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Danny Winston was used to existing in the dark. For most of his life, he’d lived in low light, because he had a condition called PMLE – polymorphous light eruption. This meant that Danny’s body reacted poorly to sunlight, and most types of artificial light. His skin would always burn, and turn red. Danny would get itchy, and break out into painful rashes, and hives. He would get exhausted for days, his inflamed body worn out, as he tried to recover. 

Danny would often joke that he was a vampire, as it wasn’t too far from the truth. Because of his skin condition, Danny didn’t leave the house very often. He’d only leave home out of absolute necessity, such as doctor’s appointments. Everything he needed, he could get delivered to his house through grocery, and restaurant apps. Danny needed to stay indoors during the daytime. But despite this, he still tried his best to live a fulfilling life. Danny had a few friends – both online, and in person – and he made enough money from working online that he was able to support himself. 

One evening, Danny experienced something terrifying that shook him to his core. When he’d heard a strange sound outside, Danny had gone to the window. Pulling back his curtains, he’d looked outside. To his horror, he was shocked to see a monster standing outside on the street – a thing of pure terror, and dread. The monster had a thin build, with sharp claws on the end of his long, gnarled fingers, and fangs that protruded over his lip. The monster had been such a horrifying sight, that it affected Danny for some time. Especially since it had turned towards him, staring at Danny with hollow, empty eyes, before striding over to his neighbour’s house. The screams that had followed would forever haunt him. 

Danny had grabbed the first weapon he could find – a large frying pan – and he’d rushed across the street to protect his neighbour, Cassie. It was like he’d been on auto-pilot, his feet going where they needed to go, without him putting any thought into it. The monster had terrified him, but he’d done what needed to be done – and afterwards, Danny had stared down at the mangled, bloody monster lying at his feet. It was dead, he knew that much. The monster had been defeated, the threat eliminated. And as he stood there on the blood-soaked grass, Danny could see his neighbours rushing out of their houses, their expressions full of fear and confusion at the sight in front of them. 

And ever since he’d killed the monster, Danny’s skin had been acting up in the worst way. It was bad enough that Danny had ended up in the ER, desperate for help. The doctors believed that his severe PMLE flareup was compounded by trauma. Danny thought that there could be some truth to that. His skin was continually reacting, remembering things that his mind fought to forget. Even as Danny steeped himself in darkness, his skin itched, and burned with little to no reprieve. Phantom pain crawled under scar tissue like wriggling, crawling insects trapped beneath glass. His angry, red welts took forever to heal into pale, raised ridges – twisted and ugly, only to return within a few short hours. Danny’s arms looked like they belonged to someone else now. He struggled to manage his condition, wishing desperately that it would eventually pass. 

Danny knew without a shadow of a doubt, that he hadn’t imagined the monster – though there were many that refused to believe that he’d seen it. When the police came, they said that it was an animal attack. But it was like no animal that Danny had ever seen. And the neighbours had been questioned, but their versions had been conflicting. Some recalled seeing the monster, others saw a large dog-like creature. Some hadn’t seen an animal at all – and were confused by what had happened to Cassie that night. Danny didn’t know what happened to the monster’s body after the police and ambulance left. He’d gone home, and stood in the shower, scrubbing the blood from his skin, finally allowing himself to cry. 

Danny knew that he hadn’t imagined the way light bent toward the monster, the way brightness fed it. How the streetlamp pulsed like a heart as the thing drank, feeding from his neighbour, as she lay on the ground. He couldn’t shake the image of Cassie’s limp form in the monster’s arms, her face drained of all colour, eyes closed. Danny hadn’t even been certain that she’d still been alive – but thankfully, she’d survived. But his neighbour would never be the same again. 

After the monster sighting, Danny wrote obsessively. Not his usual fiction, either. No. He’d begun feverishly documenting everything. Danny mapped the nights when the light flickered. Logged migraines, skin flare-ups that happened without exposure. Sometimes, he woke to find new blisters forming, despite never leaving the dark. He wrote about anything that he thought might be relevant, as he needed to be thorough. 

Danny had tried to write a few blog posts online about what he’d witnessed, but people just didn’t seem to believe that he was telling the truth. He tweeted about his experience, joined a great deal of Reddit groups, went to TikTok to try and find others who’d seen the sort of thing he’d seen. Danny knew that the monster he’d seen was real. He knew what was lurking out there. And the monster was still affecting him, long after it’d left the area. But it was like people just didn’t want to hear what he had to say, as they thought he was either lying, or delusional. It was intensely frustrating, being dismissed like that. 

Danny went to his bedroom window, and pulled
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