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Everyone was still in shock.  No one moved an inch, fearfully knowing that the killer was still in the room.  Tension was building.  Suspicion was high and everyone was a suspect.  After all, they all had their own reason to kill, but who had the nerve.

“I know exactly who did it”, John said.  John was invited to the gathering accidentally.  The invitation was for his neighbor who uses his address at times to avoid bill collectors.  When the invitation came by way of messenger with no name on the envelope, he of course assumed that it was for him.  John is an author of several short story collections and two novels.


“I know how plots come together and this one stinks of bad writing.  Someone obviously had written this all out but didn’t use the spell check.”


Given the situation, no one laughed at John’s joke.


“John, what are you talking about”, Maria griped.  


“Look John”, Carl interrupted.  “If you know who the killer is, you better speak up now.”


“He probably did it.  He is a writer.  He’s probably working on his next book or something”, Chris shouted.


“Of course you would say something like that Chris.  You’re trying to relieve all suspicion from you”, John commented.


“John, what are you talking about”, Maria repeated.


She’s starting to sound like a broken record with her high-pitched, nervous voice John thought.  John slowly surveyed the room, looking each attendee in the eyes with an ‘I-know-your-secrets-now’ glare.


“Well,” John said.  “Let’s start from the top, shall we…”


It was a stormy evening in late May.  The sun had just settled down for a much due rest.  It had worked overtime as the day was hot and sticky.  The rain this evening however, was pouring and the thunder was crashing.  The new rain left the air more humid than earlier and the heat from the day’s ninety-degree sun left the ground steamy, which made for a very thick fog.  It was a horrific night for a murder.  

Janet was the first to arrive at the large house on top of the hill at the secluded Kroftsman estate, which has been empty for nearly two years since the murder of Chris Kroftsman, a movie director in Hollywood.  Janet had been delivered a letter with the green labeled keys to the estate and was asked to be there at nine that evening.  When she arrived, the gate at the end of the half-mile long driveway was opened with a sign saying, Please Proceed to the Top.  She proceeded up the long driveway, which was heavily lined with towering trees as the road curved around the hill, which kept the house above and the street below out of view.  Once at the top, Janet paused and surveyed the area to determine if it was safe to continue and park.  The lights in the foyer of the house were on and there was a single light on in the parking area just to the right of the front porch.  Janet pulled her 9.mm handgun from her purse and cocked it, just in case she had to pull it out in a hurry.  She believed in coming prepared.  After all, this was LA.


Janet parked and started for the porch when she heard a car coming near the top of the hill.  She hurried to the door and fumbled around for the keys to the estate.  Too late.  The car was at the top of the hill, engine revving.   Janet put her hand in her purse and gripped the handle of her protector.

“Excuse me”, a voice came from the cars’ halfway down tinted windows.  “Is this the Kroftsman estate?  I was delivered a letter that told me to come here tonight at nine thirty.  Did you send this?”

“No.  No I didn’t”, Janet confessed.  “I received a similar letter myself.  You’re a bit early, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, well.  I don’t like being late for appointments so I’m usually at them a little early.  Old habits die hard.”

The mystery voice’s last comment jarred Janet.  This is the wrong place and night to use phrases like 'die hard’.

“Well, there’s parking over there.  You can park your car and come on in.  I guess whoever’s throwing this little party will be here soon.”

Janet waited on the porch for the person to park.  She could tell from the voice that it was a man.  Janet stood in the light so she could see him clearly when he stepped from the car.  She kept her hand in her purse.

Carl was a younger fellow, around twenty-five years old.  The first thing he noticed was Janet’s hand in her purse as he stepped from the car.  Living in Compton, he knew definitely what that meant.  Carl removed his hands from his pockets so he wouldn’t scare Janet and possibly become another LA statistic.  

“I’m not dangerous.  You can let go of the gun”, Carl said as he walked up to the porch with his hands raised in plain view.  “I’m reaching in my pocket to get my invitation to show you.  Real easy, okay.”

“That’s not necessary”, Janet sighed.  “I’m sorry.  I guess I’m a little jumpy tonight with the weather and the mystery invitation and all.”

“No problem.  I understand completely.  You’re from London, right?”

“Why yes.  Is my accent that obvious.  I’ve been here for six years now and the bloody thing won’t leave.”

“It’s pretty.  A nice change from the normal, west-coast slang I hear everyday.  It fits you.”

“Why thank you.  Do you think that you can give me a hand?  I can’t seem to get this door open.  I think the lock is stuck or something.”

“You have keys?”

“Well, yes.  They were delivered with my letter.”

Janet handed the red labeled keys to Carl.

“I heard about this place.  Didn’t that director guy die in this house?”

“Murdered. Yes.  This is the estate of the late Chris Kroftsman, a theatrical genius.  It’s a shame what happened.”

Carl struggled with the lock but finally got it opened.

“Here you go” he sighed, giving the blue labeled keys to Janet.  “It was real hard to get at.  I guess no one has been in here since he past.”

“Probably not.  I heard rumors of him haunting this place to this very day.”

“Haunting?  You believe in all that bull?  I would have never guessed it.”

Janet and Carl walked into the house slowly.  The place was dusty and all the furniture was covered with white sheets.  Cobwebs decorated the corners and the hardwood floors creaked under our combined weight as we inched across the un-traveled floor.  Off in the distance, there was a faint sound.  The sound of voices coming from the closed door at the end of the hall.

