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Mitchell Benson laid out a beautiful nine-carat gold necklace for the lady to look at. 

“Oh, it’s just beautiful,” said Lorie Wilson. Mitchell watched and smiled as the woman tried on the necklace.

“It looks perfect for you, ma’am,” he said. “Why, thank you, Mr. Benson,” she replied. 

“So are we thinking that this is a fit?” he asked. “Um, well, it is quite extravagant,” she said, holding it up.

“I think it’s a perfect fit for you, ma’am,” said Mitchell. He had pulled out three other necklaces before the one she was holding now. 

“It really is beautiful, how much for this one?” she asked. “Ah, this one is one of the most prized here in the shop. 

The necklace, should you purchase it, is $6,600 if you want it,” he said. “Oh, wow, that is expensive, but it’s such an exquisite taste,” said Lorie. 

She thought about it for another moment and came to a decision. Suddenly, the front doors burst open and three masked men walked inside. 

“Everyone on the ground now!” screamed one of the masked men. The other two shot their guns in the air. 

Screams erupted, and one woman tried to make a run for it. Before making it to the door, she was gunned down and collapsed to the ground. 

Blood spewed and covered one of the jewelry cases. “I said no one moves!” yelled the first masked man. 

One of them guarded the door while the other threw down a large duffel bag and started smashing open different jewelry cases. 

“Are you the store manager?” asked the first masked man. “Uh, yes, I am,” Mitchell answered. 

“Open the register and give me all the cash,” he said, shoving a pistol in his face. 

“Okay, okay, just relax, I’ll get you the money,” he said, opening the register. Sweat ran down the side of his brow as he tried not to show fear. 

Even with a gun pointed in his face, he kept his cool and started forking over hundreds of dollars in cash. 

The man threw a bag up onto the counter and started putting money into it. He turned and saw the gold carat necklace that the woman was holding. 

“Give me the necklace!” he yelled, reaching for it. “Absolutely not! I was about to pay for this,” said Lorie.

The man pistol-whipped her. Lorie fell to the floor as the pistol cracked against the side of her head.

“Ahh!” she cried. Blood gushed from the wound. The man picked up the necklace and put it into the bag. 

Lorie held her head trying to stop the blood. Tears filled her eyes; she’d never been this scared before. 

The man looked down at her, and without even blinking an eye, he pointed the pistol at her head and fired a single shot. 

She collapsed to the ground. A bullet was lodged between her eyes. Laughing, he turned and looked at the jeweler and fired two more shots, killing him too. 

“Yo! What’s going on?” asked one of the other masked men. “Nothing, let’s get the last of the stuff and get out of here,” said the first. 

They grabbed up all the bags of cash and jewelry and ran out of the store. Several of the other customers who’d been lying on the ground stood up as they watched a dark gray van speed off out of the parking lot. 

Soon, the police call center was flooded with multiple 911 calls of a robbery gone wrong, shots fired, and murder. 

Officer Jenne Petro and her partner Kevin Lanard were only three blocks away when the 911 call came through.

They were at the jewelry store within the next five minutes. The scene was a complete mess, and it looked like a near massacre inside. 

Three people were dead. Blood stained the floor. Every single case had been smashed open, and the cash register was picked empty of everything.

Both officers were flooded by witnesses and people who’d been trapped inside the store when the robbery happened. 

Once everything calmed down and EMS arrived to assess anyone who was injured or needed help, the officers cordoned off the crime scene and escorted the civilians out of the store. 

The officers took statements from multiple witnesses and waited for CSU techs to arrive so that the scene could be processed for possible prints and any DNA that might have been left behind.

Homicide detectives from the Major Case Unit were immediately alerted to the robbery and homicides and dispatched to the crime scene without delay.

By the time the detectives arrived at the scene, it was busy. The jewelry store was in the center of a busy strip mall. 

A decent-sized crowd had gathered to see what was going on, and the entire parking lot had been closed off for police vehicles only. 

Officers, CSU, and a couple of higher-ups were all at the crime scene. 

Detective Chandler parked the car in front of the police tape, and he and his partner walked towards the scene. 

Both figured that it must be a big case if there were this many responding officers and other personnel.

“Detectives,” both turned around and saw that it was Deputy Chief of Investigations Nathan Ramon who was approaching them.

