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     He stepped into her room, slowly shutting the door behind him, careful 
not to wake her as she lay so peacefully. He crept to the end of her bed. 
The only light given into the darkness came from her small butterfly night 
light next to the dresser, casting his shadow over her. He moved to the 
side so the light would illuminate her soft face. The floor creaked as he 
moved closer. He froze so as not to disturb her slumber. With no sign of 
stirring, he took another step towards her, softly brushing her hair and 
cheek with the back of his hand. His dark eyes burned as he stared, his 
heart beginning to race and the adrenaline surging through his body. 
His hand began to tremble as he rested it on her hip, gripping ever so 
tightly to steady his hand, but it was only to cause the trembling to move 
elsewhere, tightening his pants. A small moan escaped her lips, and 
although it excited him, he knew he was waking her. He tore himself away 
from her, disappearing out of sight. 

Savana opened her eyes without a fight to escape her sleep. She 
glanced around her empty room and pulled her stuffed moose close to 
her as she began to cry. 

“Daddy!”
It was just after four a.m. Sam knew the familiar sound and was on his 

feet and down the hall before she could call for him again. He knew it was 
the dreams. The same ones she’d been having for weeks now. The night 
light he and his wife had decided to leave on in there helped very little. 
Savana only made it two nights without being woken from the horror.   

Sam entered her room and turned on the purple shaded bedside lamp. 
“Hey sweetheart,” he smoothed her hair, letting her know she was safe. 
“Same dream again?”

“This time he touched me, Daddy,” she fell forward into his chest for 
the moose was not supplying enough security. “He’s never gotten close 
enough to do that before.”

Sam’s heart sunk. It’s getting worse, he thought to himself as he 
rubbed her back. “It was only a dream Angel,” he kissed her forehead, 
trying to sound unworried. 

“What does he want from me?” 
He winced, knowing his little girl couldn’t escape these night terrors. 

Sam leaned back, resting himself in an upright position against her 
headboard, holding her quietly. She couldn’t take much more of these 


