
Part I - I'm Not Alone Here

HE DIDN'T KNOW HOW LONG he was sitting there in the shadows. His knees were 

numb from sitting in the same position for... well... he really didn't know how long. It took a 

few minutes to clear the cobwebs from the crevices in his mind. Something was going on. He 

must have dozed off or something. The dark outline of the La-Z-Boy was all he could see in 

front of his face a foot away as he attempted to get his bearings. Then, he remembered.

He was there.

The thought caused his heart to race, trepidation constricting the muscles in his stomach. 

His ears were in an instant at full attention, listening for a creak in the floor, a shuffle of feet 

over the carpet.

He was there.

Dana didn't know why that was the first thing that came into his mind. He knew it was 

true. The intruder was following him and had been for too long. How he had gotten into the 

house in the first place was a mystery and unnerving.

It was not the first time Dana had an awareness of his presence. He'd seen him before. 

More than once. The first time was about six months prior. Dana was leaving the apartment 

and had that feeling of being watched, a palpable presence just on the periphery of his senses. 

When he turned around to face who it was, they weren't there. After that, the encounters 

increased. At work. At the store. While out to eat with his wife which was the first time Dana 

had heard his voice. Clear. Distinct. Each encounter brought him into closer contact which left

him timorous, a feeling he was sure was the point of the tactic.

Tonight it all had come to a head. As Dana was leaving the apartment in a hurry, he 

bumped into someone going through the glass doors. He took two steps and froze. It was him. 

He knew it.

He spoke four words.

“I'm coming for you.”
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