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One month prior to Crystal coming home...

The nighttime air was cool and crisp as it swayed Mrs. Wilson’s curtains in her kitchen window. She stood at the sink washing dishes, gazing up at the patio outside several times, wondering if her eyes were playing tricks on her. Her husband, Mr. Wilson, sat on a bar stool grumbling to himself over an article he was reading. The warm season was finally approaching at last. If they had been caring and compassionate parents, they would have been looking forward to the idea of their only daughter coming home for summer break. That was not the case. They were caught up in some kind of emotional constipation. 

Mrs. Wilson frowned as she gazed outside to their well-manicured backyard.  The sprinklers were ticking, crickets were making their songs heard, and an owl hooted somewhere in the distance. There was something unsettling about the pitch-black forest that gleamed back at her, like a void of nothing. She wanted to say something, but was unsure, for her husband was the type who was a ticking time bomb of anger.  

“Dear, I can’t keep quiet about this any longer. Do you think we’ve tainted our relationship with Crystal with all the threats and lectures about her education? Did we go too far?” She asked, gripping onto a plate nervously with soapy hands. Mr. Wilson rolled his eyes at the very mention of his daughter's name.  

“I’m not in the mood right now to discuss what a lost cause our daughter is; she’ll learn soon enough that a worthless degree is not going to make her a lawyer or a doctor. I couldn’t care less if she comes home or not. She’s probably out there screwing God knows who.” He said, scrunching his nose in dissatisfaction. He was not interested in this subject. 

Mrs. Wilson noticed a sour taste in her mouth. Her husband's remark not only was offensive but came off as incredibly hurtful. She knew that her daughter was seeing a young man and only one at that. For him to insinuate that their daughter was sleeping around was distasteful. Mr. Wilson didn’t seem to care much for the daughter he’d purposefully ignored for some time now. They knew what they had done. The endless fights, constant put downs and guilt trips were most likely the driving force that drove a wedge between them. 

The Wilsons were well-off people, in more ways than one and they knew it. They had one of the nicest homes in Bar Harbor. It was a beautiful white house with black trim surrounded by trees and a lavish garden. Everything had to be posh, for that was Mrs. Wilsons style. Although they begged and pressured Crystal to consider an education that would promise a career, she went the opposite direction and studied the arts and music. 

Their sliding door was all the way open to invite the cool night air to come inside. Mrs. Wilson turned around to put a pot away but saw something black dash by. She let out a dramatic yelp and dropped the pot on the ground. It ruined Mr. Wilsons mood even more, and instead of asking his wife if her toe was okay, he grunted like an old man. A black cat named Moe came through the sliding door, which made Mrs. Wilson let out a sigh of relief as she clutched her chest. 

“Oh, that darn neighborhood cat, I swear I saw something bigger zoom past you. Listen, dear, say we forget about all this nonsense and go do something just the two of us? Crystal probably isn’t going to come home anyway, she hasn’t called.” She suggested, leaning her elbows on the counter. 

Mr. Wilson fixed his glasses and looked at her with little enthusiasm. 

“Do you still want to go to New York and see your brother Ronnie?” He asked, followed by a sigh. 

“Ronnie and I aren’t close anymore; I told you that. I don’t want to go to New York. How about we pack some things and go to our cabin?” Mrs. Wilson suggested. As their voices continued to mumble on about what they wanted to do, there was indeed a figure that had lunged past Mr. Wilson. 

The figure was in all black from head to toe, adorned in a black velvety cloak. The figure crept up the stairs much like a stealthy cat would. When he got to the top of the stairs, he turned around to make sure the Wilson’s hadn’t heard him. A shroud kept his head covered, and all that seemed human about him was a white porcelain mask. Two eye holes, a perfectly shaped nose and mouth had been sculpted to be as human like as possible, only the mask showed no emotions. Just a hallowed expression. Lifeless. Empty. His haunting figure was as quiet as a ghost.

He was careful enough to not track in dirt on his leather boots. With gloved hands he pulled out a knife from his robe and went through each room, keeping an ear open to listening downstairs. The Wilson’s had absolutely no idea that their rooms were being investigated by an unwanted invader. Once the figure in the mask was done prying in their room, he looked down the hallway and saw the room he’d been looking for. 

It was Crystal’s room; belonging to the only girl he’d had his eyes on for some time now. 

