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The night sky was clear. Barely any stars were out, and a sheet of darkness loomed over the street. 

He’d been watching the family for the last three days and was still waiting for the right moment to strike. 

For his eighteenth birthday, Miguel had wanted something no one ever dreamed of. 

He wanted to kill a family. Since he was a child, he’d always been plagued by dark and deceitful thoughts. 

Miguel started walking down the street and approached the house. It was nearing nine-thirty at night. 

The lights inside the house were still on. Miguel guessed that the family must still be awake. 

He crept closer to the house using the bushes as cover. He noticed a motion sensor light above the garage door.

Miguel kept to the bushes and ran to the side of the house, avoiding movement in front of the garage door. 

If the family was still awake, he didn’t want to alert them to his presence. He continued to walk along the side of the house until he came to a window. 

He ducked down and then peeped through. The living room was in plain view now. 

Inside the family, they were seated on the couch. They appeared to be watching a movie together. 

In total, there were four of them. The older of the two looked to be the parent. 

The other was younger and appeared to be in his early twenties. Finally, there was the young girl. 

She appeared to be about ten or twelve years old. “Ah, just perfect,” he whispered. 

“Soon you’ll be mine,” he said. He continued to watch the family through the window. 

Suddenly, the young girl happened to draw her attention to the window and looked in his direction. 

For a moment, he figured she might have seen him. He quickly darted away. He dove to the ground and crawled around to the backyard. 

Rebecca rubbed her eyes. She thought she really must have seen someone peeping into the living room through the window. 

After looking out the window again, she decided that she was tired and her imagination was playing tricks on her. 

“Mom, I’m going to bed,” she said, turning and giving her mother a quick hug. “Oh, okay, have a good night, sweetie,” she said. 

“Good night, Dad,” said Rebecca. She gave her dad a quick kiss on the cheek. She looked at her brother and waved goodnight to him. 

Kurt waved back at her and smiled. He and his sister had somehow always managed to get along. 

He always felt responsible for looking after his little sister. The two of them were always together for everything. 

Kurt had been home for the last week. During the summer, he took a two-month trip overseas and visited several countries. 

Now he was back visiting his family before starting his first semester at Alleghany University. 

Kurt decided to stay awake a little longer and finish the movie that his family had started watching. 

A few minutes after his sister had gone to bed, both of his parents decided that it was time to turn in for the night. 

“You sure you don’t want me to wait until tomorrow to finish the movie?” he asked. 

“It’s alright, you can finish it, your father and I can always rewatch it,” said Janice. 

She kissed her son good night and followed her husband to the upstairs bedroom. 

Kurt lowered the TV's volume slightly and continued watching the movie. 

It had almost thirty minutes left before it was over. As he continued to watch, a shadow grew in the background. 

Miguel was at the back door of the house. He didn’t have a lock pick, so he figured that he’d have to use something to break the glass on the door.

He looked around and grabbed a large rock. Miguel wound up his arm and smashed part of the window open. 

The rock fell onto the floor. With a gloved hand, he reached inside and unlocked the door. 

He turned the doorknob and opened the door. Quietly, he started walking inside and moved about the kitchen silently. 

It was a nice little home. Cute design, and it felt warm and cozy. Miguel quietly made his way to the kitchen counter and investigated the living room. 

Kurt turned his head. He thought he’d heard something break in the kitchen. There was nothing but silence. 

He wondered what the noise might have been. Kurt grabbed the TV remote and turned off the TV. 

For a moment, he felt like he wasn’t alone and that someone was sneaking around the kitchen. 

Kurt put down the remote and walked towards the kitchen. He was beginning to feel uneasy. 

As he made his way into the kitchen, he saw that there was a rock on the floor. 

“What the hell?” he said, staring at the rock. Kurt continued looking around and didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. 

It was pitch black. He turned and immediately noticed that the window in the back door had been smashed open. 

Suddenly, he heard steps. As he turned around, he realized that he was staring into the eyes of a stranger. 

Miguel was gripping a large serrated blade and charged Kurt. He slammed him into the kitchen counter and stabbed him in the chest. 

