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Foreword 

 

When I read Unmask the Predators, I could hardly put this book down. Not only 

was it shocking to the core to hear about such a beautiful family undergoing such a 

horrific nightmare, but I really believe this book has a message for every parent in this 

hour. 

This generation coming up has been shaped by so many outside influences 

beyond family—Internet, media, culture, etc.— and so we parents face challenges that no 

other generation of parents has ever faced. Lisa so accurately diagnoses the parent/child 

conflicts and gives insightful, godly, and practical help to overcome. She has done the 

research for us and very clearly and strategically maps out a rescue plan to take back our 

kids! Her background of postmodern and liberal thought gives her unique perspective on 

worldview that we must have in order to raise godly children in today's culture, because 

the world in which they are growing up is on a fast track to postmodern thought. 

Whether you are at your wit's end in your parenting and facing your own “dark 

night of the soul” or you are just going through the normal but sometimes excruciating 

frustrations of rebellion with your teenagers, I urge you to open the pages of this book 

and begin to learn how to get your family back to where God is on the throne! Our 

children and teenagers are the future leaders of the church, this nation, and the world; so 

it is critical that we as parents do what is necessary and mandated by God for this day and 

age to see their generation fulfill their destiny. 

Katie Luce 

Co-founder Teen Mania Ministries 



Contents 

 

Introduction: Why You Need This Book … Even When You Think You Don’t! 

1. A Perfect Family 

2. Trapped, Torn, Addicted, and Confused 

3. The Dark Night 

4. The Tactics of Deception 

5. The Strategies of Truth 

6. The Parent’s Place of Authority 

7. Preparing for Battle—Battle Plan Steps 1–5 

8. Building Your Strategy—Battle Plan Step 6 

9. Fighting to Win—Battle Plan Steps 7–12 

10. My Road Home 

11. Sexual Abuse 101 

12. Twenty-Six Keys for Protecting Your Child from Sexual Predators 

 

Epilogue: A Word from Dad 

Tools and Resources 

Notes 



Introduction 

Why You Need This Book … Even When You Think You Don’t! 

 

I probably would not have picked up a book like this a few years ago. We would 

never be a family at risk for the attack of predators! my analytical mind would have 

reasoned. We were far too protective for that. Limited television, careful supervision, 

weekly Sunday-school training, scrupulously screened Christian friends, lectures on 

staying clear of strangers: we had all the wise bases covered. Or so we thought. Somehow 

our naive protections actually made our daughter a more attractive and vulnerable target. 

And a sexual predator nearly destroyed her life. 

When news of sport coach “favors,” clergy “counseling sessions,” and teacher-

student “romances” hit the media waves, we are outraged at the pain of the children. 

Innocent lives are plunged into pits of perverse trauma they neither deserved nor 

bargained for. Our collective hearts scream, “Unfair!” and “Sick!” But, unfortunately, we 

as parents have not gone far enough with our protest. Even though we have jailed a few 

pedophiles, we have not unmasked the deceiving forces poised to beguile our kids. 

In America today an estimated 1 in 4 girls and 1 in 6 boys will be sexually abused 

by the age of 18.
1 

A family’s chance of encountering a sexual molester exceeds the risk of 

most diseases we inoculate our kids to prevent. That is horrifying. But what about other 

evidences of the devil’s deceptive work in our midst: 11 percent of teenage girls ages 12–

18 report homosexual “girlfriend” relationships;
 2

 media reports that oral sex is the new 

good-night kiss of the teen generation;
3
 more than two-thirds of the buster generation 

(who are raising kids now) say living together before marriage is morally acceptable.
4
 



I hear the parental whispers in the auditorium hallways across America. “I just 

discovered my fifteen-year-old’s pornography file on his computer,” a Christian mama 

reports. “She’s always loved Jesus. Now she looks and acts like a prostitute,” a 

brokenhearted dad sobs. “We just don’t know what happened!” 

