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Chapter One:
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“The First Strike”



Opening Scene: The Crime

Location: Suburban neighbourhood, late 1970s. Pre-dawn hours.

The rain was still falling when Detective Lucas Graves stepped out of his car, the cold droplets tapping rhythmically against the roof. He pulled the collar of his coat higher, the early morning chill sinking deep into his bones. The quiet suburban street before him still looked peaceful, despite the flashing blue and red lights that disrupted the calm.

Lucas stood for a moment, looking at the house just beyond the police tape—an ordinary two-story home, painted a soft cream colour, with a rose garden trimming the front lawn. Two days ago, no one would have looked twice at it. Now, it was another house on his list. Another family devastated.

His breath misted in the air as he glanced at the small cluster of neighbours gathered across the street, huddled under umbrellas against the rain. Their faces were pale and drawn with fear. They whispered to one another, their voices carrying softly through the damp air.

Lucas knew the look in their eyes. They were wondering if it could have been them behind that police tape. And part of him knew it could have been. This killer didn’t operate by the rules. He didn’t choose his victims based on a pattern of logic that Lucas could see. He chose them because he could.

“Detective Graves,” a uniformed officer called from the sidewalk, his voice tense. “You’ll want to see this one right away.”

Lucas nodded grimly and ducked under the tape. He tried to block out the rising tension in his gut as he approached the house. He’d seen it all before—every kind of violent end that humanity could inflict on itself—but there was always something different about walking into a fresh crime scene. Something that twisted his insides, no matter how many years he’d been doing this.

The officer by the front door was young, barely out of the academy by the look of him. He stood stiffly, his face pale beneath the brim of his hat. Lucas could tell he was trying not to look too rattled.

“Bad one?” Lucas asked, though the answer hung in the cold air between them.

The officer nodded, swallowing hard. “Yes, sir. Upstairs.”

Lucas stepped inside, his boots sinking into a plush white carpet that muffled his steps. The house was eerily quiet, as if the violence that had occurred here had sucked all the life out of the walls. He took in the surroundings—the neat, orderly living room, the family photos on the mantel, the vase of fresh flowers on the coffee table. It was a home, not a crime scene. Or at least, it had been. And now it was something else entirely.

The hallway was dimly lit, and Lucas could see the faint outlines of Bloody footprints leading up the stairs. He followed them, each step heavier than the last. The air grew colder the further he went, as though the house itself was recoiling from what had happened inside it.

At the top of the stairs, he paused, steeling himself. The door to the master bedroom was open, and from where he stood, he could already see the outline of the body on the bed—motionless, twisted in a way that told him everything he needed to know.

“Lucas,” a voice called from behind him. Rick Monroe, Lucas’s partner of six years, stood in the hallway, his face drawn. He was holding a notepad, but he hadn’t written anything down. Lucas could tell the scene had shaken him more than usual, and that wasn’t a good sign.

“Victim’s upstairs,” Rick said, his voice low, almost apologetic. “Husband’s out of town. She was alone.”

Lucas didn’t respond. He just moved forward, pushing the door open with the back of his hand, careful not to touch anything. As the room came into full view, his gut twisted.

The woman on the bed was in her mid-30s, her body stiff and angled cruelly across the blood-soaked sheets. She was bound at the wrists and ankles, the strips of torn fabric cutting deep into her skin. Her eyes were still open, frozen in terror, staring at nothing. Her throat had been slashed—one clean cut from ear to ear—and blood had pooled beneath her head, soaking the pillows and mattress.

But it wasn’t the blood that made Lucas pause. It was the bruises on her neck—faint, but unmistakable. He could tell she had been strangled before the final cut, as if the killer had wanted to watch her struggle before ending it.

Lucas swallowed hard, the metallic taste of bile rising in his throat. He’d seen more bodies than he could count, but this one—there was something different about it. Something deliberate. The killer hadn’t just murdered her. He’d taken his time. He’d made it personal.

“She’s the only one in the house?” Lucas asked, his voice rougher than he intended.

Rick nodded. “Kids were with the grandparents for the weekend. Housekeeper found her this morning. She’s downstairs, but she’s in shock.”

Lucas turned back to the body, his eyes scanning the room for any sign of a struggle. But everything was too neat. The killer had been careful. Too careful. No forced entry. No signs of a break-in. The house was untouched beyond the bedroom. The wallet was still on the dresser, jewellery was out in the open, untouched. It wasn’t a robbery. It was something else.

“Whoever did this,” Lucas muttered, “knew exactly what they were doing. This wasn’t random.”

Rick shifted uncomfortably. “It’s a clean scene. No prints. No hairs. Nothing.”

Lucas frowned. He stepped closer to the bed, careful not to disturb the scene, and examined the knots around the victim’s wrists. They were tight, methodical—professional. Whoever had tied them knew how to immobilise someone quickly, efficiently.

“Lucas, what are you thinking?” Rick asked, his voice hesitant.

Lucas didn’t answer right away. His mind was racing, pulling at threads that hadn’t quite formed into a pattern yet. But something about the scene felt eerily familiar, like a memory he couldn’t quite place.

“I think we’ve seen this before,” he said finally, his voice barely above a whisper.

Rick frowned, glancing back at the body. “What do you mean?”

Lucas straightened up, his gaze lingering on the bruises around the woman’s neck. “This isn’t the first time a scene like this has shown up. There was a case a year ago—different neighbourhood, different victim—but the same MO. No forced entry. No struggle. Same level of control.”

Rick raised an eyebrow. “You think it’s the same perp?”

Lucas nodded slowly. “I think we’re looking at something bigger than a single murder.”



Later that morning, at the precinct.

The precinct was alive with activity when Lucas walked in. Phones ringing, detectives arguing over cases, the usual hum of the day-to-day. But for Lucas, everything else faded into the background as he made his way to his desk. His mind was still on the scene, replaying it in slow motion.

He sat down heavily, the old wooden chair creaking under his weight, and pulled out the file on the latest case. But even as he stared at the photos of the victim, his mind was already wandering to something else. Something darker.

He reached into the bottom drawer of his desk and pulled out an old file, the edges worn and frayed. It was a case that had gone cold nearly a year ago—a woman found in her bed, strangled, her house untouched. No signs of a break-in. No evidence left behind.

It wasn’t exactly the same, but it was close. Too close.

