vehicle.

"It would seem they each were shot twice, from behind. Apparently the perpetrator sat in the rear seat and fired through the backs of each front seat," said Marsh.

"Hello...," said one of the Forensics technicians.

"What do you have?" asked Grew.

"Can you say cell phone," laughed Marsh. "Sometimes this shit is easy,"

"Alright," said Grew. "We have two females, the driver's license says Dianna Mulfrey, Caucasian, aged twenty-six and a Black female, Tirena Davis, aged twenty-four. Doc says T.O.D. about eight to ten hours, so about 11 PM last night."

"Have all the apartments within eyesight of this lot canvassed," ordered Marsh, "I'll take the phone number they got from that cell phone and have it run to find the owner. I'll meet you back at the office."

Three hours later Sargent Marsh was staring at the computer screen on his desk reading the list of previous charges and convictions for a twenty-eight year old Black male by the name of Marshall Leggs, aka 'Tooney'. "This guy has mostly possession busts and two convictions, first he got probation for Marijuana and crack Cocaine. Got busted again and got three years for his second offense, he's only been out for four weeks."

"Think the girls were buying or selling?" asked Grew.

"I don't know, what say we have his ass picked up and brought in, then we can ask him," smiled Marsh. Two days later the Fugitive Apprehension Unit brought in Marshall Leggs.

"Mr. Leggs, I am Detective Sargent Marsh and this is my partner Detective Grew. Do you know why you're here?"

"I wasn't there and I didn't do it."

"Listen Tooney, I have a witness and a cell phone that puts you there," snapped Marsh.

"Cell phone, what cell phone?" 

"Your cell phone, the one you left in the back seat of Dianna Mulfrey's car."

"Shit."

"Yeah, so start talking otherwise you're going down for a double murder," insisted Marsh.

"No, no, no! Not me, when they dropped me off at my baby momma's house they were both fine," said Leggs.

"What time they drop you off?" asked Marsh.

"Musta been about 9:30 PM."

"Your baby momma got a name?" asked Grew.

"Janicee."

"Last name?" asked Marsh.

"Colden."

"She going to back up your story?"

"Well she is still a bit mad at me right now cause she caught me over at my other baby momma's house last week, but yeah, she'll tell you I was there."

"You sure about that?" asked Grew.

"Yep, just tell her I goes away she don't get anymore lovin or cash," laughed Leggs.

"You just the great Casanova ain't you?" snickered Marsh.

"Casa who?"

"Never mind," said Marsh. "What were you doing with them in the parking lot? You looking for another baby momma?"

"No man, not them hoes, hell no! We was talking about some weed.  They said they didn't have any but that the dude they was meeting might have some and they planned to get it all."

"They were going to rip him off for his stash?" asked Grew.

"Yeah, like you know I told them you don't mess with him but they were talking shit on how they was the badass twins. Were not afraid of Benny B. Now that's some shit man cause you don't mess with Benny B, he carries a jacket in the back seat of his car at all times."

"And what's under this jacket?" asked Marsh.

"AK."

"He carries an AK-47 assault rifle in his backseat? What else he carry?"

"He always got a 9 in his belt."

"Well you may be off the hook if everything checks out. So I don't waste a lot of my time looking up street names, what's Benny B's real name?" asked Marsh. 

"Benjamin Hosey," said Leggs.

"You chill, we will be right back. You need a coffee?" asked Grew. 

"Thank you Mr. Policeman. You got it so cold in here you could hang meat in this room."

"What do you think," asked Grew as they walked back to their desks.

"The women were killed with a 9 mm. Let's look up our new friend Benny B," said Marsh as he typed. "Let's see two pages of drug busts, did a nickel for distribution of controlled substance, crack, but was released after two years at the ripe old age of twenty-three. Then he did a triple for aggravated assault after pistol whipping his lady friend, got out at age twenty-seven and then did a dime for attempted murder of another drug dealer, but got released after completing his GED and several rehabilitation programs, he served four years. Now he's thirty two."

"Sounds like a good candidate to me," remarked Grew.

"Yep, let's have the F.A.U. boys find him," said Marsh. Two weeks passed but Benny B could not be found.

__________________________

"Marsh, Grew, missing kid," shouted Evans across the room.

"Mrs. Thompson when was the last time you saw Billy?" asked Marsh.

"He went to school this morning and I said goodbye. Next thing I know the school calls and asks if Billy is home sick because he never showed for class."

"Who did you speak with?" asked Grew.

"Ms. Sanchez, she's in the attendance office."

"And what was he wearing," asked Marsh.

"Blue jeans and a light blue t-shirt  with the Bears logo on the front."

"He would normally walk three blocks south then two blocks west?" asked Marsh.

"Yes, that is his usual route."

"Alright Mrs. Thompson, we will have as many officers as possible get right on this matter," reassured Marsh.

"What do you think?" asked Grew.

"Well at age eleven, I kind of doubt he is with a girlfriend, so that leaves three choices, my speculations are he ran away and I don't see that, he's somewhere doing drugs or he was snatched," said Marsh. His cell phone rang, "Marsh."

