
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

Black eyes of the night

by

R.C.Cooper


 

Part I

 

There was another loud bang on the window, the frame shook so violently I was surprised the glass didn't shatter. Lucy and I were shaking in fear, we had no idea what was happening. I could feel a trickle of sweat running off my forehead and down my face. I looked at Lucy, she was stood in the living room, staring at the door with terror in her eyes, a lonely tear running down her cheek. I tried to tell her everything will be fine, but I couldn't get any sound out. I wanted to be strong and brave for her but I had never felt like this. It was inhuman, like some sort of primal instinct from an age when men were hunted, and I felt like their prey.

My brain was telling me to run but my body ignored it. My legs were quaking but not going anywhere, like my feet had been glued to the carpet. We were both frozen in place, seemingly unable to move. 

What felt like an eternity went past. I plucked up the strength and ran to the front door, nearly tripping over my own feet. I slammed the door shut so hard it nearly came off its hinges. I was frantically trying to slide the lock with my shaking hands. As I did this, Lucy found her courage and ran through the living room and kitchen to the back door, she was struggling with the wind to shut it. Her long blonde hair kept getting in her eyes and wrapping around her face. 

The storm was so strong! The harder she pushed the stronger it got, like the wind itself was against us. It swung wide open again, nearly knocking her over. 

I finally managed to get the lock to slide into place and darted through to the kitchen to help her. I slid beside her on the wet tiled floor. 

The wind was blowing leaves all around the house, they were hitting my eyes, making it even harder to see. The rain was coming in through the open door and the kitchen floor looked like a river making its way through to the living room. The sound of the wind was deafening, like a dragon roaring. 

As I looked out through squinted eyes into the dark garden I saw another one of them walking towards us...

 

Hang on, I'm getting ahead of myself here. Let me start from the very beginning.

 


 

Part II : Ashley.

 

Hi my name is Ashley Johnson. I'm a fairly normal guy. About 6'1", 12 stone with short dark brown hair. There was nothing special that stands out about me, nothing that I am aware of anyway. 

I'm not religious or superstitious. I've never had much of a political preference and I have just a small handful of good mates. I grew up a city boy, I knew my way around people and how to get out of trouble. Oh and I rode a motorbike, which I sometimes regretted in the winter. But looking back I would do anything to have my life back exactly the way it was. 

I had a wife too, Lucy. She was brought up in Canada, although both her parents were English, so she had a peculiar accent. She was friendly to every person she met. She would even walk down the street smiling at complete strangers, they didn't usually smile back though. She was tall, about 5'7" and had long blonde hair and a small birthmark on her neck like an upside down heart, she always hated it but I thought it was cute. 

Together we lived in an old detached house with ivy growing all over it, not far from Cambridge. It was just like all our neighbours houses, you could tell the architect didn't have a very good imagination, but it was comfortable. The estate was a nice one, even if was a bit plain. It's just out of town enough not to be bothered by constant traffic. Everyone on our street got on well, but for the most part kept themselves to themselves. We liked the neighbours but didn't join in with garden parties and barbecues very often, usually only on a special occasion. 

We both worked full time. I was a mechanic for a small garage in Cambridge and Lucy was a nurse. As you can probably tell, we were just a normal couple, possibly bordering on boring. Sure we may have acted like boring old farts, but we were happy, boring old farts.

Let me begin by telling you this is not a story meant to scare you. It is what it is, a chilling recount of one part of my life I wish I could forget, and a way to tell everyone what really happened. Whether you believe me or not, I know what happened. 

If you have ever heard of the urban legend of the "black eyed kids" and thought it was all make believe. Then you are just like me, and just as naïve. 

The events that happened 11 years ago are something I would not wish on anyone. And the worst part for you is that nobody will believe you even if this does happen to you. 

 


 

Part III : The beginning.

 

It all started on November 7th 2003.

It started out just like every other day. I woke up early, with the sun shining through my window. I could hear birds outside, they had made a nest in the tree on our front lawn. There was the usual sound of cars in the distance, all trying to get to work before the rush hour. 

I kissed my sleeping wife on the forehead. Quietly I put on my motorbike leathers and went downstairs to make a cup of tea before heading out. 

The day started out nice. It was cold, but that was to be expected at this time of year. It was just nice to have a bit of sunlight, and the way it made the the morning dew sparkle on the grass filled me with confidence that it was going to be a good day. Unfortunately that was short lived. 

It was a long day. We didn't have many customers, presumably because of the bad weather that had appeared early afternoon. I left work at about 5 in the evening as usual, it was dark by this time. It had been raining most of the day and the roads were wet and miserable. 
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