Lucas flipped through the photos, comparing them to the ones in the new file. His pulse quickened. The way the hands were bound. The bruising around the neck. The clean, precise nature of the kill. It was all there, hidden just beneath the surface.

But the killer hadn’t left a trail. Not then, and not now.

“Lucas,” Rick’s voice broke through his thoughts as he appeared in the doorway of the office, holding a cup of coffee. “You need to take a breath, man. We’ll figure this out.”

Lucas didn’t look up. “There’s something we’re missing.”

Rick sighed, leaning against the doorframe. “You’re starting to sound like a crazy person.”

Lucas ignored the jab, his eyes fixed on the files in front of him. He reached for a pen and began scribbling notes in the margins, his mind racing through possibilities, connections, things others might have missed.

“What if it’s not just a coincidence?” he muttered under his breath. “What if he’s been doing this for years?”

Rick’s expression softened. “You don’t know that yet. Let’s focus on what we do know.”

Lucas finally looked up, his eyes hard. “What we know is that someone just killed a woman in her own bed. And we don’t have any leads. No suspects. No motive.”

Rick didn’t respond. He just stood there for a moment, watching Lucas, before finally turning and walking away.

Lucas leaned back in his chair, his eyes narrowing as he stared at the case files. He didn’t have all the answers yet. But he had a feeling this was only the beginning.
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“Ghosts of the Past”

Location: Erin’s apartment, modern-day. Night.

The cursor blinked on the screen, impatiently waiting for Erin Calloway to type the next line. She stared at the half-written paragraph in front of her, the words swimming on the page. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, but nothing came. Nothing but the silence that filled her small apartment.

Outside, the city was alive cars honked in the distance, a siren wailed faintly, and the hum of traffic buzzed through the thin walls. But inside, Erin’s world was still. Too still. The only light came from the glow of her laptop, casting a pale blue hue over her cluttered desk.

Erin leaned back in her chair, rubbing her eyes. She hadn’t slept in two days. Not really. The case had been consuming her thoughts—again. It always came back to this. No matter how many other stories she wrote, no matter how many other crimes she researched, her mind always circled back to the Night Stalker, Why?

The file was spread out in front of her—old newspaper clippings, crime scene photos, victim profiles. She had everything. Every scrap of information she could get her hands on. But it still wasn’t enough.

She glanced at the wall to her right, where she had pinned up a makeshift investigation board—photos of the victims, maps of the crime scenes, timelines, and hand-written notes connected by red string. It looked like something out of a detective’s office, but this wasn’t an official investigation. This was her obsession.

On the desk, the article she was supposed to be writing stared back at her, unfinished. It was for her true-crime blog, a piece on an unrelated case she had been working on. But she couldn’t focus on it. Not when the 40-year-old unsolved murders kept gnawing at the back of her mind.

She stood up, stretching her arms over her head, and crossed the room to the board. Her eyes traced the lines she had drawn between the victims, the questions she had written in bold black marker.

Why did he stop?

It was the question that haunted her the most. The Night Stalker had killed at least seven people between 1978 and 1983. Then, suddenly, nothing. No more murders. No more break-ins. No more taunting letters to the police. He had vanished without a trace.

Serial killers didn’t just stop. Not unless something made them stop.

Erin’s eyes drifted to the photo in the center of the board—the first victim, a woman named Angela Harper, killed in her home in 1978. She had been the start of it all. The first one. The one that set everything in motion.

Erin knew the case better than anyone, even the detectives who had worked it four decades ago. She had spent years researching it, collecting every piece of evidence she could find. She knew the names of the victims by heart, knew the dates of their deaths, knew the details of their lives. But she still didn’t know who had killed them.

Her phone buzzed on the desk, breaking the silence. Erin glanced at the screen. It was a notification from one of the genealogy websites she had signed up for months ago, hoping for a break in the case. She clicked on the notification, her heart rate quickening despite herself.

The message was short.

“We’ve found a match to your DNA profile.”

Erin’s breath caught in her throat. She stared at the screen, her mind racing. It wasn’t her DNA, of course. It was a sample she had submitted on behalf of one of the victims’ families, hoping it would lead to something. Anything.

With trembling fingers, she opened the email and scanned the details. The match wasn’t close—just a distant relative, someone who shared a small percentage of DNA with the unknown killer. But it was something. A crack in the wall.

She sat back down, her pulse pounding. She had been chasing this case for years, but this was the first real lead she’d ever had. The first piece of evidence that might actually take her somewhere.

Her hands shook as she reached for her phone and dialled the number she had memorised months ago. It rang twice before a gruff voice answered on the other end. “Lucas Graves.”



Location: Lucas Graves' house, modern-day. Late evening.

Lucas Graves hadn’t answered his phone in weeks. He had let the calls pile up, the messages from reporters, true-crime buffs, and conspiracy theorists all blending together into white noise. He had retired from the force 25 years ago, and he didn’t want anything to do with the Night Stalker case anymore.

But something about the voice on the other end of the line made him pause.

“Detective Graves?” the woman asked, her voice crackling through the static.

He hadn’t been called ‘Detective’ in years.

“I’m not a detective anymore,” Lucas grumbled, his voice rougher than he remembered. It had been a long time since he had spoken to anyone about the case. Too long.

“I know,” the woman said quickly. “I’m sorry—it’s Erin Calloway. I’m a journalist. I’ve been working on the Night Stalker case for a few years now. I’ve... I’ve uncovered something.”

Lucas sighed, leaning back in his recliner. His small bungalow was dark, the only light coming from the old lamp beside his chair. The walls were bare, and the house was eerily quiet, save for the sound of the wind rattling the windows. He had gotten used to the silence after his wife left. After his kids stopped calling.

“I’m not interested,” he said flatly, already regretting picking up the phone.

“Wait—please,” Erin said, her voice desperate. “Just hear me out. I’m not like the others. I’m not here to exploit the case. I’m trying to solve it. I think I’ve found a lead.”

Lucas snorted. “You think you’ve found a lead? Kid, I spent ten years chasing that bastard, and I came up with nothing. What makes you think you’re going to do any better?”

There was a pause on the other end of the line. Lucas could hear Erin breathing, as if she was trying to steady herself for what she was about to say.

“I found a DNA match,” she said quietly. “It’s distant, but it’s something. It’s more than anyone’s found in 40 years.”

Lucas sat up straight, his heart skipping a beat. He hadn’t expected that. Not after all this time. Not after everything.

