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"I can't believe this, I just spoke with him yesterday," said Captain Evans looking down at the dead man's body lying on the floor.

"I didn't know him too well, I usually talked with Maggie when I had dealings over at the Prosecutor's Office," remarked Detective Marsh, as he and his partner Sgt. Grew searched the body for clues.

"Looks like two shots to the head, quick, simple and out the door," commented Grew.

"Yeah, it doesn't look like a home invasion, can't see where anything has been disturbed, looks like nothing has been searched for or removed," said Marsh.

"No Marty, this is personal, like revenge maybe," said Evans.

"Guess we have to start searching all his recent cases, see if anyone made threats against him or did someone he put away just get released from prison."

"You guys better get right on it, I'll let you know what the coroner has to say whenever he decides to get himself here," said Evans.

Marsh and Grew continued observing the crime scene, made a few hasty notes, then headed back to the Homicide offices. Marsh took off his jacket placing it on the back of his desk chair and tossed his keys into the top drawer.

"Looks pretty bad I hear," commented detective Hobbs as Marsh sat down and reached for his phone.

"Yep a bit professional looking if you ask me."

"You didn't mention your hunch to the Captain," remarked Grew.

"Bobby knew the dead guy pretty well, I didn't want to bring it up at this point, I'm just not buying into the convict revenge theory. It looks to have been really quick and cold, like the killer didn’t have a penchant for having a discussion. A convict would want to let out all those thoughts he had saved up while in a prison cell, envisioning the moment in his head. At this point I'm going with a paid hit."

"Someone reaching out from behind a jail cell?" asked Grew.

"Always possible, which means we got hours of searching through Len Shapenew's cases."

"Gosh damn, you're talking hundreds."

"We should do a list of recent releases on the first pass of the data base," said Marsh. "Get Hobbs and Greymor to give you a hand."

The next morning when Marsh arrived at the Homicide offices he found Grew half asleep leaning back in his desk chair. "Too much partying last night," shouted Marsh startling his partner.

"I wish," chuckled Grew trying to focus. "After you left last night I decided to tough it out a few more hours to finish up the list of prisoners that were recently released. I had just completed it when a call came in, we decided not to bother you with it. It ended up taking most of the night. I got home around 3 AM getting only got about two hours of sleep before coming back here."

"You should have called me, what are the details?"

"We were notified that there was a dead body over by a high school, located about fifty feet up the street. The teenage boy wasn't moving. I went off on one of the patrolmen when I arrived on scene because when I checked the pulse I found the kid was still alive. We got him to the hospital but he's in a coma. I figured as I was already there I'd do the prelim report."

"Any luck?"

"No, the kids that found him had a bad case of CRS."

"CRS?" asked Evans walking up on the conversation.

"Can't remember shit," chuckled Marsh tossing his car keys into the top drawer of his desk.

"Cute! Where are we at with the Len Shapenew case?"

"I found two guys that were prosecuted by Len that were recently released from prison. I got a hold of one of them who did his full time and now lives with a sister in California. He said he has no hostile feelings toward Shapenew. He admitted that he did the crime and now it's all behind him. Then gave me the phone numbers of some witnesses that verified that he was working at the time of the murder. The other guy is local so I figured I'd get the Lieutenant here to drive me over to the house and have a talk with the guy," explained Grew.

"Wrong," said Marsh. "I'll go talk to this joker, you get your ass home and get some sleep."

"Normally I'd protest, but I think I'll take you up on that," smiled Grew as he grabbed his jacket and shuffled out the office double doors.

After checking his voice and e-mail Marsh made his way outside to the parking lot and after a fifteen minute ride through city traffic found the address of John Pines, recently released on parole after doing eight years on a twelve year murder sentence. "John Pines?"

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

"That obvious?"

"Let's just say I know the look," grinned Pines.

"How is it after killing your wife you got out so early?"

"It was heat of passion so the judge only gave me the minimum."

"Heat of passion, you caught your wife in bed with another man but you waited four days to kill her."

"I'm slow to react, I was in shock."

"What about the assistant prosecutor Shapenew?"

"What about him?"

"Did you have a slow reaction on him?" asked Marsh.

"Nice try cop, but when that asshole got iced I was having dinner with my parole officer."