I can tell you what happened! The predators have been given easy access to our 

kids. And we adults are behaving like crazily deceived people. The same behaviors we 

count as illegal for fourteen-year-old children are culturally normed and even flaunted on 

the Internet newsfeeds of nineteen-year-old movie stars. At the same time, the age of 

legal consent is lowering all over the world. No wonder our kids do not know they are 

being scammed. As Christian parents we tell our kids that God has a plan for their lives. 

Perhaps it is time to tell them that the devil has a plan for their lives also! 

The predators are not just the psychiatrically diagnosed pedophiles. The middle-

school sex-education health teacher, the friendly cohabitating young couple next door 

that your daughter babysits for, and the clean-cut homosexual teller at your bank who just 

adopted a baby from Africa are chipping away at our core values and beliefs while we 

naively think our kids are still with us in the Sunday school. Until we unmask the 

spiritual forces working behind those “nice people” and dismantle their spiritual 

weapons, we will continue to lose our children. The wave of guilt, remorse, rage, and 

grief will try to crush us as we scramble to recover our families. 

Our goals here are twofold. First, we will peel back the deceptions hiding the 

predators among us. Second, we will equip you to win the spiritual battle for your kids’ 

futures. By the end of this book, you will have revelation of three key spiritual concepts 

that will control our children’s futures: deception, truth, and parental authority. You will 



also be equipped with the practical tools you need to keep your children safe from sexual 

predators in a world gone mad. 

Our family’s story is not pretty, but we transparently share our painful errors in 

hopes that others may avoid the path of destruction. So many good parents are like we 

were: under-prepared for their day of attack. So many are giving up in the critical teen 

years when their kids will either blossom or wilt. Kalyn and I hope to change that. What 

special insights can an ordinary Midwestern pastor’s family offer to other families at 

war? Mostly this: we have been to the foxhole against a whole host of predatory forces 

and have come back victorious. 

Allow the heavenly Father to pull you behind opposing lines and unveil the forces 

strategizing against your home. Though the enemy is always working his plan, perhaps 

new preparedness will foil his best efforts even before they are launched. Sexual 

predators are not new. Their stories fill chapters of our Old Testament history books; 

their names were called harlot and adulterer in Proverbs; and their wicked spiritual origin 

was labeled the city of Babylon in the book of Revelation. God calls each generation of 

parents to Unmask the Predators, discover His power and wisdom, and protect His 

children. So let’s get started right now … 



The eye of the adulterer waits for the twilight, 

Saying, “No eye will see me,” 

And he disguises his face. 

Job 24:15 NKJV (emphasis added) 

 

 



Chapter 1 

A Perfect Family 

There is nothing concealed that will not be disclosed. 

Matthew 10:26 

 

Beep, beep, beep, my alarm screamed as I (Kalyn) hit the off button before it 

could wake anyone else. Two a.m. Lying motionless on the bed, I strained to hear any 

sound of movement within the house. All was quiet. Breathing a sigh of relief, I swung 

my legs out from under the comforter as my warm, sleepy body braced itself for the cold. 

The moment my feet hit the floor I quickly and quietly slipped on my shoes and 

sweatshirt and tiptoed into the hallway. Squinting in the darkness, I made a quick scan of 

the rooms. Reassured that all of my siblings were still asleep, I padded silently toward 

Mom’s and Dad’s bedroom. Pressing my ear to the door, I listened for movement. Whew, 

no sound. So far, so good. Feeling my way through the darkened house, I inched my way 

to the basement, where my older brother slept. Pausing to ensure the depth of his sleep, I 

slipped silently through the room and out the creaky door. 

Seconds later the cool air washed over me as I stepped outside and crept to the 

front of the house where Dad’s black Grand Marquis was parked in the drive. Why was it 

always parked right outside my parents’ bedroom window? I grabbed the door handle of 

the driver’s side and pulled. The loud click of the door seemed to echo in the night. My 

pounding heart pulsated in my ears as I waited again for signs of movement. When I felt 

it was safe to proceed, I climbed into the sedan in search of the small electronic device 

that seemed to control me. Success! My fingers curled around the cold hard case of Dad’s 



cell phone. Protectively, I drew it close and began my retreat from the car, holding my 

breath once again as I made sure the car door had clicked completely closed. Why do car 

doors have to slam to turn the light off? 