He crept into her small room, noticing the purple bed and pillows, picturing what she looked like sleeping there. Impure thoughts washed over him like a violent wave. Over to the left was her dresser where he went through drawers, unsure of what he was looking for. All he wanted to do was pick up her scent, just something to keep him satisfied until the time came when he’d make himself known to her. He opened a small vial of perfume and held it up to the two holes under the nose of the mask and inhaled deeply. Like a shark catching the scent of blood, his eyes rolled into the back of his head. A bulge formed under his jeans, and he pressed into the dresser uncomfortably. He had to have her. That was all he needed. Suddenly, their voices traveled up to the second floor and the couple broke into an argument. He tucked the vial in his pocket and put his knife away and he turned his head sharply. The hostile conversation had him intrigued. He adored and craved violence. 

The figure continued to stand at the second floor near the balcony, listening to the bickering that finally ended. The Wilson’s were completely unaware someone had been listening to their conversation the entire time. They were also unaware that their daughter's life would soon take a horrifying, sinister turn. 
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Chapter One
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BAR HARBOR, 1999. 

It was the first day of summer. Everyone was excited for the parties, bonfires, drinking and freedom. Some students at the college stayed for the summer term and some made their way back home to escape the responsibility for a while. Soon the shorelines would be packed with people and their recreational activities. The winters were rough, but the summers were fantastic. Robert, one of the quarterbacks who had a full ride scholarship was already out on the sand with his buddies, tackling each other while his girlfriend Cecilia sat on a beach towel to work on her tan. Through the main street of town, a blonde headed Stacey found herself admiring some clothes that were way out of her campus barista budget. They had been slammed with so much homework during the spring term that the last day of class was a cause for celebration. 

However, some weren’t feeling the wave of summer bliss. There was an uneasiness amongst the students. A dark energy had taken over the grounds, something unhappy and disturbing. Something had plagued the college and those living in it right as the term ended. It was difficult to get into the groove of the summer when death was lingering nearby. Even on the sandy beaches with the sailboats drifting by; Robert and the girls paused what they were doing as they realized two of their friends were missing from the beach. The realization of what had happened weighed heavy on them. 

There had been a murder, a horrific and brutal one at that. A young man around the age of twenty-two had been stabbed to death prior to the term ending. He would have been a senior, bound to graduate with proud parents who’d spent their entire savings on his future. A man who was bright but had a way with the ladies. The shining profile of a well-known student now had his photo stained with splattered blood. Gutted. Sliced. 

His name was Allen. Allen had been drunk, and the intoxication made him unable to drive home to see his parents who lived across town. He’d pulled over to the side of the football field behind the stadium to throw up his choice of liquor and was stabbed thirty times. His circle of friends didn’t know how to process what had happened, feeling nothing but sharp, aching grief and terror for their own safety. 

His funeral service had taken place abruptly and unfortunately had to be a closed-casket service after what the heartless murderer had done to him. Allen was unrecognizable at that point. Even his own parents had a difficult time trying to identify him. 

The whereabouts of the malicious murderer were unknown. The police had shut the field down and the college was subjected to strict rules for those who had to remain on campus. Interviews and questionings were nonstop. From what the police had gathered, Allen was very well liked. No one appeared to have any vendetta against him. His loss left wounds. 

On that warm Friday evening, Detective Daniel Portman and a few other law enforcement officers wandered the field looking for evidence. Portman had asked his assistant to interview as many of Allen’s friends as they could but with everyone fleeing back home out of panic it would make it even harder for the seasoned Detective to get answers. The college had never experienced anything like this. Crime was nothing new to Bar Harbor, but one like this shocked the community to its core. 

His partner Lewis came up to him with a file. Portman had a cigarette in his mouth, spitting it to the turf and smashing it with his foot. He took the file and gleamed over it with tired eyes. 

“Looks like all his close friends have taken off for the summer, God damn. I thought we were getting somewhere. We’ve interviewed all of them but one.” He said, closing the file shut. He headed towards his car with Lewis behind him, ready to make his way back to the station. The girl that Lewis was referring to had been a suspect. 

“He supposedly has or had an ex-girlfriend. I guess someone who knows them both said they had a rough falling out. She’s the only one we haven’t spoken to. Her name is Crystal, age twenty-two, majoring in art history and creative writing. She doesn't seem the type, but you know how these college girls are. They’re so strung out on Prozac and caffeine and are batshit crazy.” Lewis said, letting out as many details as he could. Already Portman was putting an image in his head. 

“We’ll pay Miss Crystal a visit. What a way to start the fucking summer.” He said with a snicker. Portman was more so irritated that he wouldn’t be getting a summer vacation of his own. 

