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The group of pajama-clad
girls giggled as Chloe turned off the lights, rendering the dorm
room completely dark. The pitch inky blackness was punctuated with
one single candle flickering on the window sill. Chloe took a swig
from the bottle of cheap vodka being passed around the group and
sat down to rejoin her friends. The half-dozen girls sat in a
circle on the floor surrounding a cardboard store-bought ouija
board.

One by one the girls
belligerently asked the “spirits” in the room to answer questions,
most of which involved boys and sex. When it was her turn, Chloe
closed her eyes, drumming up dramatic effect, and asked her
question.

“Will I get knocked up this
year?” She bellowed in a creepy voice, mocking the faux scary
seance. Chloe didn’t believe for one second in the existence of
anything supernatural. She only believed in partying, of which she
was an expert. As long as the booze was flowing Chloe was up for
anything, even a stupid seance in her room.

“Cut it out Chloe, ask a
serious question,” Her friend hissed, taking their scary party a
little too seriously.

“I am serious, I need to
know if I need to go out and get some more condoms,” Chloe smiled,
nudging her friend with her foot. Along with the copious amounts of
alcohol she enjoyed, Chloe indulged heavily with the opposite sex
as well. Most nights her partying was co-ed, and typically ended
with a screaming-hot orgasm in her rickety college issue bed. Her
count of conquests was nearing the triple digits and she was
earning quite the reputation as an easy lay.

“You need all the condoms
you can get,” Her friend laughed, but not joking in the
least.

“This whole thing is
stupid,” Chloe sighed, rolling her eyes as she kicked the ouija
board to the side.

“I wouldn’t do that if I
were you,” Her friend warned, cringing as she watched the board
skidding across the floor.

“Why? Is something going to
get me? Is a big boogyman going to suddenly appear and kill
me?

**

As the night crept into the
morning, Chloe’s friends stumbled back to their own rooms to sleep
off the bottom shelf booze. Hitting her mattress hard, Chloe closed
her eyes, the room still spinning beneath her eyelids. Amid her
tossing and turning, sleep finally came, albeit rough.

The small glowing digits of
her alarm clock flashed 3:00, and the small cramped dorm room grew
uncomfortably cold. Half asleep, Chloe groped at her feet for her
blanket, throwing it over her shivering body. The air grew frigid
and nipped at the tip of her nose. Unable to stand the
uncomfortable temperature, Chloe opened her eyes and groaned in
frustration.

“Damn idiots turned the air
conditioning full fucking blast,” She hissed, gathering her blanket
around her shoulders and shuffling toward the door. In her anger,
Chloe hadn’t noticed the glowing red light peeking out from the
bottom of her door.

Pushing her door wide open,
she was met with a crimson fog that filled the entire dormitory
corridor. Chloe shook her head, certain that this was just a
drunken nightmare. She dug her fingernails into her wrist feeling
the pinch on her delicate skin. This was definitely not a
dream.

Her head spun trying to
understand what was going on around her. Small puffs of white air
escaped her lips as her breathing quickened in the cold creepy
stillness. She tiptoed toward the thermostat in the hall. Checking
the setting, she saw it was still set on heat, which puzzled her.
Chloe pounded her fist against the thermostat to jump start it back
to life, but nothing happened. The needle was still buried below
freezing.

She turned around to find
the Resident Advisor and heard a strange sound behind her back. The
low rumbling growl was unlike anything she heard before. A
sickening pit formed in her stomach and Chloe was frozen in fear.
She was too afraid to turn around but too curious not to. Her head
slowly swiveled to the side, catching a glimpse of the tall dark
figure at the end of the hall.

Her mouth opened to scream,
but nothing came out but a wheeze. Chloe’s throat felt as if it was
being squeezed shut from the inside out. She clawed at the
porcelain white skin of her throat gasping for air. Her body turned
fully around, watching in horror as the huge looming figure skimmed
the floor moving closer and closer. Chloe’s feet felt as if they
were nailed to the floor. She couldn’t run, she couldn’t scream,
all she could do was watch the beastly shape with the deep red eyes
coming towards her.

The hooded beast came so
close she could smell the burning acrid scent of his being
surrounding her. Chloe looked into the deep hood of his cloak,
finding only darkness where his face should be, and the mesmerizing
glow of his eyes. Murky black smoke rose from his center,
surrounding her with whispy snakelike tendrils. She clamped her
eyes shut, praying it would go away or that she would wake up from
her nightmare.

But it didn’t
work.

The thick ropelike
appendages groped at her body, reaching underneath her pajamas and
wrapping around her limbs.

The long tendrils slithered
up her legs like snakes looking to strike. They broke away from
their pack and spread out all over her body beneath her clothes.
The beast held her still as it probed beneath her panties, finding
her smooth warm slit. Chloe gasped as it touched her folds, only to
be silenced by one of the black appendages wrapping tightly around
her neck. The thing, whatever it was, had her trapped. Chloe was
completely at the demon’s mercy…and the beast had none.

The thick smoky arm between
her legs grew harder as it pushed inside her core. Over and over it
thrust, each time harder than the
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