The moonlight lit a clear path as I walked to the detached garage, holding the 

prized possession in hand. Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out the small slip of paper. 

Smoothing out the wrinkles, I scanned the various numbers that had been scribbled down 

over the last few weeks. Calling-card numbers, hotel numbers from different states, and 

pin numbers. What a mess! With fingers shaking, I carefully selecting the digits I needed 

that night. 

Although only a few seconds passed, the wait seemed like an eternity. Would he 

answer? My heart raced as I heard the familiar voice on the other line—the voice that 

simultaneously brought me comfort and torment. A wave of both fear and excitement 

rushed through my body. Surely no one would ever know … 

 

That Saturday 

From the time I (Lisa) was a little girl, I had always wanted to be a mother. In 

fact, I was known in my childhood neighborhood as being the last little girl to give up 

playing with dolls. Since my own parents had demonstrated the joys of a loving, stable 

family, I couldn’t wait for my turn to be the mommy. I never dreamed back then how 

many turns I would have! 

I met my prince charming, Doug, over a bowl of grapes in the backyard of my 

church youth leaders’ house. He—the dashing athlete with the promising business career 

plan—won my heart as we strategized a youth-group football event together. We were 



married a few years later in my home church. Ours was the rare, fairy-tale perfect 

wedding with the fairy-tale happy ending. 

However, I cannot claim we were a couple without problems. As a product of the 

“new” Christian feminism and spiritual liberalism of my day, those early married years 

were not founded upon the true Rock that was sure. Baby Nathan, baby Kalyn, and baby 

Lucas came along before I had allowed the Lord into those confused places of my heart 

and mind. But once invited in, His Spirit rapidly transformed our home into a radical 

sanctuary for His glory. Our wonderful marriage became a powerful force in His 

kingdom as we committed our lives to His service and His Word. 

As only God can do, He changed our family plans. We would serve Him in 

pastoral ministry as we grew a larger-than-average family as well. So we added to our 

home and our heart Rebekah, Hannah, Micah, Matthew, Ethan, and Lydia. (An ex-

feminist liberal with a bunch of babies. Sounds crazy, huh? But remember, I had had 

plenty of practice with all those dolls!) 

We became known in our hometown as the white fifteen-passenger-van family 

with lots of kids who loved each other dearly. Close, connected, honest, talented, well-

behaved, clean cut, hard working, and fun—that was the community picture. Pastor 

Doug’s family was the envy of every brokenhearted, fatherless child we ministered to—

all the more reason that day in October came as such a shock. 

With nine children (at that time) ranging in age from eighteen years to six weeks, 

every day at the Cherry house was busy, but that Saturday in October was particularly 

intense. In addition to our usual eclectic mix of diaper changing, laundry, and college 

planning, we had added in a major packing job. Half of the family was scheduled to 



depart the following morning for our church’s annual leadership conference in Tulsa, 

Oklahoma. The other half of the clan was preparing to depart for a stay with grandmas 

and granddads. Having previously lived in Tulsa for five years, visiting there was always 

a welcome haven of sweet friendships and spiritual renewal. Little did we know that one 

of those last-minute trip preparations was about to uncover the horrible secret that would 

soon turn our world upside down. 

I was distracted that afternoon with my stack of suitcases. When Doug headed out 

the front door, he called over his shoulder, “I’m leaving for the office, honey. I’ve got to 

pay some bills that will come due while we are gone. See you in a few hours.” 

I’m sure I must have muttered some mindless reply, so when the phone rang a 

while later, I was only half connected to his voice on the other end. “Lisa, we have a 

problem,” he said. “I just opened our cell-phone bill, and they say we owe eight hundred 

dollars! Do you know anything about this?” 

His dollar figure instantly pulled me out of my distraction. Back in those days, he 

was the only member of our family who carried a cell phone, so my answer seemed 

obvious, “No, of course I do not know. I never use that phone. But I am sure if you keep 

checking, it must be some sort of billing error.” And with that reasonable explanation, I 

turned my mind back to my packing. 