“Where did you get the sample?” he asked, his voice suddenly sharper.

“I... I’ve been working with Angela Harper’s family,” Erin explained. “I submitted their DNA to a genealogy database, hoping for a match. And I got one. It’s not much, but it’s a start.”

Lucas’s mind raced. He had been out of the game for too long, but he still knew the steps. He still knew what it felt like to be close—so damn close—to finding the truth. But he also knew the dangers of false hope. He had spent too many years chasing ghosts.

“I don’t know what you’re expecting,” Lucas said slowly. “But this isn’t going to end the way you think it will.”

Erin’s voice hardened. “I’m not expecting anything. I’m just asking for your help. You know this case better than anyone. If there’s even a chance that this lead could take us somewhere, don’t you want to see it through?”

Lucas stared into the darkness of his living room, his mind swimming with old memories. The crime scenes. The bodies. The letters. The years of sleepless nights and dead ends.

He had walked away from it all, but now it was pulling him back in.

“I’ll think about it,” he muttered, hanging up the phone before she could respond.

Location: Erin’s apartment, later that night.

Erin stared at her phone; the call ended abruptly. Her heart was still racing, her fingers trembling. She hadn’t expected Lucas to be easy to convince, but at least he hadn’t hung up right away. That was something. She stood up and walked back to her board, her eyes scanning the faces of the victims again. There were so many unanswered questions. So many lives torn apart. And she had promised herself years ago that she wouldn’t stop until she found the truth.

Her gaze landed on Angela Harper’s photo—the first victim. The woman whose family had trusted her to find answers. Erin’s chest tightened. She couldn’t let them down. She couldn’t let any of the families down. She grabbed a pen from the desk and scribbled a note to herself on the board: Follow up on DNA match. Contact Lucas again.

She wasn’t going to stop. Not now. Not when she was so close.

The Night Stalker had taken everything from these families. He had taken everything from her, too, even if he didn’t know it.

And Erin was going to make sure he paid for it.
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Chapter Three:
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“Reluctant Allies”

Location: A small diner on the outskirts of the city. Late morning.

The bell above the door jingled as Erin Calloway stepped into the diner, shaking off the cold November wind. The smell of coffee and greasy breakfast food hit her immediately, but it did little to calm her nerves. She scanned the room, her eyes landing on the man sitting alone in the corner booth.

Lucas Graves?    

He looked different from the photos she’d seen of him in old newspaper clippings. The man who had once been a sharp-eyed, clean-shaven detective was now a shadow of his former self. His hair had gone gray, and his face was lined with years of sleepless nights and regrets. He looked... tired. Defeated, almost.

But there was something else, too. A flicker of something behind his eyes. A spark, maybe, that had been reignited by her phone call the night before.

Erin took a deep breath and crossed the room, sliding into the booth across from him. He didn’t look up right away, just kept his eyes on his coffee cup, his hands wrapped around it like it was the only thing keeping him grounded.

“Thanks for meeting me,” Erin said, her voice more uncertain than she wanted it to be.

Lucas finally looked up, his eyes narrowing slightly as he took her in. “I’m not here to make friends,” he said gruffly. “You’ve got ten minutes. Start talking.”

Erin swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. She had spent years researching this case, memorising every detail, every victim. She knew the facts inside and out. But sitting here, across from the man who had lived through it, who had been on the front lines of the investigation, she felt... small. Like maybe she didn’t know as much as she thought she did.

But she pushed that feeling down. She had come too far to back down now.

“I found a DNA match,” she said, her voice steadying as she spoke. “It’s distant, but it’s something. It connects to a relative of the killer—someone in the same family line. I haven’t been able to pinpoint exactly who yet, but if we dig deeper, we might be able to find a connection.”

Lucas leaned back in his seat; his eyes still locked on her. He didn’t say anything for a long moment, just stared at her like he was trying to figure out if she was worth his time.

“And you think that’s enough to reopen a 40-year-old case?” he asked finally, his voice low and measured.

“I think it’s more than anyone’s had in decades,” Erin shot back. She wasn’t going to let him dismiss her that easily. “It’s a lead. A real one. And if we follow it, we might be able to find the killer. Isn’t that what you want?”

Lucas snorted, a humourless sound. “What I want doesn’t matter. What matters is whether or not this lead is enough to get the department to take the case seriously again.”

Erin’s jaw tightened. “The department isn’t going to help. Not unless we give them something concrete. That’s why I need your help.”

Lucas raised an eyebrow. “You need my help?”

“Yes,” Erin said, leaning forward slightly. “You know this case better than anyone. You were there. You saw the crime scenes. You talked to the families. I’ve spent years researching this case, but you lived it. If we work together, we might actually be able to solve it.”

Lucas didn’t respond right away. He just stared at her, his expression unreadable. Erin felt her heart pounding in her chest, the silence stretching out between them, thick and heavy.

Finally, he sighed, rubbing a hand over his face. “You’re not going to let this go, are you?”

“No,” Erin said quietly, but firmly. “I’m not.”

Lucas shook his head, muttering something under his breath. Then, without another word, he reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small notebook, sliding it across the table to her.

Erin frowned, picking it up. The pages were worn, the edges frayed. It looked like it had been through hell and back.

“What is this?” she asked, flipping it open.

“Notes,” Lucas said, his voice gruff. “From the original investigation. It’s not much, but it’s something. You wanted my help? Fine. Let’s see what you can do with it.”

Location: Erin’s apartment, later that afternoon.

Erin sat at her desk, the notebook open in front of her, her laptop buzzing softly beside it. She had spent the last few hours pouring over Lucas’s notes, cross-referencing them with the DNA match she had found.

It wasn’t a perfect match—just a distant relative of the killer’s. But it was a start. And Lucas’s notes were filling in the gaps, giving her a clearer picture of the Night Stalker’s timeline.

She scribbled a few more notes on a pad of paper, circling the name of the person connected to the DNA match: Michael Fletcher. He was a distant cousin of the killer, someone whose family had lived in the area during the time of the murders. But beyond that, there wasn’t much to go on.

Erin leaned back in her chair, staring at the name on the page. It wasn’t enough. She needed more.

Her phone buzzed on the desk, and she glanced at the screen. It was a text from Lucas.

“Meet me at the archives. We’re going to need more than a name.”



Location: The city archives, early evening.