"Excuse me?"

"He has a job for me and the only time we could meet up was that night. He's a bit jerky but not such a bad guy so we had some dinner. Before you ask, we went Dutch," chuckled Pines.

"Alright, I'll give him a call. Just watch your step."

"Seriously, I had a reason to kill my wife, that was the third time I caught her cheating on me, but that Shapenew guy, he was just doing his job, I get that."

"Dumb question, why didn't you just throw her sorry ass out?"

"I did love her."

Marsh groaned and slowly shook his head on the walk back to his car. He drove back to the Homicide offices, as usual he put his jacket on the back of his desk chair and tossed his car keys into the top drawer of his desk. "Any luck?" asked Evans as Marsh flopped into his high back leather chair.

"Not really, I called his parole officer on the way back, he confirmed the story Pines told me."

"What now?"

"Next step has to be a look at the family, friends and relatives."

"Hobbs and Greymor should be back soon from re-canvassing the neighbors," said Evans as he went back to his office. Marsh busied himself with emails, voice mails and the few odd regular pieces of mail left in his desk basket.

"Hey Lt.," smiled Hobbs as he and Greymor entered the office.

"Anything?" asked Marsh.

"Got one witness," said Greymor. "She lives opposite from Shapenew. The night of the murder she remembered she had left her garage door open. She had brought the groceries inside and had intended to return to get some non-perishables she had left in the trunk, but got sidetracked then the family had dinner. She was in the process of locking down the house for the night when she remembered. So about 9:45 PM she went out into the garage. She had bought two of those new type deck chairs, they call them zero gravity chairs."

"Gee, what color were they?" laughed Marsh.

"Yes I know, too much info," chuckled Greymor checking his notes. "So she's having a time getting them out of the trunk when she hears two shots from across the street at Shapenew's house. She freaks and falls to the floor of the garage, I mean she is petrified, doesn't move for about twenty minutes or more. Then finally peers outside and sees a white male, approximately thirty to forty, large build, buzzed head, getting into a dark Japanese import. No she didn’t get a plate nor could she ever recognize him in a face to face, it was just too dark."

"We don't have anyone even close to that description in our recent prison releases, unless of course it was a hired hit. It may be a case of revenge but not necessarily connected to Shapenew's work, more like a family thing or special friend. Looks like tomorrow Grew and I will have to go interfere with the grieving process by shaking up the family," lamented Marsh.
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"Good Morning Mrs. Shapenew, I am really sorry to bother you. I am Lt. Detective Marsh and this is my partner Sgt. Grewecski."

"Yes, please come inside, I've been expecting your visit." said the widow frostily.

"First let me offer the condolences of the entire Chicago Police Department," said Marsh as she led the men into a small sitting room.

"Please make it brief, I still have more matters to deal with before the funeral."

"Yes, I understand."

"No you really don't. Every time I look over at the doorway I can still see the large smear of dried blood where my husband died. I can feel him in bed with me but when I awake he is not there and I'm having a hard time dealing with it," said Mrs. Shapenew.

"I'll try to make this as brief as possible," winced Marsh. "Did your husband ever mention any problems, either regarding work or of a personal nature?"

"No, we had the perfect marriage and family, the children are just devastated."

"Are they around?" asked Grew.

"No, they are with my mother, do you need to badger them also?" she shrieked. 

"Mrs. Shapenew, we have to look at every possible angle in order to determine who wanted your husband dead. Perhaps he said something, a strange remark, something out of normal character, any lead like that will help us. At this point we will back off until the funeral two days from now, but shortly thereafter, I am sorry, but I have to insist on speaking to the children, especially if you can't be of any more help in the matter. They may know something," said Marsh firmly.

Mrs. Shapenew just stared for a moment then began to sob into a wad of balled up tissues. "Mrs. Shapenew, what are the names and ages of your children?" asked Grew.

"Gail, she's 17, Bobby, he is 15 and Len Jr. is 9. I still don’t understand why you have to speak with them, they weren't at home when it happened."

"As I said, they may have a clue without even knowing it. I promise I'll be both brief and gentle," smiled Marsh as he got up from the love seat to leave.

"What do you think partner?" asked Grew as they got back in the car.

"She's holding something back and is scared shitless the children are going to spill the beans."

