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She was a beautiful brunette, her hair long and luscious. The girl seemed old enough, perhaps in her early to mid-twenties.

All he knew was that she was just what he was looking for. He continued to watch her as she walked to the bathhouse. The girl was alone and carrying a toiletry kit to shower with. 

The man smiled; he knew that he was going to be in for a show. His smirk continued as he clasped his hands together and started to follow her from a good distance so as not to alert her.

It was dark and had rained the night before. The ground was soggy and wet. Walking slowly, he had to keep his footsteps silent so the girl would not be alerted to him following her.

He had kept a close eye on her for the last three days since she and her family had been camping here at the lake. As she entered the bathhouse, he stopped just outside and walked over to the side of the building. 

There was what appeared to be a service ladder mounted onto the wall. He grabbed on and began to climb up. As he did, it began to rain again, and soon enough, thunder and lightning joined in. 

Once atop the roof of the bathhouse, one of the window panels was slightly open over the woman’s bathroom. As the lightning flashed again, he leaned over and looked down. 

Sandra had not showered since the first day she and her family had been camping at the lake. After setting down her toiletry bag onto the bench, she closed the curtain to the shower and slowly began to undress.

As she did this, she could hear other showers and sinks dripping water. The sound became almost enticing.

As she started to turn on the water, a loud boom of thunder and lightning cracked. Sandra jumped and was startled, not expecting the thunder and lightning.

The water from the shower managed to mask the sound of the rain outside, which began to pound on the roof above. Sandra grabbed the soap and began to soap herself up and wash her body. 

She put it down and then began to get her hair wet with the water. She then grabbed the hot water handle and turned it up more to make the water warmer. 

She preferred taking nice hot showers. She heard another crack of thunder and a sudden flash of lightning as it reflected off the wall of the shower. 

Now that it had been raining for about ten minutes, Sandra had gotten used to the thunder and lightning outside. While she washed all the soap off her body, there was another flash of lightning.

Unknown to her, she could not see the dripping wet, shadowy figure that was lying in wait from above. He smiled. The girl was completely oblivious to him. 

As he watched, he began to imagine just about everything that he was going to do to her. The thoughts were vivid within his imagination now. He came back into reality when he heard the water shut off.

The young girl was done showering now. This was now the perfect time to strike. Quiet like a mouse, he slid back down the ladder and approached the entrance to the woman’s side of the bathhouse and was ready.

Sandra had turned off the water now and wrapped a towel around her and another on top of her head while she dried her hair. While she was doing this, the lights flickered.

She looked up and figured it was just another flash of lightning. As she dried herself, she heard the door open and what sounded like heavy footsteps. Sandra paid no attention to it and continued to wipe herself down. Just as she was getting dressed, she noticed what looked to be the shadow of a person standing outside of her shower stall. “Hello,” Sandra said as she continued to look at the shadow, which was still standing out in front of her stall. 

The shadow then disappeared, and she heard the footsteps start again. “Is anyone there?” Again, there was no answer from the mystery figure who she heard walking around.

She continued to wait and then heard the door shut. Now there was nothing but the taps of the rain that was falling outside. After getting partially dressed, Sandra opened the stall door and picked up her toiletry bag, set it on the counter, and turned on the sink.

She set out a bottle of lotion and her toothbrush brush and toothpaste. While she started to brush her teeth, there was a loud crack of thunder and a flash of lightning.

Without warning, the lights clicked off. Sandra was now alone in the dark, not being able to see anything around her. After barely thirty seconds, the lights turned back on. She spit into the sink and rinsed her brush. 

As she looked back up in the mirror, she was suddenly shocked at the figure that was standing behind her in the mirror.

Right as she turned around, there was another flash of lightning, and the lights cut off again. Another few seconds and they turned back on. There was nothing around her. 

Sandra was now thinking that she was just tired and that her mind was playing tricks on her. She turned back around and then felt like there was something wrong.

Suddenly, she saw him. He was grizzled and looked middle-aged. Letting out a scream, he immediately put a gloved hand over her mouth and then slammed her into the wall next to the sinks. 

Sandra tried her best to get him off her and fought him, but it was to no avail. The man then threw her to the ground and pulled out a sharp object. 

She tried to scream again, but the level of fear that grasped her now was too much. The man picked her up and again threw Sandra into the wall. 

While she tried to stand up, he lunged at her and plunged the crudely made, sharp object into her stomach and started to slice up her chest. Blood gushed from the large wound and spilled onto the floor.

Sandra cried out in pain and tried to cover her wound. The man smiled and began to laugh as he swung the weapon at her and slicing a piece of her arm, and then started to beat her.

Sandra’s face was bloodied and beaten. She could now barely move as she tried to crawl away from him on the floor. He smiled, and the vivid thoughts and dreams he had been conjuring were coming true now. The young girl was helpless against him.

He watched her try to crawl away. She was leaving a large pool of blood as she continued to crawl. Sandra got to the door but couldn’t bear the strength to try and stand up. 

As she felt the blood continue to leave her body, she heard the footsteps again as the man slowly approached her from behind. “Nowhere for you to go,” he smiled and then stabbed her in the back, driving the knife deep into her back, slicing through all the tendons.

Sandra continued to cry in agony as the blade pierced through her back. He pulled the blade out, and she slumped to the ground. Her breath was becoming faint now. 

She was dying, and there was no way to stop it. While she was lying on the ground, the man stood over her and was cleaning the blade off with a cloth.

“I’m not done with you yet,” she turned and looked up at the man. His smile was tenacious. He put away the blade and began to undo the buckle on his belt, and grabbed her by the legs and pulled her away from the door. “No, please,” “You're all mine,” he said, laughing. “Just let me die!” she cried out. 

“Not until I’m done with you,” he said as another crack of thunder went off. “No!” It wasn’t long before the crying and pain were gone. Sandra’s lifeless body lay sprawled out on the floor. 

The only sound that could be heard now was the clinking of his belt as the man put his belt back on. Once he was done, he grabbed the body from the legs and dragged her into one of the bathroom stalls.

While the man was indeed an animal of his own making, he was careful.

After killing the girl, he took his time positioning the girl’s body to match the fantasy that was still playing out in his mind. 

Once the body was set and positioned to his liking, he took a step back and pulled out a small disposable camera from his pocket, and snapped a quick picture. 

It would end up becoming a part of him as he wanted a memory to remember the kill by. 

A loud crack of thunder went off, followed by flashing lightning, and with that, he was gone. The bathhouse door shut in a hurry as he disappeared back out into the darkness. 
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