The smell of old paper and dust filled the air as Erin and Lucas stood side by side in the narrow aisle of the archives. Boxes of old case files were stacked high on the shelves, some of them so worn that the labels had faded into illegibility.

“This place hasn’t changed much,” Lucas muttered, pulling down a box labelled Night Stalker, 1978-1983. He set it on the table with a heavy thud, the sound echoing in the quiet room.

Erin opened the box carefully, her fingers trembling slightly as she lifted the lid. Inside were police reports, crime scene photos, and witness statements—all of it yellowed with age, but still intact. She felt a strange sense of reverence as she looked at the files, like she was holding a piece of history in her hands.

“Start with the witness statements,” Lucas said, sitting down across from her. “There was a guy who lived near the first victim. Said he saw someone hanging around the house a few days before the murder. We never found out who it was.”

Erin nodded, flipping through the files until she found the old statement. The man’s name was Paul Winters, and he had described seeing a young man in his early twenties loitering near Angela Harper’s house the week before her murder. He had mentioned it to the police at the time, but nothing ever came of it.

Lucas leaned over the table, reading the statement over her shoulder. “We followed up with Winters, but he couldn’t give us much. Said the guy was tall, dark hair, wearing a jacket. Could have been anyone.”

Erin frowned, her mind racing. “What if the guy Winters saw was related to Michael Fletcher? If we can place Fletcher or someone in his family near one of the crime scenes, that might be enough to narrow down the suspect pool.”

Lucas raised an eyebrow. “That’s a big if.”

“I know,” Erin said, her voice determined. “But it’s all we’ve got right now.”

They worked in silence for the next few hours, combing through the files, cross-referencing names, dates, and locations. Erin’s eyes burned from staring at the old documents, but she pushed through the exhaustion. She could feel it—they were getting closer.

Finally, Lucas let out a long sigh, leaning back in his chair. “We’re not going to find the killer sitting in a dusty old archive.”

Erin glanced at him. “So what do we do?”

Lucas stood up, stretching his arms over his head. “We go talk to people. Starting with Michael Fletcher.”

Erin’s heart skipped a beat. “You think he knows something?” “I think he might,” Lucas said, his voice dark. “And if he doesn’t, he might know someone who does.”

Location: Outside the archives, late evening.

The sun had set by the time Erin and Lucas stepped outside, the cold night air biting at their skin. Erin shoved her hands into her pockets, her mind still buzzing with everything they had uncovered.

“Fletcher lives a few hours away,” Lucas said, pulling out his phone to check the address. “We’ll head out first thing in the morning.”

Erin nodded, her heart racing. They were finally making progress. After years of dead ends, false leads, and frustration, they had something real. Something they could follow.

As they walked toward their cars, Lucas glanced at her, his expression unreadable.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” he asked quietly.

Erin met his gaze, her voice steady. “I’ve been ready for a long time.”

Lucas didn’t respond. He just nodded and climbed into his car, the engine roaring to life as he pulled out of the parking lot.

Erin stood there for a moment, watching him go, her breath fogging in the cold night air. She had come this far. She wasn’t going to stop now.
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Chapter Four: 
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“Under the Surface”



Location: Lucas’s car, early morning. Driving through rural countryside.

The sun was just beginning to rise, casting a pale orange glow over the rolling hills as Lucas Graves drove down the narrow highway. The hum of the engine was the only sound in the car, the silence between him and Erin Calloway thick and heavy.

Erin sat in the passenger seat, her eyes fixed on the road ahead, but her mind was elsewhere. She had barely slept the night before, her thoughts racing as she tried to piece together everything they had uncovered so far. The DNA match. Michael Fletcher. The old witness statements. It all felt like pieces of a puzzle, but the picture was still blurry.

She glanced over at Lucas, who hadn’t said much since they left the city. His hands gripped the steering wheel tightly, his jaw set in a hard line. He looked like a man who had spent too many years chasing ghosts, and Erin wondered if he was already regretting getting involved again.

“You’re quiet,” Erin said, breaking the silence.

Lucas didn’t look at her. “Just thinking.”

“About what?”

Lucas sighed, his eyes still on the road. “About how many times I’ve done this. Driven out to talk to someone, thinking I was finally going to get a break in the case. And how many times it led to nothing.”

Erin frowned. “You don’t think Fletcher knows anything?”

“I don’t know what to think,” Lucas said flatly. “But I’ve been chasing this bastard for a long time. Every time I thought I was close, he slipped through my fingers. I’m not getting my hopes up.”

Erin leaned back in her seat, her fingers tapping nervously on her leg. She understood his reluctance—she really did. But something about this felt different. The DNA match, the old witness statements—it was more than just a hunch. It was a real lead. And she wasn’t going to let it slip away.

“We have to try,” she said quietly.

Lucas didn’t respond, but Erin could see the tension in his jaw, the way his knuckles whitened as he gripped the steering wheel. He knew they had to try. But the scars from the past were still too raw.

The rest of the drive passed in silence, the landscape changing from rolling hills to dense woods as they got closer to their destination. Michael Fletcher lived in a small town a few hours outside the city, tucked away in a quiet rural area that felt isolated from the rest of the world.

As they pulled into the town, Erin couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. The streets were empty, the houses old and weathered. It was the kind of place where people knew each other’s business, where secrets were buried deep.

Lucas pulled the car to a stop in front of a small, run-down house at the end of a dirt road. The windows were dark, the paint peeling from the siding. It didn’t look like anyone had lived there in years.

“This is it,” Lucas said, cutting the engine.

They sat in the car for a moment, neither of them moving. Erin’s heart was racing, her palms sweaty. She had spent years researching this case, but this was the first time she was actually face-to-face with someone who might have answers. She wasn’t sure if she was ready.

But she had come too far to turn back now.

“Let’s go,” she said, opening the door.



The Confrontation with Michael Fletcher

Location: Michael Fletcher’s house, late morning.

The front porch creaked under their feet as Lucas and Erin approached the door. Lucas knocked, the sound echoing through the stillness. For a moment, there was nothing. Just silence.

Then, the door creaked open, revealing a man who looked like he had been dragged out of bed. Michael Fletcher was in his late forties, with thinning hair and a scruffy beard. He wore a stained t-shirt and sweatpants, his eyes bloodshot like he hadn’t slept in days.

He blinked at them, confused, his hand still on the doorknob. “Can I help you?”