"Which means she will rehearse them."

"Which means we go over to grandma's house right now. Call the office and pull the address," said Marsh starting the car.

"Mrs. Shapenew ain't gonna be too happy," chuckled Grew as he took out his cell phone and made a call.

"See that house, there is no mortgage on it, he owned it, now she owns it. See the his and her Mercedes cars in the driveway, both bought with cash, I don't really care if she likes it or not," said Marsh driving away from the upscale neighborhood.

"That's the address they gave me," said Grew as Marsh stopped the car.

"Can I help you gentlemen," said a woman in her sixties, tending to a perennial bed near the front door of the lavish house as they came up the walkway.

"Mrs. Sanford?"

"Yes."

"We are Homicide detectives and need to ask Gail, Bobby and Len Jr. a few questions regarding their father," said Marsh.

"Can't this wait?" protested the woman. "My God they are beside themselves with grief."

"Sorry, I must insist," smiled Marsh. 

"Very well, go along the left side of the house you'll find a gate into the backyard. Gail and Bobby are out back, Len Jr. is over at his aunt's house."

The two men made there way along the large house and finally came to an ornate black iron gate. Marsh opened the latch and the two men slowly walked into the yard. They spotted a girl in a thong bathing suit diving into an large swimming pool while a boy sat poolside smoking what seemed to be a homemade cigarette. "Oh absolutely grief stuck," snickered Grew.

"Yes and I suppose what I smell is for medicinal purposes," grinned Marsh.

"Now now Marty, the boy may have glaucoma. Didn't know you were so against the ganja weed," chortled Grew, as they slowly walked on unnoticed towards the teenagers.

"I'm not, just think it should be like drinking, over eighteen or perhaps twenty-one. Teenagers should be preparing themselves for college and a life's work, there is always time later in life after the brain cells are fully developed."

"Smells pretty potent to me," shouted Grew as they stood merely feet behind the two children.

"Ah, who are you," said Gail Shapenew as Bobby dove into the pool with the smoking evidence.

"I am a detective, my name is Marsh and this is my partner Grew. I need to talk with you and your brother about your father."

"That creep," said Gail as she grabbed a towel to cover herself.

"Hey creep head, he was our father," shouted Bobby getting out of the swimming pool.

"Your father perhaps, but I've disowned him," insisted Gail with a pouty expression.

"Something you want to tell us?" asked Marsh looking from one child to the other.

"My sister is bent out of shape because she was out with her girlfriends one night and saw our father walking with some woman and they were kissing," said Bobby.

"Do you know who the woman was?" asked Grew.

"No, I got out of there very fast, I was so embarrassed," snapped Gail.

"How long ago was this?" asked Marsh.

"About two weeks ago," said Bobby.

"Does your mother know?"

"Sure, it's not the first time," said Gail.

"She seems to think everything is fine, basically, saying all is good with the family," said Marsh.

"That's cause mom is in denial and I don't mean the river," laughed Bobby.

"Oh grow up," shouted Gail. "We've put up with his embarrassments because he could be a really good father, when he had the time, we just figured that's really between him and mom. Then when he started to argue with her, it got very nasty."

"How?" asked Grew.

"Oh they would shout obscenities back and forth but lately my mother started to say some ghoulish things," explained Gail. "She said she wanted him dead."

Marsh and Grew exchanged glances. "You do know you just dropped your mother right into a murder investigation suspect pool?" said Marsh.

"She deserves it letting him get away with his cheating all these years, but my mother couldn't step on a spider," said Gail.

"Does she know anyone who could?" asked Grew.

"No, she goes to garden parties and political functions. She always said we had to put on a good front, mustn't let the neighbors know."

"Well thank you for talking with us, here is my card if you need anything at all or something comes to mind you wish to talk about," smiled Marsh. "And you young man, hold off on the weed until you're at least a junior in college."

The detectives turned to walk away when Mrs. Shapenew burst in through the backyard gate screaming at the top of her lungs. "How dare you talk to my children without an adult present, they are minors I know our rights you Gestapo pigs."

"First off I don't need your permission, your mother said we could speak with them and secondly we couldn't talk to them if they were suspects, witnesses are different, I could talk to a three year old without permission," sneered Marsh as he brushed past her and ambled towards the car with Grew close at his heels.

