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    To the monsters under my bed
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1 Picture It
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No one believed me about the little things. They thought I made it up or forgot where I put my cup or my book. But I didn’t forget. And by the time it wasn’t just little things anymore... it was too late.

It started only weeks after we’d moved in. The thrill of the new house had worn off, and we’d unpacked everything there was to unpack and settled into a rhythm. Sal and Jilly were two best friends, and Lana and I had known each other since we were in kindergarten. Somehow we’d come together our first year of college and formed a little unit. It made sense for us to live together from then on. 

Sal, with her math smarts, found us a perfect house in our budget and broke down our bills. Jilly found great decor with her artistic eye. I would be in charge of dinners and Lana would be like our house mother and divvy up the chores. We had a perfect system.

But then it began to change. 

Sal woke earliest and made coffee and left for work. Jilly and I were up around the same time. Jilly finished Sal’s coffee and refilled the pot for a second cup and enough for me and Lana. Lana wouldn’t be up til after Jilly and I left, but she didn’t mind lukewarm coffee.

It was a Tuesday when I came down to the kitchen to find the coffee pot plugged in on a different counter. My half-awake brain tried to lift the pot and my fingers closed around nothing. When I glanced around, confused, and saw the coffeemaker on the other side of the fridge now. I shrugged it off, though, and figured Sal decided she liked it better over there. No big deal.

Lana asked about it once, but it got shrugged off and no one pressed the issue to pinpoint who moved it. Sal was planning a party and Jilly was stressing over what to wear, so between one thing and another, it was... forgotten. 

On a Thursday morning, I stumbled into the bathroom to shower before work and noticed the next thing. Everything on the vanity counter had been rearranged. The toothbrush holder moved to inside the cabinet, the soap bottle on the right instead of the left, and the bottle of mouthwash was nowhere to be found.
I asked Sal, but she didn’t know what had happened. She asked Lana that evening once we were all home. Lana walked into the bathroom and said she didn’t know what we were talking about; she pointed and everything was where it had been the day before. Sal and I frowned at each other. Did we have a shared hallucination or something? We glanced back at Jilly. She only shrugged and said she didn’t use that bathroom today.
The rest of them brushed it off. But something about it stuck with me.
A week or two later, I found my wallet in the kitchen instead of the closet.
Then Jilly turned the house upside down trying to find her slippers as she swore she’d left in her room. She found them in the pantry.
Sal couldn’t find her cell phone for three days, but one morning it lay on her nightstand as though it had never left.
But no one wanted to talk about what it meant.
I didn’t even want to talk about what it meant.
So we didn’t talk about it.
If only we’d thought about it. If only we’d known what to do. Maybe then I wouldn’t be in this situation. But it’s too late. 

Monday, the living room windows were wide open, curtains streaming in the breeze.
Wednesday, we woke to find the dining room table set with empty plates and clean silverware. Only.. it was one place setting short. 
Tuesday, I noticed Lana couldn’t keep her eyes off her phone and had an expression of confusion tinged with fear made me ask her if she was okay.
She brushed it off.
But on Friday, she didn’t come home from work.
Sal told us not to worry. She said that Lana had started talking to someone, and she was probably out with them for the weekend.
I called her once, but it forwarded straight to voicemail. I wanted to go to the police, and I wanted to check with her teachers. But every time I went to call someone, I somehow forgot until I was somewhere else. In the middle of class or grocery shopping. It was like the entire memory of Lana had been taken from my brain and I could only think about her if I focused really hard. 
Tuesday, keyrings had their keys rearranged, and we had the worst morning ever. Still no sign of Lana. 
Friday, the table was set again... with one less place made up.
I called Lana again.
Jilly screamed from the kitchen on Saturday and we rushed in.
“Who did this!” She waved her phone from side to side. Sal and I leaned forward to see.
There was a picture of Jilly in bed, fast asleep.
Needless to say... Jilly didn’t come home that Sunday.

Sal admits her fear at last. But I’ve known all along that something was wrong here. She asks if we should go to the police and I try to explain what happens every time I’ve tried. But the words won’t form. We cry and hold each other in my bedroom that night. 
Two days later, the table was done up again, and I ran to my room in tears. I called Sal over and over just to hear her voice. But she didn’t answer. And she didn’t come home. 

Alone in the house, I’m afraid something is keeping me here. I haven’t stepped foot outside in days, afraid I won’t be able to come back. But I’m low on food and will have to take the risk soon. 

And this morning I woke to find a photo on my phone, one I didn’t take.
Of me sleeping in my bed the night before. It must be my turn. 
If you’ve found this message... it’s too late for me. But there’s still time for you to get out. Get out of this house and don’t look back. 
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2 The Price of Promises
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Julia huddled under her blanket and kept her eyes shut. If she pretended she hadn’t heard anything, maybe it would go away. 

The giggle came again and a tap tap tap of small feet scurried across the hardwood floors. 

Julia whimpered involuntarily and clapped a hand over her mouth. The thing would know she’s awake now. She shrunk further under the blanket; the fabric scratching her face and tickling her nose and held her breath. 

“Come and pla-ay!” The voice sing-songed. Then the tap tap tap of feet came closer to the bed. 

The blanket shifted as the thing tugged on the corner. It tugged harder, and the cloth slid off Julia’s face. She couldn’t help it. She opened her eyes. 

But no one was there. She closed her eyes again and pulled her knees up to her chest. She tried to think of what to do. Mommy and Daddy were asleep downstairs. Would they get up here in time if she screamed? 

Another giggle and something jagged dragged along the bottom of her foot. She lashed out reflexively, and her leg made contact with something solid. She scrambled into a sitting position and clutched at the wall behind her. Her face whipped back and forth as she tried to find what she’d kicked. 

A hand—no, a paw—grabbed the edge of her bed and pulled the creature up to its feet. And when Julia finally saw what had woken her, she almost laughed
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