Lucas pulled out his badge—a habit from his days on the force, even though he was long retired. “Lucas Graves. This is Erin Calloway. We need to ask you a few questions.”

Fletcher frowned, glancing between them. “About what?”

Erin stepped forward, her voice steady. “About your family.”

Fletcher’s expression darkened. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Lucas sighed, already sensing where this was going. “We’re investigating an old case. A series of murders from the late seventies and early eighties. We have reason to believe someone in your family might be connected.”

Fletcher’s eyes widened slightly, but he quickly recovered, shaking his head. “You’ve got the wrong guy. I don’t know anything about that.”

Erin wasn’t buying it. “We have a DNA match,” she said, her voice firm. “It’s not you, but it’s someone related to you. We just need to know if there’s anyone in your family who might have been living in the area during that time.”

Fletcher’s face twisted in anger. “I told you, I don’t know anything. Why don’t you people just leave me alone?”

Lucas took a step forward, his voice low and calm. “We’re not here to accuse you of anything, Fletcher. We’re just trying to find the truth. If you know something, now’s the time to tell us.”

For a moment, Fletcher looked like he was about to slam the door in their faces. His hand tightened on the doorknob, his eyes darting nervously between them. But then, something shifted. His shoulders sagged, and he let out a long, weary sigh.

“There was a cousin,” he muttered, almost too quietly to hear. “My mom’s side of the family. He used to come around sometimes when I was a kid. Name was Charlie.”

Erin’s heart skipped a beat. “Charlie?”

“Yeah,” Fletcher said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Charlie Sutter. He was older than me by a few years. Weird guy. Kept to himself mostly, but I remember him showing up at family gatherings every now and then. Haven’t seen him in years, though.”

Lucas frowned. “When was the last time you saw him?”

Fletcher shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe the early eighties? He just... disappeared. No one talked about him much after that.”

Erin exchanged a glance with Lucas. This was it—Charlie Sutter. The name wasn’t familiar, but it was a lead. A real lead.

“Do you know where we can find him?” Erin asked, her voice urgent.

Fletcher shook his head. “Like I said, I haven’t seen him in years. Don’t even know if he’s still alive. Last I heard, he was living somewhere up north, maybe in the next state over.”

Lucas nodded, his mind already racing with possibilities. “We’ll need any information you can give us. Old addresses, phone numbers, family connections. Anything that might help us track him down.”

Fletcher hesitated for a moment, then nodded slowly. “Yeah... okay. I’ll see what I can find.”



Connecting the Dots

Location: A diner near Fletcher’s house, early afternoon.

Erin sat across from Lucas in a booth at the local diner, her phone buzzing with notifications as she scrolled through her notes. They had spent the better part of the morning talking to Fletcher, piecing together what little information he had about Charlie Sutter. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to give them a direction to follow.

Lucas sipped his coffee, his eyes distant. Erin could tell he was still processing everything they had learned. The name Charlie Sutter hung between them like a dark cloud, a new piece of the puzzle that brought them one step closer to the truth.

“We need to find out more about Sutter,” Erin said, her fingers tapping quickly on her phone as she pulled up a search. “If he dropped off the map in the early eighties, that lines up with the Night Stalker’s timeline. He could have moved away after the last murder.”

Lucas nodded, but his expression was grim. “We’ve had leads before. Names. Suspects. But nothing ever stuck.”

“I know,” Erin said quietly. “But this feels different, doesn’t it?”

Lucas didn’t answer right away. He just stared out the window, watching as the small town passed by outside. Finally, he sighed, setting his coffee cup down on the table.

“It does,” he admitted. “But we have to be careful. Sutter could be long gone. Or he could be dead. We’re chasing a ghost here.”

Erin leaned forward, her voice low but determined. “Maybe. But ghosts leave traces. And we’ve got one.”

Lucas met her gaze, his eyes hard but not unkind. He could see the fire in her, the same fire he had once had. The fire that had burned him out.

“Alright,” he said finally. “Let’s go find this ghost.”

Location: Outside the diner, late afternoon.

As they stepped outside into the crisp autumn air, Erin felt a renewed sense of purpose. They had a name, a direction. Charlie Sutter was their next lead, and she wasn’t going to stop until she found him.

Lucas stood beside her, his hands shoved deep into his coat pockets. He still looked tired, worn down by years of chasing dead ends. But there was something different now—something that told Erin he wasn’t ready to give up. Not yet.

“We’ll start with what Fletcher gave us,” Lucas said. “Old addresses, family connections. We’ll track down anyone who might have known Sutter and see if we can find where he went.”

Erin nodded, already mentally preparing for the next step. “And if we find him?”

Lucas turned to her, his expression serious. “Then we ask him what he knows.”

And for the first time in years, Erin felt like they were finally getting closer to the truth
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“Ghosts of the Past”

Location: Erin’s apartment, early morning.

The sun was just beginning to filter through the blinds when Erin Calloway sat down at her desk, her laptop already buzzing with activity. She had woken up before dawn, unable to shake the excitement and tension that had settled in her chest after their meeting with Michael Fletcher. The name Charlie Sutter was burned into her brain, and she was determined to find out everything she could about him before the day was out.

She pulled up the public records first. Birth certificates, old addresses, employment history. Anything that might give them a lead on where Sutter had gone after he disappeared in the early eighties. But as she scrolled through the documents, frustration began to creep in.

There was almost nothing.

Sutter had been born in 1952, she learned, and had lived in the same county as the Night Stalker’s victims for most of his life. But after 1983, there was no trace of him. No employment records, no credit history, no tax returns. It was like he had vanished off the face of the earth.

Erin sighed, rubbing her eyes. This was exactly what she had been afraid of. Charlie Sutter was a ghost, and ghosts were hard to find.

Her phone buzzed on the desk, and she glanced at the screen. A text from Lucas.

“Anything yet?”

Erin typed back quickly.

“Not much. He disappeared after 1983. No records after that.”

The response was almost immediate.

“We’ll have to dig deeper. I’ll meet you at the office.”

Erin stared at the message for a moment, her mind racing. Dig deeper. It was what they had been doing for years, but this felt different. This time, they were close. She could feel it. She grabbed her bag and headed out the door, her mind already on the next step.

Tracking Down Leads

Location: Lucas’s office, mid-morning.

