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Swimming. It was her life. She loved the way she glided through the water; like a salmon through a stream. Silence enclosed her in an envelope of peace as the crystal blue water rushed across her body. The water was the only place she felt complete security. When her parents were finalizing their divorce, it was in the water in which she confided and drowned out their angry screams. It was her only sanctuary. 

It was late in October, around six o’clock, when Susan Sharpe stepped out of Chimo Pool; she had been there all afternoon. Alone she stood in the pool area, her foot steps echoing off the high ceilings, as if there was someone else on deck with her. A chill ran up her spine as she realized there really were two footsteps ringing off the walls. Slowly, she turned around to look back, afraid of what she might see. Memories of horror films and books flashed images across her mind; killers, stalkers and monsters of un-known origins all seemed to appear in front of her mind’s eye, but as she looked behind her she realized there was nothing there. She was still alone in that large, cold tiled room.

She continued walking down that seemingly endless corridor to the change room. Suddenly, out of the corner of her eye, she saw something move. She quickly turned to investigate, but nothing was there. 

That’s when she heard it. More horrible than any sound she had ever heard. It roared through her head like an ear-peircing scream and ripped through her eardrums. It was that horrible stomach curdling laugh she had heard so many times before. He was back. 

She raced into the change room but the laugh only followed. It would not stop. She ran out of the building into the night and collapsed into a sobbing heap. She had escaped. Escaped from him and his insanity, or so she convinced herself. Suddenly, he stepped out from a bush in front of her. His tall, lanky figure shrouded in an old yellow vinyl raincoat. He towered over her and glared down at her through hate filled eyes. His raspy breath echoed through her ears as she lay on the cold ground at his feet as if she was his sacrifice, an offering unto a high god. She could only lie there, crying, unable to move herself and save her own life. She knew what he wanted; this was not her first visit from this man. 

Then she awoke, hair glued together with old bubble gum and her computer terminal beeping loudly. He was gone; she had escaped and it would be over until darkness would weigh heavy on her eyes; only then, would she return to his world.
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