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July 4th, 2014

Detroit, Michigan

Suburban Street
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He could see her inside the living room of the house from the street. Within seconds, he became infatuated with her. His breath was cold as he tried to warm himself on this utterly cold night. 

The girl looked to be around seventeen or eighteen years old and looked to be alone inside the house. He suspected that she might not go out.

Her parents had left a couple of days before for a getaway trip and felt that it was safe enough to leave their little girl all alone in the house. The man put on his mask and then got out his phone and searched for the number that he had saved inside it.

It was a surprisingly cold and brisk night for the weekend. Amber Winston had decided to stay home instead of going out and celebrating with friends. 

The thought of spending a weekend on vacation with her parents was not something she wanted to do. While she sat on the couch, she began to hear small booms outside. 

From what it sounded like, it appeared that the entire city had been a celebration. As the fireworks continued to be shot off into the air, the noise was distant to Amber. Sitting down on the couch, she started clicking through the list of channels on the TV and saw what was good to watch.

Most of the movies she was clicking through were filled with notable patriotic notions. It was close to nine-thirty at night, and her parents had left a couple of days before to celebrate their twenty-seventh wedding anniversary. 

Just as she managed to find something good on TV, the house phone started ringing. Amber wanted to ignore it at first. To her, nobody now uses a house phone since the world of cellphones began to evolve. 

The phone continued to ring, and so she then grabbed the phone off the hook and answered it to see who was calling her house. She first thought it might be one of her friends calling her as a prank. 

“Hello?” she said as she answered the phone. “Who is this?” the voice on the other end said in a menacing tone. “This is Amber. Who is this?” she then asked.

For a moment, there was silence on the other end. All that Amber could hear was the heavy breathing of the mystery person on the other end of the line.” You sound like a very pretty girl, Amber,” said the voice on the other end. “Well, thank you, mystery man,” she said in gratitude.

“So, Amber, what are your plans for tonight?” the voice then asked her. She first thought that this was still a prank call by one of her friends or her boyfriend Steve, but she answered the question.

“Just staying in alone and watching a movie,” she said. “That sounds like a lot of fun.” The voice was deep and hard to identify. A part of her wanted to believe that it was just a prank being played on her. 

“Can I ask your name?” There was no immediate response. “Hello, are you still there?” “You don’t know my name,” the voice sounded confused and concerned. “Could you tell me your name?” she asked again. Amber was starting to worry now that this was not a prank after all.

The phone then clicked, and the caller hung up. There was a tap at the window. Amber’s head swiveled as she turned towards the window. It was a tree branch that was tapping against the window. His breath was hot as he stared at her from the backyard. 

The girl was in the kitchen now and looking out the window to the front of the street. Smiling, he moved through the yard carefully and quickly, making no noise.

Sliding up against the back wall, he looked over to the closest window, which just so happened to be the one to her room. It wasn’t hard for him to gain access and climb inside. While he was doing this, Amber called her boyfriend.

“Steve, I need you to come over.” She was becoming worried and told him about the random caller. Unfortunately, Steve was still finishing his shift and wouldn’t be off for another hour. “I’m sorry, I still have another hour.” 

“Please, I’m getting scared, and I don’t know what to do.” Steve then finally got her to calm down and relax a little. “I will be right over as soon as I get off work.” 

“Okay, I’ll be here then.” Amber hung up the phone and then put it back on the charger, and then walked to her room. Maybe she was just overthinking it. 

She took a seat at her desk and clicked on the light to her mirror. He grabbed her by the back of her hair and began to slam her head into the desk.

Amber screamed and tried to fight back against her masked attacker. “Please no!” He smiled and threw her to the ground. Coughing, she started to crawl towards the door.

Turning to her desk, he grabbed a pair of scissors off her desk and ran after her. Stabbing her in the back, she started to fall to the ground with the scissors sticking out of the back of her left shoulder. Amber slammed the door into the man, knocking him back as she ran for the kitchen.

“Leave me alone!” She grabbed a knife off the counter and swung at him. Quickly dodging her, the mystery attacker ran at her and slammed her into the wall, grabbed the knife from her hand.

“You didn’t know my name!” he snarled as he held her against the wall. Amber continued to scream for help. “No one can hear you scream, girl,” He began to viciously stab her in the stomach, and was becoming more violent with each stab. 

Blood covered her shirt as she cried out in pain. “Don’t kill me, please!” She then slid down onto the floor. The loss of blood had made her weak, and her breathing started to become faint.

He stood over her, a champion, and then removed the mask he had been using to cover his face. “Now my name will be the last thing you see as you lie there and die bitch.”

Amber tried to speak, but only coughed up blood. She then felt the life begin to fade from her as her body became cold and limp, and then died watching her killer ransack her home.
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When detective Renyolds and his partner, detective Philips, arrived at the scene, both already knew without speaking that this was going to be a very publicized case.

Apparently, the local news outlets had caught wind of the murder and were swarming the crime scene and had the entire street covered with parked news vans.

The detectives were let through the crowd of neighbors who had come from up and down the street to see what had happened. Once they made it through the crime scene tape, they were met by Sergeant Bessel, who had been the supervisor called to the scene.

“Sergeant, how bad is it?” Both looked at the expression that was being given to them. “It’s not a pretty sight in there,” he told them as they started walking towards the house.

“Any signs of forced entry?” “Nothing at all, but one of my officers discovered an open window outside the victim's room.” Detective Renyolds was already assessing the outside of the house as they walked up onto the porch.

“Probably how the killer was able to get inside the house,” said Detective Philips. “Victim was the only one inside?” Yeah, she was found by her parents this morning when they got home.” 

He pointed over to an ambulance where two adults were talking to one of the EMTs. 

“The victim's name is Amber Winston, eighteen years old.” The detectives entered the house and began to look around. Both saw the body, which still looked to be fresh.

She was lying next to the wall, which had been smeared with blood. “We're dusting for possible prints, but it will be difficult to get a positive match on any of them.”

Renyolds put on gloves and bent down to look at the body. “Multiple stab wounds and bruises all over the victim’s chest and face.” “Was there any sign of sexual assault?” asked Philips.

“Unknown for now, you’ll have a better answer once the ME does a full autopsy.” Philips nodded and gloved up, and bent down to get a closer look at the body. 

“Any sign of the murder weapon?” “Found a bloodied knife in the kitchen counter, it’s already been bagged as evidence.” Renyolds nodded as he stood up. “I want to know once the knife has been tested for prints.” 

Bessel nodded and turned to see that Detective Philips was still looking at the body. “Take a look at this.” He had found several defensive wounds on the victim’s arms where it appeared that she had tried to fight back against her attacker. 

“Those are defensive wounds,” said Reynolds. “Seems like she put up quite a fight,” Bessel added. Philips stood up and noticed the blood trail that was coming from the hallway.

“All this blood is hers?” “Yes, detective, we’ve decided that she was first attacked in her room and ran out here to get away from the killer.” Renyolds also began to follow the blood trail into the
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