Up the road, Crystal was in her small battered up Volvo making her way home. She had some personal belongings packed in the back seats and trunk that desperately needed a proper washing not from an old dorm room washer. She drove in silence but decided to drown out her thoughts to the distorted radio. A somber feeling had washed over her as she kept her eyes on the road. Her clammy hands gripped onto the steering wheel as her eyes darted back and forth. Normally she’d be jamming out to The Cranberries in her trusty car but today was different. Despite living in the town where campus was located, Crystal had made it a goal to not live at home for reasons she kept hidden from her friends. The disconnect. The constant battles. The urge and desire to be seen and heard had always been dampened by her parent's distaste for her lifestyle. In other words, the love was from a distance. 

Her parents were often distant anyway, always traveling and focused on their elite socialite lifestyle while Crystal usually fended for herself. While mom dined on foie gras at the country club, Crystal survived on ramen and deli salads. Even though they were paying for her college they left it at that. The relationship was more of a money transaction in hopes she would end up just as posh and perfect as the other rich kids. Her boyfriend, Will, had chosen to stay the summer at the dorm, working part time in the library. He’d offered to have her stay with him for the summer after so many failed attempts to contact her parents, but she declined. 

Unfortunately for Will, his parents were the opposite. Anything they could do to preserve Will’s virtue was crucial. They were overbearing, suffocating, and Will’s mother couldn’t stand the thought of her baby boy mingling with another girl. Despite their stressful, high pressure family lives, Will and Crystal were lovers from the start. A perfect match amongst two chaotic families. 

Crystal had gone a bit radio silent on her friends since Allen’s death. Will knew not to bring it up and was confident that Crystal had no romantic feelings for her ex but seeing him being butchered was the last thing she ever dreamed of witnessing. She wanted to be with her parents, in a weird way. In her mind she had hoped that perhaps the distance between them would make them eager to see her. Will they feel bad for me for what I saw? Or disregard my feelings as usual, she thought. 

The evening was glorious with the sun setting a beautiful pink and orange, and her car managed to make it to the top of the hill where her well-manicured family home rested surrounded by oak trees. It was a perfect just as how she left it.  It was nice to come home to something clean, not like the ancient run-down dorm room that smelled of weed and Doritos. 

From the very top of her bedroom there was a spiraling tower where she could see the harbor. It was a special sight to see especially from the second floor to view the intense colors in the sky, but a solemn feeling continued to drag her down. Dread pooled in the back of her throat. All she wanted to do was hide in her room and pretend everything was fine. 

She noticed her mom’s Mercedes was gone and all the lights were turned out. It seemed unusual since her parents stayed up late. She began to feel a sense of worry, wondering if they had taken off on another trip. She had warned them months prior that she wanted to stay for the summer, but they had never listened to their voicemails. Maybe they are out to dinner, she thought repeatedly, hoping that was the case. 

Crystal parked her car off to the side of the driveway, and her hands felt eager grabbing her oversized bag and purse. Her fingers fumbled with the keys in her pocket. Finally, she opened the front door and called out for them. 

“Mom? Dad?” She called out but there was nothing. She caught a glimpse of herself in the large mirror in the foyer. She looked like a mess. Her blonde hair was in shambles, and her eyes looked a bit swollen from crying. Her petite frame was slouched over with the heaviness of the duffle bag. She knew they would be disappointed to see she had added some lilac highlights to the tips of her blonde hair. Crystal lived and breathed for anything lilac scented or colored. She knew her mother would have an absolute fit. 

Her finger frantically flicked on the kitchen light, seeing as how the kitchen was just the same as when she last saw it. Her mom's articulate fake flowers, expensive pots and pans hanging from above the stove and cheap early nineties decor made her feel right at home again. The white walls and mauve accent colors were almost refreshing to see again since the dorms were so dark. 

There was a note next to the landline, and her stomach churned suddenly. She took the note in her hand while her eyes adjusting to the brightness of the kitchen light. 

We’ve gone on a month-long trip to see your uncle in New York. We figured you’d come home so here’s two-hundred dollars for groceries and whatever you need. You can have friends over - Mom and Dad. 

Not even an “I love you.” 

Crystal scoffed. Of course. Her relationship with her parents was nothing but a money transaction. When she wanted to go to college, they handed her the money. When she wanted love and affection, they gave her gifts so she could leave them alone. That was it. It wasn’t satisfying as others may have thought. To have wealthy parents meant there was some security, but aside from that they were just walking piggybanks. The fights over money had begun once she declared she was changing her focus to art. It didn’t matter now, it was break time. 