"Not nice to shake up the gentry," snickered Grew.

"Aw they've been dysfunctional for so long they need a good rattling."

"Where to?"

"Let's go see what we can get out of his co-workers."

"Oh great now we can go yell at the Prosecutor's staff."

They drove back downtown, parked at their building then walked next door to the Prosecutor's Office. "Lt. Marsh, Sgt Grew, how you guys making out with the investigation?"

"Maggie Donnelly, assistant prosecutor, they keeping you busy," greeted Marsh with a gentle handshake and wide smile.

"Too damn busy, newspapers yelling about something every five minutes. So desperate with their shrinking readership that they jump on every petty little thing, trying to make us all look bad, but they really got it in for you."

"How do you mean?"

"You didn't read today's paper?"

"No, I'm one of the shrinking one's I guess," chuckled Marsh. His facial expression changed after he started reading the paper Maggie had handed him. "Are you shittin' me! Cover up. Too old. Those lying bastards."

"Ah, I take it, that it's not a pro-Marsh story," smiled Grew looking on. Marsh looked at Maggie as he handed the paper off to Grew. "Cover up what?" exclaimed Grew as he read.

"That's what my boss wants to know," smiled Maggie.

"I guess I'd better clear the air of any suspicions," groaned Marsh as he headed towards the Prosecutor's office.

"Lt. Marsh, Sgt. Grewecski, please come in, this saves me time sending for you," smiled Prosecutor Grace Lindsey. "So tell me this rag is printing lies."

"Absolutely. We don’t have anything to cover up, as yet," smiled Marsh.

"That's what I figured, but in case you do trip over anything, run it by me immediately, I'm not the enemy. You know I can't let any hint of impropriety attach itself to this office. It's hard enough being a woman in this job, the good old boys are always nipping at my heels every time I walk down the damn hallway."

"No problem," reassured Marsh.

"So what have you got so far?"

"Well the wife knew he was cheating on her..."

"Hell the whole damn department knew that much," chuckled Lindsey.

"Well according to the two older kids, apparently the parents had been arguing at home a lot lately, Mrs. Shapenew supposedly said she wished he was dead."

"Hell, my husband says that to me every time I yell at him not to eat so much red meat, what else you got?"

"Sorry, early days, we are still trying to get a link to his latest girlfriend."

"OK, but tread lightly, I already got a call from Mrs. Shapenew about you browbeating her minor children," smiled Lindsey.

"Wow, that didn't take long," whistled Grew.

"Oh yeah, keep your head down around the press, especially the Chicago City News & Telegraph, that bastard is gunning for you, me and Evans, or as he puts it, the old man, the cunt and the N word," warned Lindsey.

"Oh hell, I guess I should be expecting to hear from Briggs any minute," groused Marsh.

"Actually Division Commander Briggs hates the publisher, Jacob Dundee once wrote a scathing editorial several years ago hinting that Briggs was on the take. Briggs will have your back on this one, that is until the higher-ups pinch his ass. So hurry the investigation along so we all can sleep at night."

"Is this fucking city a snake pit or what?" exclaimed Grew as they walked back to the Homicide offices.

"No unfortunately, it's just a typical large American city, old, poor and corrupted."

"Unlike us," smiled Grew.

"Well we haven't reached the corruption part as yet," laughed Marsh pulling open the back entrance door after he swiped his ID badge.
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"Guess what we found," shouted Hobbs as Marsh and Grew entered the Homicide offices the next morning.

"I give up, your lunch from last week," laughed Grew.

"No, a cell phone, belonging to ...."

"No shit. You got Shapenew's mobile?" said Marsh with a big smile.

"Yep and you ain't going to believe what's on it," laughed Hobbs.

"Oh my goodness, am I seeing some guy's junk," exclaimed Marsh as he browsed through the gallery of photos on the smartphone. Well at least there are some female photos as well. I don't get it."

"He was sexting himself to some babe and she was sexting back to him," said Hobbs.

"Oh too bizarre," chuckled Marsh. "Any ID on his friend?"

"Yep, traced it to an Amber Powers, ah, Mrs. Amber Powers."

"Guess we're going to go pay her a visit to verify the photos," snickered Grew.