But Doug’s more careful investigation revealed a most horrifying truth. The bill 

was filled with one- and two-hour phone calls—all in the middle of the night and made to 

either one cell phone number or a list of hotels in the Midwest. When he identified the 

cell number, he realized it was not a billing error. As he called every family member and 



individually questioned them, each denied any knowledge. And as the hours rolled by 

and Doug reconsidered all the data, only one plausible explanation remained. 

When Doug walked back in the front door, his serious demeanor alarmed me. He 

pulled me into our bedroom and shut the door. As my mind struggled to believe what he 

said we must do, I quietly nodded my assent. 

He called Kalyn, our fifteen-year-old daughter, into our room. She sat in the big 

green chair at the end of the bed, where I had been rocking her newborn sister just 

moments before. Her daddy looked at her with grief-stricken eyes and said, “Kalyn, I 

believe you have lied to me. You were the one who placed the calls to this forty-six-year-

old man from our church.” 

In that sickening moment, it was if the girl we had known for fifteen years got up 

and left our room and a girl whom we did not recognize came to sit in her seat. Her facial 

features instantly changed. With cold, hard, defiant eyes, she looked back at the father 

she had always loved and snapped, “Yes, I made those calls. I did it!” And then she fell 

to the floor crying, shouting, and weeping. “Daddy, it wasn’t his fault! Daddy, don’t 

bother him. He’s going to come and marry me. You just don’t understand! Don’t call 

him, Daddy! Don’t call him!” 

What happened next was even uglier. Shock, accusations, anger, and crying filled 

the room. The air was so thick, it seemed I could not even catch my breath. A dad-

initiated call to the man served as gasoline on the raging fire. He, of course, denied all 

responsibility and placed further blame on Kalyn. 



Our daughter with a forty-six-year-old man! Our minds could not even wrap 

around the concept. The pain was too intense to bear. In defense, we hurled our words 

like swords. I, even years later, don’t like to remember what we uttered. 

“How could you do this to your father and me?” 

“Why, Kalyn, why? You have now destroyed our family’s reputation.” 

“What else are you trying to hide from us? Are you taking drugs too? Maybe we 

should take you in for a drug test right now!” 

“What on earth are we going to tell our family?” 

“Kalyn, you surely know this will destroy our church.” 

All three of us became locked in a middle-of-the-night sea of emotions that none 

of us was equipped to understand. 

Isn’t this just some sort of odd schoolgirl crush? my mind tried to reason. If so, 

then why was the emotional response from our daughter so intense, so desperate, so 

bizarre? Why was she making ridiculous claims that this relationship was now “her 

whole life” and she couldn't possibly live without this man? How could she claim that 

this man would be her future husband? Why was she pushing us away, claiming we just 

wouldn’t ever understand? Understand what? It soon became apparent that innocence—

both hers and ours—had been shattered and family trust had been completely violated.  

The minutes stretched into hours as a thick cloud of darkness enveloped our 

home. Perhaps it’s really not so bad, my optimism tried to claim. Maybe we can just pray, 

go to bed, and then discover with the morning light that the ominous dark cloud has 

cleared. Perhaps Sunday morning will just progress as normal with order and peace. 



That shocking night we didn’t understand that the strange relationship between 

our daughter and this man was really a case of criminal abuse. A predator had entered 

our home. 

We didn’t understand the effects of this abuse: the deep, intricate soul wounds 

inflicted on an adolescent and the shame and self-condemnation that were so carefully 

concealed in Kalyn behind a confident, bubbly, high-achieving teen exterior; the twisted 

reasoning and sophisticated denial systems that kept a young mind insulated from ugly 

truths and memories she had no way of handling; the intense emotional energy it required 

for a normally honest child to participate in a cover-up that had remained undiscovered 

for almost two years. Kalyn’s mind had been carefully programmed by the perpetrator to 

believe that she was now the “black sheep” of the family. Her soul was locked in a battle 

with sexual perversity, and her life had become compartmentalized into multiple 

lifestyles. 

