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A Stranger in the House



June 5, 12:46 a.m.

"Do they know my plan? Have I accidentally told my plan to a betrayer? Surely not, for I trust no one and tell no one. Do they think they can escape my clutches by switching to their wretched father's house? They may, but they do not realize I have God on my side. The bedroom window is open. Did they know I was coming? Did they escape? But that cannot be. This is my destiny. This is God's destiny. I have been waiting 6 years for this moment and in a day and a half I will make my final contribution to God. No, they have not escaped, but rather, God has left the bedroom window open for me. I will climb the lattice and enter the open bedroom window now. I will be quiet. I will be careful. I only need the girl. I know the boy protects her so very much. I don't want to use my gun on the boy. I only need the girl. She is my final fulfillment. They have left the bedroom window open for me. God has left the window open for me. It is meant to be. I will get the girl."

A few moments later, the Chosen One peaked around the corner of the window to notice an empty room. He couldn't help but laugh. It reminded him a little bit of last year's victim in Orange Beach, Alabama. Other than the girl who drove her bike off the road directly into his lap, victim number five was a close second. He had gone back to a beach after seeing how easy it was to figure out girls' ages in that environment the previous year in Maui. He played the same games at the beach and was able to have six potential girls by the end of the first day. The trickier part about Orange Beach was that it was significantly more crowded than the beach in Maui. So, it was a little more work figuring out which girls belonged to which condo unit. He wouldn't be able to steal the girl away in a sheltered path like the last time. This one would have to be done indoors.

So, on the second day, he monitored five of the 6 candidates throughout the day to find out exactly where they lived. He never saw the final candidate that day. But it didn't matter. He had found victim number five that night. Her unit was on the ground floor at the back of a condo unit facing the beach. That night, he watched them put the girl to bed in her room, which was actually on the side of the building. After going to the back patio to have a few drinks, they went in to check if she was asleep and then took a stroll on the beach. On the evenings of June 3rd and June 4th they followed the same pattern. On June 5th, the Chosen One bought a stuffed doll about the same size as the little girl with the same size hair and an all-black outfit. That night when the Chosen One showed up to spy on them, no one was in the unit. All lights were off and there were no towels or bathing suits hanging on chairs on the back patio. He had missed his opportunity. The family was not here for the entire week and had gone back home on June 5th. He hit the panic button and recalled where one of the other girls was located. The following day was the day of the sacrifice. More than ever, he had to hope that divine intervention would allow things to work out. It always did. But it still made him nervous. What if this was the time God expected him to do it all by himself? What if he failed? What would be his punishment?

The Chosen One walked to another condo complex to check on another girl he had tracked. Her family was staying on the third floor. Looking up, he observed that no one was currently in the condo, but there were bathing suits and towels hanging on the chairs. However, this girl was on the third floor, which complicated things somewhat. This girl was a definite option, but he decided to go check out another girl who was several condo complexes away. She would be easier to get since her family was on the ground level. He dreaded the lengthy walk in the heat, but he felt this is what God was guiding him to do. As he passed that unit from outside, he noticed the lights were on. Could it be? Or would it be a new family? As he got closer, he noticed the parents on the patio. Looking into the condo, he recognized a fanny pack and a day bag, along with a stuffed animal. This was one of the five girls he had stalked. Thank God! So now he just had to sit and wait and hope the couple offered him a chance to enter. Otherwise, he would resort to Plan B and enter the girl's bedroom window in the middle of the night. That plan was riskier, but now that he had a gun with a silencer, he was prepared to carry out that plan if necessary.

The Chosen One sat on a bank of sand outside the condo, drinking some whiskey. After thirty minutes, he saw the mother get up and go inside. The father stayed outside on the patio. He saw the mother enter the victim's room briefly before returning back to the patio. They both grabbed their red solo cups and headed towards the beach. As they exited the boardwalk connecting the beach to the condo unit, they turned and headed in the Chosen One's direction. As they passed in front of him, they raised their cups towards him. The Chosen One raised his fifth of whiskey in return. Once they were out of sight, he capped his bottle of whiskey and slid it into a pocket. He grabbed the bag holding a fake doll and hustled to the condo unit. He walked through the gate surrounding the back patio of the ground unit as if he owned the place, walked up to the sliding glass doors, and yanked. It slid open.

Bingo! Divine intervention yet again! He was amazed at how stupid parents could be.

He entered the condo and turned off all of the lights on his way to the girl's bedroom. He pulled out his handkerchief as he approached the bed while dropping the bag on the floor beside the bed. He yanked down the covers and the girl was gone.

Where could she be?

The parents' room. He hustled into the parents' room but to no avail. Then he recalled the mother distinctly checking the girl's bedroom before they left. So where was the girl?

Then he heard a toilet flush and ran quickly back to the bathroom off the girl's bedroom. He recalled seeing the bathroom light on with the door closed, but assumed it was for the purpose of a night light. As the girl exited the bathroom, he quickly placed the handkerchief over her mouth long enough to ensure unconsciousness. He laid her on the floor, then pulled the doll out of the bag and laid it in the bed facing away from the door. He pulled the covers up high on the doll so as to only expose the back of the doll's hair, which was roughly the same color as the girl. He slung the empty bag over his shoulder, picked up victim number five, and held her against his body to give it the appearance that she was asleep on her daddy's shoulder, pointing her face towards his neck to help prevent someone possibly recognizing the girl and noticing that she was not with the same man folks people might have seen her with all week. For extra insurance, the Chosen One grabbed a blankie off the bed and covered the girl with it. He walked out the front door of the condo, turned opposite the elevators, and walked the more secluded route around the trash dumpster. He was tired and sweaty by the time he made it back to his car. He laid the girl in the back seat, hopped in the driver's seat, and headed north. He drove all night, only having to stop twice. The first time was on a dark exit onto an old country road, where he pulled over to take a leak and then tie and gag the girl. The second time was to get gas at a truck stop in the middle of the night. He was back home by lunch on June 6th with plenty of time to get prepared for the 6pm sacrifice.

Now, back in the present, the Chosen One heard the bedroom door click.

"Who's in there?" The bedroom door opened.

The Chosen One froze for a brief moment, stunned that he had been overheard and lost in his thoughts about victim number five. The father entered the room, and for a brief second they made eye contact.

"Jim?" asked the father.

The Chosen One turned and exited the window. By the time Tom had made it to the window, the Chosen One had reached the ground with astonishing speed and was already running away.



Worried Father


June 5, 6:36 a.m.

Tom sat at the kitchen table waiting for his kids to arrive for breakfast. Today was a busy day. He'd drop Teresa off with Eunice so he could get to work on figuring out what all the business about these strangers was about. Plus, he wanted to dive deeper into the revelations last night about his new company. It sounded suspiciously similar to the program he ended years ago. The fact that his kids seemed to be caught in the middle of it accelerated Tom's concern. He needed to figure out their connection and how to protect them.

Tom didn't sleep much the night before. While part of him was celebrating his freedom, his brain was still imprisoned with the thoughts of Jim and his role at the campfire and how he got away. No, not got away, but ran away. Why would he do that? The obvious answer was that he freaked out at the whole incident. That's understandable. But he never came back. Later today he would also meet with Pilzby to see if she had discovered anything new on Jim. He wanted to track him down. He deserved answers. And not just any old answers. These better be darn good answers to justify running away from scene of the deaths of their daughters.

And then there was the fact that a man had gotten into the upstairs bedroom the night before. This freaked Tom out. That man could have kidnapped his kids
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