Lucas’s office was a small, cluttered space on the second floor of an old building downtown. The walls were lined with filing cabinets and shelves stuffed with old case files, police reports, and newspaper clippings. It was the kind of place that smelled like stale coffee and cigarette smoke, and Erin couldn’t help but feel a sense of nostalgia as she stepped inside.

Lucas was already there, sitting at his desk with a stack of papers in front of him. He barely looked up as Erin walked in, his attention focused on the file in his hands.

“Find anything?” Erin asked, dropping her bag on the floor and sitting down across from him.

Lucas grunted, flipping through the pages. “Not much. Fletcher didn’t have a lot to go on. Just a couple of old addresses and a few family connections. But I did find something interesting.”

He handed her a sheet of paper, and Erin frowned as she read it. It was an old police report from the early eighties, detailing a domestic disturbance at an address that matched one of the ones Fletcher had given them. The name on the report was Carter Sutter, and the incident had been filed just a few months before the Night Stalker’s last known murder.

“Carter Sutter?” Erin asked, looking up at Lucas.

“Charlie’s brother,” Lucas said, leaning back in his chair. “He died in 1984. Car accident. But what’s interesting is that Charlie was living with him at the time of the domestic disturbance.”

Erin’s mind raced. “So Charlie was still in the area after the last murder.”

Lucas nodded. “And then he disappeared.”

Erin bit her lip, her eyes scanning the report again. “Do we know what the disturbance was about?”

Lucas shook his head. “No details in the report. Just that the police were called to the house. No charges were filed.”

Erin leaned back in her chair, her mind spinning. Charlie Sutter had been living with his brother at the time of the last murder. And then, after the brother’s death, he had disappeared. It was too much of a coincidence to ignore.

“We need to find someone who knew him,” Erin said, her voice steady. “Someone who can tell us what happened after the brother died.”

Lucas nodded, already pulling out his phone. “I’ll start making calls. See if anyone from the old neighborhood remembers him.”



Meeting an Old Neighbour

Location: A small suburban neighborhood, early afternoon.

The neighborhood had changed since the eighties, but there were still traces of the past if you knew where to look. Lucas and Erin stood on the front porch of a modest house, the paint peeling slightly around the edges. The woman who answered the door was in her seventies, her graying hair pulled back into a loose bun. She squinted at them through the screen door, her expression wary.

“Can I help you?” she asked, her voice a little shaky.

Lucas flashed his badge again—an old habit he hadn’t quite shaken. “We’re looking for information about Charlie Sutter. We were told you might have known him back in the eighties.”

The woman’s face tightened at the mention of the name. She glanced over her shoulder, as if checking to make sure no one was listening, before stepping outside and closing the door behind her.

“Charlie Sutter,” she murmured, shaking her head. “Haven’t heard that name in years.”

Erin stepped forward, her voice gentle. “We’re trying to track him down. Do you remember anything about him? Anything that might help us?”

The woman hesitated, her eyes darting between them. “Why are you looking for him?”

Lucas glanced at Erin before answering. “He’s connected to an old case we’re investigating. We just need to know where he went after his brother died.”

The woman sighed, crossing her arms over her chest. “Charlie was always a strange one. Kept to himself. Didn’t have many friends. But after Carter died... well, he just disappeared. No one knew where he went. Some people said he moved up north, but I never heard for sure.”

Erin frowned. “Did he have any family left? Anyone he might have gone to live with?”

The woman shook her head. “Not that I know of. His parents were long gone by then, and Carter was the only close family he had. After the accident, it was like he just... vanished.”

Lucas nodded, his expression thoughtful. “Do you remember anything about the accident? Anything unusual?”

The woman’s face darkened. “It was a bad crash. Carter was drinking, they said. Drove his car right off the road. But there were always rumours, you know. People said Charlie was with him that night. That they’d been fighting. But the police never found any proof.”

Erin’s heart skipped a beat. “Fighting?”

The woman nodded. “Yeah. People said they’d been arguing for weeks before the accident. Don’t know what it was about, but I always thought there was more to it than just a drunk driving accident.”

Lucas exchanged a glance with Erin, his mind already working. If Charlie and Carter had been fighting before the accident, it could explain why Charlie had disappeared afterward. But it also raised more questions. What had they been fighting about? And had it been enough to push Charlie into hiding?

“Thank you,” Lucas said, his voice calm. “You’ve been very helpful.”

The woman nodded, her eyes still wary. “I hope you find what you’re looking for.”



A Darker Past Uncovered

Location: Lucas’s office, late afternoon.

Back at Lucas’s office, Erin paced the floor, her mind spinning with everything they had learned. The pieces were starting to come together, but there were still too many gaps. Charlie Sutter had disappeared after his brother’s death, but why? And what were they fighting about?

“Something’s not right,” Erin muttered, her fingers tapping against her leg. “If Charlie was involved in the accident, why didn’t the police investigate him?”

Lucas looked up from his desk, his expression grim. “Maybe they didn’t have enough to go on. Or maybe they didn’t want to dig too deep.”

Erin frowned, her mind racing. “We need to find out more about Carter’s death. There’s something we’re missing.”

Lucas nodded, already pulling up the old case files on his computer. “I’ll see what I can find.”

Erin sat down at her laptop, her fingers flying over the keyboard as she searched for more information on Charlie Sutter. There were still so many unanswered questions, but she knew they were getting closer. Every new piece of information brought them one step closer to the truth.

Finally, Lucas let out a low whistle, his eyes scanning the screen in front of him. “Well, this is interesting.”

Erin looked up. “What?”

Lucas turned the screen toward her, his expression dark. “Turns out Carter wasn’t the only one in the family with a record. Charlie had a few run-ins with the law back in the day. Assault charges. Nothing major, but enough to raise some red flags.”

Erin’s heart raced. Assault charges. It wasn’t much, but it was something. If Charlie had a history of violence, it could be the key to unlocking the mystery of the Night Stalker.

“We need to find him,” Erin said, her voice steady. “Before he disappears again.”
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“Broken Threads”



Opening Scene: Following the Trail

Location: A long-abandoned house, late morning.

The house didn’t look like anyone had lived there in years. Peeling paint, boarded-up windows, and overgrown grass that had swallowed the front yard. Erin Calloway stood on the cracked pavement; her arms crossed over her chest as she stared at the crumbling structure. This was one of the old addresses Michael Fletcher had given them—an address that had once belonged to Charlie Sutter’s brother, Carter.

