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DARKNESS. 

Shadows. 

Evil. 

Everywhere. 

Darkness. Shadows. Evil. Hiding. Everywhere.

The house was aglow. All the lights burned brightly, piercing the night seeping in through uncurtained windows and door frames and any entry point not covered. The wind howled pushing the darkness forward, edging it on.

The man stood in front of the window watching it come. In his hand a cigarette burned between the third and fourth finger. Gripped in the web of his thumb and held firm by the index finger was a bottle of Bourbon.

He brought the bottle up, taking a long swig. He grimaced with its burning path down his throat and chased it down, putting out the fire with a long drag on his cigarette.

Night approached turning the window into a mirror and the man looked in disgust at what he had become. Three days' worth of stubble shaded his face, hair unkempt and bloodshot tired eyes. Always tired. There was a hollowness about his face. Skin hung loosely around his chin. He didn’t look forty-three, looked sixty. Once upon a time he had been fit, solid of build and considered handsome. But ‘Once upon a time’ was fit only for fairytales. That’s what his previous life felt like, a fairytale. A fairytale that went wrong somewhere.

Somewhere, somehow, sometime, the sixes had broken the rules and new ones had emerged.

Jacob wasn’t stupid, he learned the game quickly, studied the rules, and he knew what the night brought. He knew the night wanted him. Wanted to drain his blood, capture his soul, torture his body, scorch the flesh, feed on it, and devour it.

It’s been six months now. Six months of being extra careful. Six months of lights on at night. Six months of waiting. Six months of an alcoholic slumber. Six months of vicious shaving cuts.

As much as he could remember, six seemed the magic number. Everything was six. Six months, six days, six weeks, six hours. Even an inverted nine was a six. Twelve was two sixes. Two threes were six.

Life. Darkness. Six.

Always there, always present.

The sixes were coming for him. Straight from Hell and trying to break through the barrier of light and dark. Evil motherfuckers with heinous thoughts. He couldn’t run nor could he escape. How does one escape the darkness? He’d tried many times but night always came and now those ... those things ... those sixes, were influencing the daylight.

Often he heard them. Rattling the doors, sending shivers of ice down his spine. Strange sounds from nowhere. Eyes watching him. A presence in the room. Footsteps approaching from behind.

Darkness, its strongest hours and darkness lasted longer than light.

“Come on you bastard,” he yelled at the encroaching blackness. “Give me your best fucking shot.”

As if in answer a cold chill prickled his spine. He took another swig of bourbon to warm the Goosebumps and took a step back from the window.

He dropped the cigarette on the wooden floor of his living room and squashed it with his shoe. The room was almost bare. It contained a single chair with a small round table next to it and a mattress on the floor against the wall. A single photograph sat on the pillow. Against the far wall was a milk bottle filled to the top with clear liquid. It had sat there untouched for six months.

Above the bed, a picture hung crooked. The painting was a cheap supermarket buy and depicted a beach scene during a storm. A brown shack stood in the dunes, wind and sea spray battering the old wood. Peeling yellowed wallpaper covered the edges of the picture.

On the table was an overflowing ashtray and a dirty shot glass. On the floor were three cartons of cigarettes. Jacob had stocked up when the sixes increased their power. It would only be a matter of time when daylight or room lights were no longer effective. Only a matter of time.

When had the fairytale gone wrong? He liked his life ‘Once upon a time’ and wished he could return to that. Impossible. He knew that but it was always nice to wish with a bottle in the hand and nothing much else to do but wait.

Wait for the sixes to break through and it wasn’t dark enough yet. They liked utter blackness. Hard to get in the city, but not out here on the edge of the suburbs, in a one room flat. No, out here darkness was pure.

Hard. Pure. Complete.

The nearest neighbor was a good ten minute walk away. Across the road, a lush green paddock awaited the morning cows, and on the other side of his house was a junkyard, filled with rusty car frames and a whole heap of unwanted vehicle gunk. Yet that place did good business during the day.

Jacob lit another cigarette. He had barely eaten in three days. His solid frame had whittled and everything he had been ‘Once upon a time’ no longer visible.

Why had the sixes chosen him? What did he do? Or was he just the unlucky soul drawn from a barrel of millions available?

The wind hammered the front door.

“Trying to get in are ya?” Jacob said as he headed to the mattress and sat down, leaning against the wall.

He picked up the photograph and stared at the image of his wife. To him she was beautiful, others may have considered her plain or average but what others thought never concerned him, as it did her. He watched her for years trying to be prettier, more social and ignoring the whispered nit picking behind her back.

“Always stronger than me, weren’t you, Michelle?” He studied the blue eyes the beauty not hidden behind the glasses she wore. The laughter lines highlighted her mouth. Every time he looked at her she was beautiful. All his memories were good ones, the bad having fled with the introduction of bourbon. “What are you doing now?” he whispered the image. “Did you look for me when I left?” He waited as if expecting an answer. “Wish I could see you again. Kiss the wonderful faces of yours... but I can’t.” Suddenly, his voice changed. “I won’t let the sixes find you. I won’t let them have you.” In defensive anger, he tore the photograph into small pieces. “They’ll be here soon. I can feel the change in the air.” He took a long swallow of bourbon and threw the torn pieces at his chair. Silently he choked back a tear. Wiped his eyes and whispered, “Once upon a time has fucking ended.”

He flicked his cigarette at the darkness pressing against the window. Taking another mouthful of bourbon he saw the glass balloon inward taking the shape of a hand. The alcohol never made it down his throat. The hand extended a pointing finger. Fog covered the top quarter of the window and Jacob watched letters being drawn by invisible fingers.

The hand snapped away from the glass and it wobbled back to its normal form. Dew was running from the letters. From his position on the bed, he could clearly read the words: I’m coming for you.

“Jesus Christ in Heaven...” he muttered frantically searching his pockets for another cigarette. His hand shook madly and any warmth in the room suddenly vanished, replaced by ice.

Only one part of his body had any warmth and it was from urine soaking the crotch of his trousers. It was barely noticed. His eyes were fixed on the letters.

Something thumped the front door repeatedly. It was unlocked. Jacob smiled. The sixes couldn’t enter.

The house shook. Small clumps of plaster dropped to the floor. Jacob didn’t move from the bed. It was lucky he had torn the photograph when he did. If he had waited like he
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