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Magic City

 


By Michael Edwards

Barberton, Ohio – Sept.
4th

Four police cars pulled up
to a residence on 5th Avenue. 9-1-1 had been
called barely seventeen minutes ago by woman who said she was being
attacked. Sgt. Howl took the lead, knocked on the door to get the
attention of those inside.

“Ma’am, Barberton police. Can you open
the door?”

 


Nothing. Sgt. Howl tried once more.
Still no response. The four officers took out their firearms.
Anything could be waiting inside the house. Sgt. Howl signaled to
Officer Gibbs to open the door and Officers Fernlund and Fergus to
come around through the back.  Officer Gibbs kicked in the
door and went inside. Sgt. Howl followed behind. 

 


Inside the living room they found three
dead bodies. Two females and one male. Sgt. Howl contacted dispatch
to report the scene.  Officer Fergus and Fernlund regrouped
with Sgt. Howl and Officer Gibbs after giving combing the
backyard. 

 


“No sign of forced entry and we could
smell the bodies from the back,” said Officer Fergus.

 


“CSI’s will be here in ten, paramedics
in five.” 

 


“Sarge, what do you think happened
here?” asked Officer Gibbs.

 


“Don’t know, received a distress call
from this residence and we find three bodies.”

 


“Dispatch said a woman called, but
these two could not have done it.”

 


“We’ll wait until Detective Shanks gets
here,” said Sgt. Howl.

 


“You three go and clear the area, the
media will be here soon and we don’t need them stomping through the
crime scene.”

 


The three officers gave a nod and
left. 

 


-- 

It became quite crowded when Detective
Shanks arrived. He made his way through the throng of bystanders
and media goons. Questions being thrown his way at a blistering
pace. He gave a single response of no comment and went
inside.

 


“Damn news clowns constantly up our
nose,” said Detective Shanks.

 


“We had to call more units in because
they almost got past the police line.”

 


“Motherfuckers,” Detective Shanks
tossed some gum into his mouth. “Whadda we got?”

 


“Three homicides,” said Sgt Howl.
“According to the tech boys, they were killed somewhere
else.”

 


“You shittin’ me?” he
responded.

 


“Nope, no blood splatter or signs of
struggle. They pointed out the bodies were posed this way with
great detail.”

 


“There goes dinner with the wife,”
Detective Shanks groused. 

 


-- 

The pathologist stood by the sink
washing her hands when Detective Shanks came in. He took out a
fresh stick of gum and popped it into his mouth. Doctor Wein turned
to him and dried her hands.

 


“Your three vics are something else,
they were ODed on Vicodin and Cocaine.”

 


“Is that what killed
them?” 

 


“No, a crowbar shot to the temple and
the base of the neck killed these two ladies. The guy died from a
shot to his throat. He drowned in his own blood.”

 


“Hell of a way to go.”
Detective Shanks walked over to the male vic. He looked closely at
the tattoo on the forearm. “Our boy here has biker gang
tats.”

 


“I noticed that two, but I have never
heard of the gang he fronted.”

 


“Me neither,” said Detective Shanks.
“The Magics don’t ring a bell.”

 


“Shit, give me a ring if you find
anything else, Delores.”

 


“I will and don’t forget tomorrow night
we are going to the steakhouse.”

 


“Don’t remind me, Edith has been on me
for two weeks about it. She can’t wait to go.”

 


-- 

Leaving the coroner's office. Detective
Shanks light up a cigarette near the church down the street. The
damn gum wasn’t curbing his smoking habit at all. The wife had been
riding his ass day and night about giving up smoking. Her father
had died from COPD. She didn’t want the same thing to happen to her
husband. He couldn’t give up smoking. Despite how much his wife
nagged. He’d been smoking since he turned eighteen. Yeah, his
brother died from smoking. He had started earlier at thirteen years
old. Something about smoking kept his nerves in
check. 

 


He and the wife had been behind on the
rent, his car needed a right wheel bearing. That cost a pretty
penny that he had to take out of his savings. Everything else they
put on their credit card. To have a mysterious triple homicide
during this tough time equally frustrated him and enthralled him.
He liked the tough nut cases. They made him perform beyond his
weighted down depression. He went through his head what little they
knew when Sgt. Howl came up to him.

 


“Hey Bob, you won’t believe
this shit.”

 


“What is Martin?”

 


“So I found out who are three vics
are…”

 


“And?”

 


“Paul Petron, Lindsey Grimm, and Diane
Eaton.”

 


“Should I know those names,” he said
thinking for a minute.

 


“The drug bust three months ago, off
Wooster road near that Family Dollar.”

 


“Son of bitch, you’re right. We picked
those three up because of a fight and found all of that
heroin.”

 


“Yup, and the person that called was
Whet Williams.”

 


“Robbie Whet Williams? The kid we
busted when we worked patrol?”

 


“Fuck yeah, he’s gone major league.
He's wanted for questioning in two different homicide cases --
except no one has found him.”

 


Detective Shanks scratched his
forehead, “He ran with Fattie Sims back in the day.”

 


“Last I heard, they’re still thick as
thieves.”

 


“We need to find Fattie and question
him. I bet he might know why our vics got popped.”

 


-- 

 


Sept. 5th, Barberton Police
Department.

 


“Hey, Fattie it has been a long time
since we’ve seen you.” Detective Shanks took a seat next to his
partner Sgt. Howl.

 


“How many donuts you been eatin’
Fattie, I can hear you trying to breathe from over
here.” 

 


“Fuck you, man. Everyone loves me, you
just made ‘cause you can’t get pussy like I can.”

 


“They would have to find your penis
before they
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