She tossed her two bags to the kitchen floor and leaned against the counter, chewing on her bottom lip in dismay and disappointment. Crystal didn’t want money or to just host parties all summer, she wanted to spend time with her parents, despite the lack of communication. Especially after witnessing something so graphic. Crystal wanted nothing more than to bury her tired eyes into her mother’s shoulder. It would have been nice to just talk about what had happened between her and Allen, however she knew that if she was to discuss the cheating incident her dad would end up blaming her for it. That’s how he was. Not a bone in his body was tender or loving. 

Crystal’s core merely ached and yearned for her mother to hold her, to give her some form of comfort. Will had been great and wonderful but Crystal still felt a longing for something that just wasn’t the same. All she wanted to do was talk about what she had seen and what it was doing to her mentally. There was also the fear of punishment that she had not called the police but instead fled the scene, and her father would have ringed her neck for it. Knowing her parents, they would probably panic that their social reputation would be tainted from the trauma their daughter experienced. 

The phone began to ring, and she jumped, feeling her stomach drop slightly to the sudden chime. She answered it, hoping it was them. She wanted to hound them for not answering all her calls. 

“Hello?” She said, feeling her heart race a little. 

“Well damn, I was wondering when you’d finally get home. Were your parents happy to see you?” Will asked. Thank God, it’s Will at last. 

He knew her parents were distant. She felt a sigh of relief knowing it was him at least. Any phone call from Will was enough to make her feel more at ease. 

“Actually, Will, they’re gone. They’ve gone to New York for a whole month. They won’t be back till July, I guess. I don’t even know which uncle they’re talking about; one is dead, and the other hasn’t been in contact with us since forever.” She said, and he could hear the dissatisfaction in her voice. 

“Ahh, man that sucks. I know you were looking forward to being with them. Well, maybe I can stop by? I wouldn’t want you to be frightened in that big house.” He teased, playfully. Crystal broke into a shy smile. Since Allen’s passing, she hadn’t smiled much. Will knew that the situation had been affecting her in a way that no one really understood. 

“How about tomorrow? I really want to get unpacked and settled, I haven't even seen my old room in months. Why don’t we have everyone over tomorrow night? I could see if the pool is clean, we can cook food and do whatever. Robert could bring the alcohol.” She suggested. Robert was known as the booze supplier. 

“Sounds like a plan, I can let them know. Listen, if you get scared you can call me anytime you want, and I'll be there within minutes.” Will said, and they said goodnight. 

Crystal clicked the phone off. Perhaps it would have been an innovative idea to tidy up and prepare a few guest rooms for the following night in case anyone wanted to crash there. Being an only child, Crystal enjoyed having parties and having friends over. It gave her a sense she was never alone. However, with the thought of Allen’s torn up body looming over her, she needed some time to recover and process it all. 

Feeling a slight tinge of uneasiness, she turned on every light in the house including the patio. She made sure the alarm system was good to go for the night. Her parents had every right to arm the house properly with all kinds of security systems, given their status. It also just made her feel good to have everything locked up. 

By now the sky was getting dark. The bold hot pink sunset was gone. A reminder that it could be an exceedingly long night. 

Crystal turned on the tv downstairs to drown out the uncomfortable silence. She clicked on the channel that usually had drama flicks and soap operas. Tonight, it was another spooky slasher movie, one that was popular to watch at sleepovers. It probably wasn’t the best choice, especially being all alone. Her tired legs dragged up the stairs to her bedroom. The faint static and screams coming from the tv made her rush to her room faster. It’s just a movie, it’s not like that’s my life, well, maybe it is. 

Once inside her room, there was another staircase that spiraled up to the tower, built like a lighthouse. It had been a great hang out spot in all her growing up years. Her dad had built it as a hide out when she was younger. It had been an excellent spot to ponder on angsty teenage thoughts. 

She turned on her lava lamp, her orange light, and the sparkling ceiling lights that twinkled and danced across textured walls. Her quilted bed was just the way she left it months prior. Her desk was there, computer, books and closet full of old clothes. She glanced over and noticed all the items were just how she left them but now collecting dust. That’s weird, my perfume bottle is gone. It was also apparent that her mom didn’t bother to go into her room and do any dusting or wipe down the windows. 