"Yes but we need to know for sure that the male parts in these pictures belonged to the late Shapenew," commented Marsh.

"And we are going to do that how? Show his wife some dirty pictures that may or may not be her husband's junk?" asked Grew.

"Oh I don’t want to be the one to do that. Let me make a call first," said Marsh taking out his cell phone. "Ah Mrs. Lindsey?"

"Marsh, what do you have?"

"Well we found his phone and there are several shall we say embarrassing photos on it."

"Oh great, just what we want, more fodder for the media. What do you need?"

"Well I don't quite know how to say this but, actually we need an ID on the male genitals and I really don't want to approach the wife."

"No, not a good idea. I sure as hell don't know," laughed Lindsey.

"Well you said his was known for his affairs, is there anyone in the office that, perhaps ..."

"Oh I don't like this at all. Yes, bring over the phone I might have someone who could ID the photos."

"The phone is on loan from forensics, they've done the outside but they want to open it up. I can email the photos to myself then print them out. I'll hand carry them over."

"See you then," said Lindsey.

Marsh printed out all the photos and placed them into a manila envelope and left the building by the rear entrance. He walked up the two flights of stairs at the building across the street and arrived at Grace Lindsey's office about fifteen minutes after he had called her. "Here you go." smiled Marsh tossing the envelope onto Lindsey's desk.

"Oh my, quite vivid," she chuckled. She picked up her desk phone and dialed an extension, "The photos are here," she said then hung up the phone. Minutes later her office door opened and in walked Maggie Donnelly.

"Ah..." mumbled Marsh.

"Don't say a fucking word. I had just gotten divorced, we were at a party, I was quite legless after about a dozen bourbons. It happened, then again a few more times after that night, then it ended," explained Maggie a bit red in the face as Marsh averted his eyes towards the floor. "Yes, that looks familiar," she groaned handing back the pile of photos.

"Ah, the female ..." mumbled Marsh.

"That's not me, sorry to disappoint you," winced Maggie who then turned and left the office swiftly.

"Well that was uncomfortable," said Lindsey handing the envelope back to Marsh.

"Thank you," smiled Marsh as he walked to the office door.

"This incident stays in this office," warned Lindsey.

"Have no idea what you're talking about," grinned Marsh. "I was never here," Marsh tried to keep his professional demeanor as he walked back across the street. He entered the police building by the rear door and began to climb the four flights of stairs. Halfway up he began to chuckle to himself. "That's the first time I ever had to make an ID like that."

"Positive ID?" snickered Grew as Marsh walked into the Homicide offices.

"Yep."

"Who?"

"Can't say."

"Oh shit, it's your friend Maggie," smiled Grew.

"You're getting too good at your job."

"I learned from a master," chuckled Grew with a slight nod of his head.

"Marsh, they got the guy who had Shapenew's phone in Interview #2," said Hobbs.

"Alright let's go hear what his story is," groaned Marsh.

"Jamar Spooner, aka GG, two busts for possession, six months in county for robbing an old lady. Regular good citizen you are," smiled Marsh reading Spooner's arrest record.

"You know how it tis, brother, got to make some cash."

"Well let me enlighten you brother, the phone you had in your possession when the officers pulled you over for the traffic stop has got a dead man on it. You want a piece of that?"

"No way man, I sell some weed, that's it."

"Yeah and beat up old ladies," grunted Grew.

"Now that old girl just wouldn't let go of her purse so I slapped her upside the head, that's all," yelled Spooner.

"Bullshit," yelled Grew. "She had two broken ribs, bruises on her face and arms, you broke her glasses. She lives on social security and can't afford to get her glasses fixed, which she needs to see two feet in front of her. Scum like you don't give two shits about anyone but yourself."

"Perhaps I should just go to get some coffee and leave my partner here to ask you the questions," grinned Marsh starting to get up from his chair.

"No, no, don’t leave me with the psycho. It was LaQuanna and Fantasia, them bitches gave me the phone for an extra bag of weed."

"Where did they get the phone?" asked Marsh.

"Don’t know, they just wanted some more weed and asked if I wanted the phone, so I made the deal, that's it."

"Where do we find them?" said Marsh sliding a pad and pen towards Spooner.

"Can I go now?" said Spooner after
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