Kurt cried out in pain. Blood spilled down his shirt and made a large puddle on the floor. 

He fell to the floor and rolled over onto his stomach. Miguel reached down and stabbed him multiple times in the back. When it was over, he stood over Kurt’s body and admired his work. 

Miguel walked into Mr. Hanson’s office and looked around. He opened several chests and different boxes. 

One small box he opened and found something exciting. It gave him great joy to discover that the father owned a handgun. 

He pulled it out of the box and examined it. The gun was a Glock-17. It was quite beautiful. 

“Oh, I am going to have so much fun,” he said. He loaded a clip into the gun and chambered a round. 

Miguel proceeded to head upstairs. He kept the gun at his side. Suddenly, down the hall, he heard one of the bedroom doors open. 

Rebecca had been awoken by the noise downstairs and opened her door to see what was going on. 

She screamed as she saw a stranger coming up the stairs. Miguel was startled to see her at the end of the hallway. 

He immediately sprinted forward to catch her. Rebecca slammed her door shut and locked it. 

Miguel arrived and started beating on the door. The noise awoke both of her parents. 

“What the hell is going on?” said Mr. Holton. He left his bedroom and walked out into the hallway. 

“Who the hell are you?” he asked. Surprisingly Mr. Holton saw that the intruder appeared to be armed. 

“Is that my gun?” he asked, pointing. Miguel smiled. He pointed the gun at Mr. Holton and squeezed the trigger. 

“Mark Holton fell through the door dead. Blood oozed from the bullet wound lodged in the center of his chest. 

“Mark, what’s going on?” she asked. Miguel smiled and pushed open the door to the bedroom. 

Janice was lying in bed and immediately lifted herself and screamed. “Who are you? Where’s my husband?” she cried. 

“I shot him; he’s lying dead in the hallway,” said Miguel. He couldn’t help but smile at her. 

She was useless to him. But he knew that shooting her would give him a great sense of joy. 

“Please don’t hurt me, just take whatever you want, but please don’t hurt my family,” she said, crying. 

“Your family is dead, and you're going to join them!” screamed Miguel. He raised the gun and fired two shots. 

Janice screamed and fell backwards into the bed. Blood sprayed onto the sheets and wall above the bedframe. 

Miguel laughed and walked back into the hallway. The only thing left was to kill the girl. 

He liked to kill for pleasure now. But this girl had seen his face. She needs to die,” he thought to himself. 

Miguel walked to her door again and pushed against it. He knew that since it was still locked, he’d never be able to get in. 

He fired a shot at the door and blew it open. He ran into the room and looked around the room. 

It was not what he expected. The room was empty. Somehow, the girl he’d seen peering at him from this room was gone. 

“Where could she be?” he asked. Miguel looked around the room. He suddenly noticed that the window appeared to be open. 

Miguel peered out the window and saw a figure running across the street. It was the girl. 

Suddenly, she turned around and looked back up at the window and stared at him.

“You little bitch!” he yelled. He wanted to sprint out of the house and across the street and chase her down. 

Miguel watched as she made it to an adjacent house across the street and started banging on the door. 

He thought about going across the street and killing whatever family might be inside. 

Then he abandoned the thought and decided he needed to make his escape. The police would be on their way by now. 

As he walked into the kitchen and stared at the body of Kurt Holton, he heard the sirens coming from a distance. 

Looks like the girl must have blabbed to the people in the house she’d run to. Moving quickly, he rushed out the back door and disappeared before the first police car arrived. 

Officers Lenard Keaton and Jaxon Merton had been in the area when the call of a home invasion had come out over the airways.

“Dispatch, this is 45Henry, we're arriving on scene,” said Keaton. “Copy that, 45Henry, additional units are en route to the location,” said the dispatcher. 

“Okay, let’s check it out,” said Officer Keaton. He parked the car in front of the house, and the two of them hopped out and walked towards the front door. 

“Hmm, I don’t see anything out of the ordinary,” said Merton. “Front door appears to be locked,” said Keaton. He knocked on the door multiple times and couldn’t hear anything. 

“I don’t like this,” he said
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