“I didn’t expect to see you here, sir,” said Detective Chandler. “Well, this has already made national news, so the case has become a big deal,” he said.

“What’s the situation?” asked Detective Wheeler. “Three victims, all DOA, including the clerk who was behind the counter when the robbery happened,” said the Deputy Chief.

They all walked into the crime scene. CSU techs were everywhere, taking photos, rebuilding the entire crime scene from step one. 

Doctor Milton, the medical examiner, was already present and looking over the bodies. 

Outside, there was a commotion, and multiple news agencies had arrived to report on the breaking story. 

“I had better go and calm the wolves before the storm sets,” said Deputy Chief Ramon. 

He left the detectives to investigate the crime scene and start building a case. “Okay, Doc, what can you tell us about the victims?” asked Detective Chandler. 

“All three victims were shot at close range; the first was over there. The body is closest to the door. 

She tried to make a run for it, but didn’t make it,” he said, pointing. The detectives looked down at the victim. “Who is she?” asked Wheeler. 

“Bethany Woodrow, thirty-three years old,” said Doctor Milton. “So she was just collateral damage,” said Chandler. 

“It looks that way,” said his partner. She walked around the floor and cased the entire store. 

Every single glass case had been smashed open, and most items were missing. 

“What about the young woman right here slumped up in front of the counter?” asked Wheeler. 

“Lorie Wilson, it appears she was about to purchase something from my guess,” he said. 

“Single gunshot to the head,” Chandler said. He slipped on a pair of gloves and examined the gunshot. 

“Execution style, also take a look at the bruising on the side of her head,” said Milton. 

“No defensive wounds, but what is the bruising and blood on her head?” he asked. 

“Based on my own assumption and because I’ve seen it before, she was hit on the head hard, and that’s when she dropped to the floor,” he said. 

Detective Chandler leaned down and examined her head more closely. “Well, doc, would you agree that this woman was smacked in the head with the butt end of a pistol?” he asked. 

“Oh yes, that was the conclusion I’d come to before you arrived,” he said, smiling. 

“What about the imprint here on her right hand?” he asked, pointing to some rough abrasions on the hand. 

“Most likely she was holding onto something, my guess is she was about to pay for something expensive when the suspects entered the store and started to take all the valuables,” he said. 

“Okay, she was about to pay for something, maybe a necklace, our suspects come in and stick up the place and make off with thousands in stolen goods and cash,” said Detective Chandler. 

The detectives moved behind the counter and examined the jeweler's body. He was lying flat on the floor. 

Two gunshots to the chest. Blood covered the front of the register and counter. 

“Why kill the jeweler?” Chandler asked. “Beats me,” said Wheeler. It didn’t make sense that after cleaning out all the jewelry cases and the register that the crew would kill him. 

“No defensive wounds, marks, or abrasions on the jeweler,” said Doctor Milton. 

“So he was shot at close range twice in the chest without warning or provocation,” said Wheeler. 

“This means that this crew is all the more dangerous and needs to be found fast,” Chandler said. 

At the door, a loud argument could be heard. The detectives turned and saw that a man in a suit was arguing with one of the patrol officers. 

“This is my store! I demand you let me inside!” yelled the man. “Sir, you need to relax; this is an active crime scene; only law enforcement personnel are allowed inside,” said the officer. 

He tried his best to calm the man down, but it was of no use. “Officer, it’s okay, you can let him inside,” said Detective Chandler. 

The officer nodded and took a step back. He allowed the man to walk inside. “Oh my god, I’m going to be ruined!” yelled the man. 

He shouted and thrust his hands into the air. “Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to relax,” said Chandler. 

“Relax! This was my store! I’ve lost everything now!” he shouted. “Can you calm down and tell me your name?” asked the detective. 

“My name is Raymond Letner, I’m the store owner,” he said. “How long have you owned the store?” asked Detective Chandler. 

“Nearly ten years,” he answered. “Do you have anyone who might have any grievances against you?”

“No, not that I know of?” he said. “Do you know how much was stolen from in here?” he asked. 

“No, I’ll have to do a full accounting,” said Mr. Letner. “Once you do, let us know how many items were stolen and the value,” said Detective Wheeler.

The detectives continued to speak with Mr. Letner and gather any details about
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