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The Bakhtak Encounter
By: Ray Every


	The Persian legend of Bakhtak (The Sleep Demon) is said to be responsible for the most horrific nightmares of its victims. I felt the rage of this creature myself first-hand. Since my encounter with this creature, I have been completely sleep-deprived.  I awoke late one night to witness it sitting on my chest. It’s power completely weighed me down and made me feel as if I was paralyzed. It all happened on a cold night last winter. 
	“Dad, can you bring me a glass of Pepsi?” I asked. 
	“Vince, carbonated beverages will give you nightmares before bed,” said Dad. 
	“Where do you hear this stuff?” I asked. 
	“My father used to tell me that when I was younger.” 
	Dad went downstairs to get my soda. I could hear the creak of the stairs as he descended every step. I fell back onto my pillow as I waited for him to come back with my drink. Suddenly, I heard what sounded like a drawer closing in the bathroom down the hall. I sat up quickly and stared out of my open bedroom door. A chill ran down my spine. 
	“Hello.” I whispered.
	“Is anyone there?”
	I heard the stairs begin the creak. The creaking sound grew closer and closer. I hid under my covers and clenched my fists. Suddenly, a hand grabbed the covers and pulled them off me. I SCREAMED! I looked up to see my father wearing Pepsi all over his button up shirt. 
	“What is wrong with you!?” Dad yelled. 
	“I’m sorry, I heard a noise coming from the bathroom.”
	“I got scared. I’m sorry, Dad.”
	Dad looked at me in frustration. I was so embarrassed. 
	“I will go check the bathroom.” Dad said. 
	I watched as he walked to the bathroom. He turned the light on and peaked his head inside. 
	“Nothing, but it does stink a little.” Dad said with a chuckle. 
	“Oh my God, you’re the one who made tacos!” I yelled. 
	“Vince, go to sleep.”
	“Goodnight,” I said. 
	Dad turned off my bedroom light and closed the door behind him. I fell back onto my pillow and stared at the ceiling fan. The spinning of the fan caused my eyes to grow heavy as I fell asleep.
	Suddenly, I woke up in a cold sweat. My heart was racing, and it felt as if it was going to burst out of my chest. I never felt so frightened in my life. I laid back down after calming myself down. My eyes grew heavy as I fell back to sleep. 
	Suddenly, I woke up again. This time I couldn’t move. I felt as if I was tied to my bed. My eyes felt as if they were glued shut. I tried opening my eyes and I couldn’t. My arms couldn’t move. My heart began to race faster and faster. I finally opened my eyes and saw a black shadow sitting on my chest. It was pressing its clawed hands into my throat. I couldn’t breathe, nor could I think straight. I could not see what this creature looked like because it was so dark. I started to pray because I thought I was going to die. 
	“Let me go, please.” I spoke. 
	 A gentle breeze crept close to my ear. It felt cold. It felt as if someone was getting ready to whisper something to me. Then, I heard a voice say something. 
	“Don’t worry, it’s just a dream.”
	Suddenly, I sat up. I looked around, and nothing was there. 
	“Was it just a dream?” I asked myself. 
	I looked at my closet door directly in front of my bed. There was something carved in the wood of my closet. It read: BAKHTAK. 