Beside her, Lucas Graves was on the phone, his voice low as he spoke to someone on the other end. Erin tuned out the conversation, her thoughts focused on the abandoned house in front of them. It had been years since anyone had set foot inside, but Erin couldn’t shake the feeling that it held answers—answers that could finally lead them to Charlie.

Lucas hung up the phone and turned to her, his expression grim. “The old neighbours don’t remember much. Most of them have moved away, and the few who are left didn’t know the Sutters very well.”

Erin sighed, running a hand through her hair. They had been hitting dead end after dead end since they started looking into Charlie Sutter’s past. But she couldn’t let that stop them. She wouldn’t.

“There’s got to be something here,” she muttered, more to herself than to Lucas. “Something we’re missing.”

Lucas glanced at the house, his brow furrowed. “Maybe. But this place has been abandoned for years. If there were any clues, they’re probably long gone.”

Erin wasn’t so sure. She had learned a long time ago that the past had a way of leaving traces, even in the most unlikely places.

“Let’s take a look inside,” she said, her voice firm.

Lucas hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Alright. But we need to be quick. If anyone sees us poking around, we’ll have more to deal with than just dead ends.”



Discovering the Past

Location: Inside the abandoned house, late morning.

The air inside the house was stale, thick with dust and the scent of rot. Erin wrinkled her nose as she stepped over the threshold, her eyes scanning the darkened interior. The floorboards creaked beneath her feet, and the walls were stained with years of neglect.

Lucas followed behind her, his flashlight cutting through the dimness. “This place is a wreck,” he muttered, kicking aside a pile of debris. “I don’t know what we’re hoping to find here.”

Erin didn’t respond. She moved deeper into the house, her eyes darting over the remnants of a life long abandoned. An old couch sat in the middle of what had once been the living room, its cushions torn and faded. A broken coffee table lay on its side, surrounded by shattered glass.

But it wasn’t the furniture that caught Erin’s attention. It was the walls.

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing over the peeling wallpaper. Beneath the faded floral pattern, she could make out faint markings—scratch marks, as if someone had clawed at the walls.

“Lucas,” she called softly, her voice echoing in the empty house.

Lucas joined her, his eyes narrowing as he followed her gaze to the marks on the wall. “What the hell...?”

Erin’s heart raced as she knelt down, running her fingers over the gouges in the plaster. “These weren’t made by accident,” she said quietly. “Someone was here. Someone desperate.”

Lucas crouched beside her, his expression darkening. “You think it was Charlie?”

Erin nodded slowly. “Maybe. Or maybe it was Carter. Either way, something happened here. And I think it’s connected to why Charlie disappeared.”

Lucas stood, his jaw clenched. “We need to find out more about that night. If they were fighting before Carter’s death, someone must have known about it.”

Erin rose to her feet, her mind racing. “We need to find anyone who was close to them. Friends, coworkers, anyone who might have seen or heard something.”

Lucas nodded in agreement, already pulling out his phone. “I’ll call some old contacts, see if anyone remembers the Sutters. There’s got to be someone who knows more than they’re letting on.”



A New Lead

Location: A local bar, early afternoon.

The bar was dimly lit, the smell of stale beer and cigarette smoke hanging in the air. Lucas sat at the bar, his fingers tapping against his glass as he waited for the bartender to return. Erin sat beside him, her eyes scanning the room. It was the kind of place where people came to drink away their problems, and she couldn’t help but wonder how many secrets had been spilled over the years in the dim corners of the bar.

The bartender returned, a grizzled man in his sixties with a permanent scowl etched into his face. He set a fresh drink in front of Lucas and eyed Erin with suspicion.

“You’re not cops, are you?” he asked, his voice rough.

Lucas shook his head. “Not anymore.”

The bartender grunted, wiping his hands on a dirty rag before leaning on the counter. “So what do you want?”

“We’re looking for information about Charlie Sutter,” Lucas said, his voice low. “He used to come around here back in the day. You remember him?”

The bartender’s expression didn’t change, but Erin noticed the slight twitch in his jaw. He knew something.

“I remember Charlie,” the bartender said slowly. “But that was a long time ago. Haven’t seen him in years.”

Erin leaned forward, her voice calm but direct. “We’re trying to find out what happened to him after his brother died. Do you know where he went?”

The bartender hesitated, his eyes darting between them. “Look, I don’t know what happened to Charlie. After Carter died, he just... vanished. People said he moved up north, but I never heard for sure.”

Lucas took a sip of his drink, his eyes never leaving the bartender’s face. “But you knew them, didn’t you? The Sutter brothers. You must have heard something.”

The bartender sighed, wiping the counter again even though it was already clean. “Yeah, I knew them. Carter was a regular here. Always coming in after work, drinking his troubles away. Charlie... he wasn’t around as much. Kept to himself.”

Erin frowned. “But they were close, right? Brothers?”

The bartender snorted. “Brothers? Sure. But they weren’t close. Not after what happened.”

Erin’s heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

The bartender glanced around the bar, making sure no one was listening. Then he leaned in closer, his voice barely above a whisper. “Carter and Charlie had a falling out. Big one. It started a few months before the accident. No one knew what it was about, but they weren’t speaking to each other by the end. Carter was in here almost every night, drinking himself stupid. People said they were fighting about money, but I always thought it was something else.”

Lucas leaned forward, his voice low. “What else?”

The bartender shrugged. “I don’t know. But there were rumours. Dark ones. People said Charlie had gotten into some bad stuff. Drugs, maybe. Or worse.”

Erin’s stomach twisted. Drugs? Worse? What had Charlie been involved in?

“Do you think that’s why he disappeared?” Erin asked, her voice steady despite the unease creeping up her spine.

The bartender nodded slowly. “Maybe. Or he didn’t disappear at all. Someone made him disappear.”



The Darker Side of Charlie Sutter

Location: Outside the bar, mid-afternoon.

Erin and Lucas stood outside the bar, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the parking lot. The bartender’s words echoed in Erin’s mind, sending a chill down her spine. Maybe someone made him disappear.

Lucas was silent beside her, his hands shoved deep into his coat pockets as he stared at the ground. Erin could tell he was thinking the same thing she was—Charlie Sutter wasn’t just a man who had vanished. He was a man with secrets. Dangerous secrets.

“We need to find out what Charlie was involved in,” Erin said quietly, her eyes focused on the horizon. “If he was mixed up in something bad, it could explain why he disappeared. Maybe he was running from something—or someone.”