Once she emptied her things out onto her bed, the phone rang again. She still had her old landline phone, a clear device that lit up with bright colors anytime a call was coming in. Her body jolted slightly, but perhaps it was Will again. She’d forgotten how loud the ringer was. 

“Will, you can’t come over.” She said, giggling into the phone anxiously. 

“Is this Crystal Wilson?” A stern voice asked. She didn’t recognize the voice. 

“Umm, yes, who may I ask who’s calling?” She asked, hoping it didn’t have anything to do with her parents. 

“I’m Detective Portman, we’re investigating the death of Allen Brown. We’d like to ask you a few questions about your relationship with Allen. Do you have time for me to swing out to your home? I promise it won’t take up too much of your time.” He asked in a polite manner. Her throat went dry. Fuck. 

She sensed urgency in his voice. All Crystal wanted was to be alone with the sad reality that her parents were gone, but the idea of pushing away law enforcement or a detective was not a good idea at a time like this. Crystal was always an honest person, so there was nothing to be afraid of. 

“Uhm sure, I guess. How did you know I’m at home and not on campus?” She asked. 

“Your friend Stacey gave us your address. I’ll be out of the office tomorrow so tonight would be great.” He said, before hanging up. 

Before she could protest, the phone line clicked. Great. There went her opportunity to take a bath and order a pizza with all the sporadic phone calls. Stacey was always the compliant one too, so it was possible that she freaked out and gave out Crystal’s address to avoid getting into trouble. Not that it was any trouble. 

Realizing she wouldn’t have the time to order food with a random Detective on his way, she warmed up a frozen meal and sat on the couch, picking at her dinner while the slasher movie continued, getting to the gruesome parts. Crystal didn’t find it amusing. Those kinds of movies were once fun to watch at sleepovers, but now they were a reminder of what real horror she’d seen in real life. Still, she was sucked in. The masked horror icons weren’t real. 

It was around eight o’clock when she dozed off to sleep. Her body lashed around a few times, struggling to allow the exhaustion from the previous day a break. The phone rang again. She woke up and blinked a few times, rubbing her eyes and moving her strands of blonde hair out of her face. The leftovers of her dinner had gone stale and cold. She figured it was the detective again. 

“Hello?” She answered, yawning. 

“Hello?” A voice answered back. It wasn’t Will or the detective. She wondered what this person wanted from her now. 

“Are you on your way, Detective?” She asked, wondering if maybe Detective Portman’s voice sounded different due to poor service up on the hill. 

“I’m not a Detective.” The voice said and it was a raspy man's voice. Crystal’s eyebrows rose with confusion. Then who was this? She thought, feeling uneasy. 

“Well, that doesn’t help me much, does it?” She asked, looking outside to see if there was another car. 

There was nothing. She opened her window but all she could hear was the sound of the trees and nighttime creatures. Her solemn mood had gone away, now she was alert and awake. She should have chosen to watch a sappy Lifetime movie instead. 

“It’s a beautiful night; it would be a shame if another football player ended up on the field all butchered up.” The voice said, now it was menacing. Her blood ran cold. A wave of panic and made her lip tremble. It was a foul thing to say, and a bit fucked up. 

Crystal looked at her reflection in the mirror, suddenly feeling frightened. Who the fuck would say something like that? She swore her reflection looked back at her as if to say, what do we do now?

“Hey, that’s not cool. You shouldn’t make jokes like that.” She said, angrily cursing into the phone. This had to have been a sick prank. 

The menace behind the line began to chuckle. His tone changed into something flirtatious and cunning. 

“No, you’re right it's not funny, but I enjoy knowing you’re now a suspect in all of this, the way you fled from the scene isn’t looking too good on you.” He spoke. The panic set in even more. 

Crystal ran over to her window and slammed it shut, pulling her curtains. She knew her house was armed and safe. This was probably just some idiot pulling a prank. 

“Look, I’ve had a rough couple of days.” She said, feeling agitated. 

There was a tinge of silence, and she wondered if he was done. 

“Aww, what’s wrong Crystal, feeling the summer blues already? Do you still see his lifeless body lying there in the turf? Do you still see his guts spilled out?” He asked, his tone changing from flirty to serious to terrifying. Fuck. None of her friends in their right minds would say such things in a prank call, and they were known for their ridiculous prank calls. 

Chills went down her spine. Her mouth had gone dry. Crystal had forgotten how to swallow. Who the fuck is this? This must be some sick joke.  Someone who clearly doesn’t like me must be pulling my leg to get a reaction out of me.  