Doug and I hadn’t a clue that we ourselves had fallen prey to the parental version 

of an incredibly powerful, effective, deceptive, and subtle grooming process that had 

allowed a sexually perverse man near our daughter. Our own overpowering emotional 

weights of shame, anger, embarrassment, and confusion taunted us with the hideous 

question: “How can it be possible that we have not seen what has been happening?” 

On that horrifying night, our own parental soul wounds blinded our eyes from 

discernment and compassion. We didn’t recognize our whole family was under the 

influence of what experts called “post-abuse trauma.” Little did we know that it would 

take us over a year to fully uncover all of what had happened to Kalyn and then another 

five-plus years for the courts to finish dealing with our criminal case. Nor did we 



recognize the powerful spiritual forces of darkness that had developed fortresses in our 

own home. 

Sunday morning dawned after nearly no sleep. When the alarm rang, I remember 

asking Doug if perhaps I had just experienced some kind of bad dream. I had jokingly 

asked that kind of silly question before, but this was different. I was absolutely serious. 

My shocked and traumatized mind refused to believe that something this horrid could 

have possibly happened in our home. Model families simply don’t have this kind of 

problem! 

We thought of canceling going to church and also our trip to Tulsa but decided 

not to—we never had been quitters, and life had to go on. Other people were depending 

on us, and Kalyn, for some reason, still wanted to go. Perhaps the trip to Tulsa might just 

snap some sense into the confusing situation. 

Our peaceful vacation escape did not materialize. Instead, the absurd situation 

intensified like a snowball rolling downhill, picking up more strength as it went. Who 

was this child now living in our midst? Her face was hard, drawn, and pale. With the 

usual twinkle gone, her eyes were sad, cold, and lifeless. Our normally levelheaded, 

intelligent daughter was now angry, rebellious, defiant, and withdrawn; even after hours 

of discussion, she remained stubbornly convinced that her parents were crazy to have a 

problem with this unlawful secret relationship. 

 

Desperate for a Miracle 

To recall the memories of those next weeks and months is like looking back on 

the scenes of a bad movie. Moments of horror stand out, like the day I called a family 



counselor at Focus on the Family Ministries. After listening to the story of what we knew 

had happened to Kalyn up to that point, the counselor kindly explained that though there 

did not appear to have been physical sexual contact in this relationship, the psychological 

damage caused by the Internet and phone exploitation could be very severe. We would 

need expert help to pull her out of the depression, rebellion, and premature emotional 

separation from her family that would likely result—and the recovery could take years. 

Or like the days when I couldn’t get Kalyn to pull her head out from under her 

bed covers, or drink water, or take food. I helplessly watched her grow thinner and 

thinner. I tried all the parenting tricks I could think of, but how do you threaten to take a 

privilege away from someone who claims she wants to die? 

Or like the hours of great pain and torture when Kalyn would wander away from 

the house. We would diligently inventory the house for missing purses, coats, even 

kitchen knives, all in an attempt to assess whether she planned to be gone a short while, 

run away, or hurt herself.  

Or like the memories of my forced smiles designed to hide the awful realities of 

our family’s problems from my very frightened young children, who were trying to 

understand what was wrong with their big sister. 

Or like the day we found it strangely comforting to finally have a medical expert 

tell us that adolescent clinical depression following her trauma could be contributing to 

Kalyn’s angry, defiant behavior and irrational thought processes. Put our child on anti-

depressant medication? For parents who didn’t even use Tylenol very quickly, we were 

strangely eager to try anything that could help save our little girl. 



With each passing day, then week, then month, we grew more desperate for 

answers, for emotional and physical strength, for peace, for hope, for help—for a miracle. 

 

Points to Ponder Chapter 1 

• Predators can sneak into our lives unnoticed by us. 

• When unmasked, the predator’s force is ugly. 

• Predator forces can attack our children through sexual molesters or through a host of 

cultural invaders. 

• Once a predator force attacks a child, it can powerfully alter that child’s beliefs, 

emotions, and actions. 

When a child is under attack, a parent as well as the whole family is under attack. 