Lucas nodded, his expression grim. “But if that’s the case, finding him won’t be easy. He’s been gone for over thirty years. If he’s still alive, he’s probably buried himself deep.”

Erin’s heart raced at the thought. They were so close. Closer than they had ever been. But the closer they got, the more dangerous the trail became.

“We’ll start with the rumours,” she said, determination in her voice. “Find out if anyone else knew what Charlie was involved in. Maybe someone’s still around who can point us in the right direction.”

Lucas nodded, already pulling out his phone. “I’ll make some calls. See if any of my old contacts remember Charlie. If he was involved in something shady, someone’s bound to know about it.”

Erin nodded, her mind racing as she pulled out her own phone and started searching for any connections Charlie Sutter might have had in the criminal world. There had to be something. A name, a place, a lead that would finally bring them to him.

But as she scrolled through the old records, a nagging thought crept into the back of her mind.

What if Charlie Sutter was more than just a man running from his past?

What if he was running because he had something to hide?

The Pieces Start to Fall Into Place

Location: Erin’s apartment, early evening.

Back at her apartment, Erin sat at her desk, her laptop glowing in the dim light of the room. The information they had gathered today was spread out in front of her—old addresses, police reports, notes from their conversations with Michael Fletcher and the bartender. The pieces were starting to come together, but there were still too many gaps.

Her phone buzzed, and she glanced at the screen. A message from Lucas.

“Found something. Meet me tomorrow.”

Erin’s heart skipped a beat. Something. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to keep her going. Enough to make her believe they were getting closer to the truth.

As she stared at the message, a sense of dread settled over her.

They were close. Too close.

And she had a feeling that when they finally found Charlie Sutter, the truth would be darker than anything they had imagined.
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“Into the Shadows”



Opening Scene: New Evidence

Location: Lucas’s office, mid-morning.

The blinds in Lucas Graves’s office were half-drawn, casting long shadows across the cluttered room. Papers were strewn across the desk in front of him, old case files mixed with hastily scribbled notes. Erin Calloway sat on the other side of the desk, her eyes fixed on the screen of her laptop as she scrolled through decades-old records. The silence between them was heavy, broken only by the occasional sound of Lucas flipping through a file or Erin typing on her keyboard.

It had been hours since they’d last spoken, both of them too caught up in their work to bother with conversation. The information they’d gathered over the past few days was slowly coming together, but there were still too many missing pieces—too many questions about Charlie Sutter’s disappearance.

Finally, Lucas broke the silence. “I’ve got something,” he said, his voice low. Erin looked up, her fingers pausing on the keyboard as she waited for Lucas to continue. He held up a photocopy of a police report, dated 1983. “This is from one of the last few months before Carter Sutter died. It’s a complaint filed by a Paulie Trevino—a known small-time drug dealer back in the day. He reported an altercation with Charlie Sutter outside a bar. Got into a fight over some money.” Erin frowned. “Money? You think Charlie was involved in dealing?” Lucas nodded grimly. “It’s possible. Trevino wasn’t just some street dealer. He was connected to bigger players back then. If Charlie owed him money, it might explain a lot.”

Erin’s mind raced. Drugs, fights, money owed—it was all starting to fall into place. If Charlie had gotten in too deep, it would explain why he disappeared. But it also meant they were dealing with more than just a man who had run away. They were dealing with people who had dangerous connections. “So how do we find Trevino?” Erin asked, already anticipating the answer. Lucas sighed, leaning back in his chair. “That’s the problem. Trevino disappeared too—around the same time as Charlie. No one’s seen or heard from him in years.” Erin bit her lip, her mind already working through the possibilities. If Trevino had disappeared around the same time as Charlie, it couldn’t be a coincidence. They were connected somehow. And if Trevino had been involved with bigger players, maybe someone else had made them both vanish.

“We need to find someone who knew Trevino,” Erin said, her voice steady. “Someone who was close to him before he disappeared.” Lucas nodded. “I know where to start.

The Search for Trevino’s Associates

Location: A rundown apartment complex, early afternoon.

The apartment complex was the kind of place that made Erin’s skin crawl. The walls were covered in graffiti, and the smell of stale beer and smoke hung in the air as they walked through the narrow hallways. Lucas led the way, his hand hovering near his side where his gun used to be—a habit he hadn’t been able to break even after leaving the force. They stopped in front of a door on the third floor, the paint peeling and the number barely visible. Lucas knocked twice, his fist heavy against the wood. After a few moments, the door creaked open, and a man in his late fifties with a grizzled beard and sunken eyes peered out at them. His face was lined with age and years of hard living, and he squinted suspiciously at the two strangers on his doorstep. “What do you want?” he asked, his voice rough. “We’re looking for information about Paulie Trevino,” Lucas said, his tone calm but firm. “We were told you might know him.”

The man’s eyes flickered with recognition, but he didn’t let them in. Instead, he leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms over his chest. “Why are you looking for Paulie? He’s been gone for thirty years.” Erin stepped forward, her voice steady. “We’re trying to figure out what happened to him—and to Charlie Sutter. They both disappeared around the same time, and we think it’s connected.” The man’s eyes narrowed at the mention of Charlie Sutter. He glanced over his shoulder, as if making sure no one was listening, then stepped aside and motioned for them to come in. The apartment was small, cluttered with old magazines and empty beer cans. The man sat down heavily on a worn-out couch, motioning for them to take the chairs across from him. “You’re not going to like what I have to say,” he muttered, rubbing a hand over his face. “But I guess you’ve come this far, so you might as well hear it.” Erin leaned forward, her heart pounding. “What do you know?”

The man sighed, shaking his head. “Paulie and Charlie... they were into some bad shit. Paulie was dealing, yeah, but it wasn’t just drugs. He was running money for some heavy hitters. People you don’t mess with. And Charlie... well, he got mixed up in it. Owed them money. A lot of it.” Lucas frowned. “Who did they owe?” The man’s eyes flickered with fear. “I don’t know their names. No one did. But they were big-time. Mob, maybe. Or worse. Paulie tried to get out, but once you’re in that deep, there’s no walking away.” Erin’s stomach twisted. This was worse than she’d thought. If Charlie had gotten involved with these kinds of people, disappearing might have been the only way to stay alive. “Did anyone ever come looking for them? After they went missing?” Erin asked, her voice low.
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