“Listen, you fuck, I have a Detective coming here at this very moment. I have nothing to hide. I’ll tell the truth as it happened. I didn’t kill Allen, I just watched...unfortunately.” Her voice cracked. 

Regardless of who was calling her, Crystal didn’t find the phone call to be appropriate one bit, but she was uneasy and pacing in her room as the voice continued to breathe heavily and mock her. Anger and suppressed rage made its way out of her throat, and it burned like acid. The stress of trying to finish the spring term, the death of her ex, and absent parents had clearly built up in a short period of time. 

“Allen was a piece of shit anyway-” The voice said before she clicked the phone and hung up, pounding it against the receiver with too much force. Her anger felt justified. 

She didn’t know who this person was or how they got her number, but she was afraid that someone might have gotten the wrong idea about her watching the killing take place. Rumors had already spread around. She was more annoyed than ever. The doorbell rang. Crystal jumped. She looked down the window to the front door below and saw no car. She knew she couldn’t go downstairs. Someone was fucking with her. Whether it was a joke or in all seriousness Crystal was in no mood to play around. 

The phone rang again. Her heart pounded against her chest, sweat forming over her brow. She hesitated to answer the phone with her hand hovering above it. Shit. She answered, wishing it was anyone but the strange man speaking to her. She’d seen enough horror flicks to know how this ended. A girl all alone in her house being terrorized by a suspicious caller. She knew how this would end. Crystal had to be smart. 

“What?” She said, with sharpness in her voice. 

“Be a good girl and answer the door.” The voice said. Crystal couldn’t speak. She dragged her feet to her bed to sit on the edge. She began to cry, rubbing her face in a stressful manner. 

“Why can’t you just leave me alone, this is too much to handle right now. I’m just trying to catch a break.” She said, realizing this may not have been a simple prank from someone at school. Her shaking hand wiped her tears until she grew seriously pissed. 

“Tell me who you are.” She demanded. 

“You’re in this as much as I am. Those poor parents must be so heartbroken about their son. It’s going to suck when that Detective finds out you fled the scene. They all think you did it.” He said, cooly. Crystal’s heart sank to her stomach. There was no way this was happening. Crystal had been accused of many things, but murder was not one. 

“I was a witness; I didn’t do anything!” She cried out, running back to the window, noticing a police car pulling up. A wave of relief came over her. Oh, thank God. 

“The whole town is already blaming you for it-” he said before she clicked the phone once again. She threw it against the wall out of impulse, running downstairs to the front door. Tears were streaming down her face. 

She ran to the two French doors and swung them open. The Detective was just getting out of his car. Portman noticed that she was in distress. He shut the car door behind him and ran to her. 

“What’s wrong? Are you okay?” He asked, holding onto her forearms to stabilize her but Crystal shoved her face into his shirt, mumbling and speaking too fast. 

“Someone is antagonizing me on the phone, I don’t know who it is. They keep bringing up Allen, his death, how it’s all my fault.” She said, sobbing. He gently pulled her away to make sure she wasn’t hurt. She was obviously distraught. Like a protective father, Portman tried to get her to calm down. 

“Any name on the caller ID?” He asked, offering her a tissue. 

“No, it just keeps coming up as UNKNOWN.” She said, wiping her nose. 

The Detective put his jacket around her and pulled out his gun. He motioned for her to stay behind him. They walked around the entire perimeter of the house. She clung to his arm like a frightened child. There was no sign of suspicious activity or even a single soul around. They made it back to the front of the house, realizing that the door had been left open. He went inside first then Crystal followed. 

“There’s no sign of an intruder; it must have been someone messing with you. We get calls and complaints about stupid pranks all the time, they used to be harmless, but kids are fucking monsters.” He said, reassuring her as he put his gun away. 

“He knew everything about me and what happened, you call that a simple prank?” She asked. Portman encouraged her to go back inside and start their introduction all over. 

Crystal took a deep breath before giving his jacket back. She invited him into her home formally, suggesting they talk in the living room. Her voice was shaky and timid. Already, Detective Portman got the sense this girl wasn’t the one who killed Allen, and she made it painfully obvious. She was genuinely frightened, alert and in distress. She didn’t fit a killer's persona. Crystal kept looking at all the doors and windows as Portman got himself comfortable. 

He gave her a few minutes to settle down. Unable to sit still, she went to her fridge and got two cold water bottles for them both. He told
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