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The stands are packed, the air thick with the scent of popcorn and sweat. I’m not here for the team, though. I don’t care about the score, the plays, or the roar of the crowd. I’m here for her. Leilani. My Leilani. 

She’s the reason I come to these college games, the reason I endure the noise and the chaos. Because when she’s out there on the field, in her cheerleading uniform, she’s pure energy. Pure light. And I can’t take my eyes off her.

She’s vibrant, fearless, and utterly captivating. And today, as she leaps and spins, her pleated skirt flaring around her thighs, I can’t stop imagining what’ll happen tonight. The way she’ll moan when I touch her, the way she’ll arch her back when I kiss her. Tonight, I have a plan.

I reach into my pocket, my fingers brushing against the small, unmarked bottle of pills. They’re my latest project—a new sleeping aid with an unexpected side effect. Some of the trial patients reported feeling immobilized but fully conscious like they were trapped in a waking dream. 

Like sleep paralysis, I think, my mind racing. The idea is thrilling. Leilani is going to feel everything but won't be able to move. She'll be completely vulnerable and pliant but still aware. The thought sends a shiver down my spine.

The game ends in a blur, the home team winning by a landslide. I barely notice. My eyes are locked on Leilani as she celebrates with her squad, her laughter ringing out above the noise of the crowd. She’s breathtaking, her cheeks flushed, her hair damp with sweat. And then, as the players swarm the field, I see it—the way she lingers with one of them. A tall, broad-shouldered guy with a cocky grin. He says something, and Leilani laughs, her face turning pink. Something twists in my gut. He looks familiar. Who is he?

I shake it off, focusing on the task at hand. I slip one of the pills into her soda, watching it dissolve completely. When I approach her, she’s still laughing, her eyes bright. “Hey, princess,” I say, handing her the drink. She takes it without hesitation, her fingers brushing mine. The thought of what’s about to happen makes my blood sing.
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“DAD, I FEEL... WEIRD,” Leilani slurs, her voice heavy with drowsiness as she leans back against the car seat. 

It took us nearly twenty minutes to get to the car, longer than I had thought. Her goodbyes were taking too long, and more than once, she stumbled, limbs drooping. I had to support her the last few steps towards the car. 

That had been a close call. 

I’m backing out of the car park, watching her eyes flutter, struggling to stay open. Her fingers twitch lazily against her thigh. The soft hum of the engine fills the silence between us, the leather seats warm from the heat of her body. I glance at her, my pulse quickening, my grip tightening on the steering wheel. 
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