"See you got your cell phone on," said Evans.

"Yes Captain, what can I do for you?"

"Unfortunately they found a little boy's body over on the beach."

"Damn it. Ok, we're on our way."

"Marsh, Grew," said the coroner's assistant.

"What's your assessment?" asked Marsh.

"He bleed out from some sort of cut to his testicles."

"Damn," remarked Grew.

"Based on this photo from his mother and the Bears shirt, that's Billy Thompson," said Marsh. "I hate this shit," he groused. "Let's go back and inform the mom so she can make a positive ID."

After informing the family Marsh and Grew returned to the office. Marsh picked up an overnight express envelope from his chair. "Wasn't I worth it," were the only words on the piece of paper inside the inner envelope.

"You getting more fan mail?" commented Grew noticing the message.

"I'm beginning to get a little pissed off at all this creepy shit. You got something to say to me, just say it."

"Little touchy, partner?" 

"Hey after today's events, Billy Thompson and my dream last night..."

"What dream?"

"Oh I've been having occasional dreams about my niece Elizabeth for about a month or so," admitted Marsh.

"Oh yeah, Elizabeth Marsh, your brother Sean's kid. Went missing, hell, it must be fifteen years back. You were still in Vice back then."

"Never found a damn clue," moaned Marsh.

"Why are you dreaming about her now?"

"Have no idea."

"So, where do we go on this Billy Thompson?" asked Grew.

"We're at a dead end partner. No witnesses, no video on those residential streets that we can find. You know what, someone has to have a home security system on those blocks the kid used for walking to school. I can't buy patrol and the canvassing detectives all came up empty. Ask patrol to do a visual as they cruise around and see if they can spot any cameras on one of those damn houses. Tell them even if it's a drug house we'll give them a pass to let us review the video," ordered Marsh.

"Hey Marsh, I got an early Christmas present for you," said Hobbs.

"Christmas in April, I like it," remarked Marsh. 

"Your man Benny B was grabbed by U.S. Marshalls in some flea bag motel out by the Missouri line. Locals were called in the day before because he was wailing on some woman. When they saw the flyer they shouted out and the Marshalls busted him."

"Ho, Ho, Ho! Let's go unwrap our scumbag," shouted Marsh as he grabbed a pen and legal pad.

"What am I here for, I ain't done nothin," screeched an unhappy Benny B.

"You ain't done nothing. Hmm, seems to me you been doing something to that woman in the motel and then there is the two grams of crack they found in the room," said Marsh. 

"It's all the bitch's fault. It was her drugs and she hit me first. I was just defending myself," sneered Benny B.

"Like you were defending yourself in the back seat of Dianna Mulfrey's car," said Marsh.

"Who?"

"Come on, don't be playing that game, you knew both those women. We found another witness that said after they dropped off your buddy Tooney at his baby momma's house, they picked you up down the block. They were going to buy drugs from you. What happened, it go wrong? What, did they try to rip you off and you defended yourself?" 

"Yeah, exactly, them bitches were crazy. Dianna parks the car then pulls out a 38 and points it to my forehead and says "Gimme all your shit, else we gonna just take it."

"So you shot them?"

"Naw man, I gave them the shit I can always get more, but I couldn't stand being dissed by them like that. I got my rep to protect, took me years to gain respect and those bitches were taking it all away," said Benny B.

"So what happened?" asked Grew.

"After I gave her my stash she says to hand over my gun. So I gave her the 22 I keep strapped to my ankle, but the dumb ass bitch don't know I still got my 9 in my belt. She goes and tells me to get out the car and we'll let you live another day. You can't be fucking with the badass sisters and they was fist bumping, all laughing and shit."

"Then what?" asked Marsh. 

"I was afraid they were going to shoot me as I got out of the car, so I slid out my 9 and pumped them through the seats. I just wished I could have seen their faces when it went down. I took back my dope, the 22 and her 38, then I rolled out as fast as I could. Called one of my homies and got a ride out of town."

"Sure that’s the way it went down?" asked Marsh.

"I'm tellin the total real, dude, they was going to ice me. I had to dust them bitches. Didn't want to and I did feel bad but they gave me no choice, you know what I'm saying?" 

"Oh I believe it. You must have felt bad, for what, three maybe four minutes," remarked Marsh.

"So am I toasted?" asked Benny B.

"Don't know, it's not up to me. I don't see first degree. I really don't know."

"What if I can give you something?"

"As much as I would like to listen to another of your stories maybe you should wait and see what comes down on you," suggested Marsh.

"You right, I need me a lawyer."

"Good plan, we'll be right back," smiled Marsh as he and Grew got up to leave the room.

"Piece of work," remarked Grew. "Weren't you curious as to what he may have to tell us?"

"Yes, but I don’t want his lawyer saying I tried to make a deal or something and have the prosecutor coming down on my head. If it isn't another bull story we'll hear about it eventually, meantime let's get him booked for double homicide."

Later that night Marsh had another dream. Not knowing why he had the dream bothered him more
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