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Subject: 2985461 

AKA: Jessika Dower 

Age: 7 

Situation: Catastrophic 

 

Twenty-three monster. Twenty-three freaking monster quit in the last ten months. I’ve put 

some of the best on this case and still nothing! What could a little girl possibly do to scare 

some of the greatest monsters in my organisation?  

 I remember when her first monster was assigned. A long, black snake with a mouth 

full of fangs and milky white eyes that glowed in the dark. He was with Jessika Dower for 

just over six years before Jessika wasn’t afraid of him anymore. That wasn’t uncommon, until 

twenty-three other monsters I assigned to Jessika threw in the towel.  

 Scrolling through the files of other potential monsters on my tablet, I sighed. There 

was only one monster fit for this job.  

Me.  

* 

I opened the closet door and stepped out into a room strewn with dolls and dresses; obviously 

a little girl’s room. Looking around, I took in my surroundings. Everything seemed normal: 

the room was full of all things and little girl could want. The only thing that seemed out of the 

ordinary was the large hole in the wall beside the door. The sound of footsteps broke my train 

of thought and I dropped down, sliding under the bed that was made with pink bedsheets.   

 The door clicked open and light flooded the room. I winced and shrunk back further 

under the bed. Two pairs of legs appeared in the doorway, one pair was considerably shorter 

than the other and was scratched and bruised, covered in pink and yellow Band-Aids, the 

signs of childhood; that must be Jessika.  

 She made her way towards the bed and once there, Jessika was lifted off the ground 

and the bed dipped as she laid down and the sheets rustled as she was tucked in. 

 ‘I’ll talk to Daddy about today.’ I strained to hear the woman as she whispered. ‘You 

try to get some sleep, sweetheart.’ 

 ‘I’m sorry I broke Daddy’s glasses, Mummy,’ Jessika said, her voice cracking into a 

soft sob. ‘I really didn’t mean to.’  



 ‘Shh,’ her mother soothed. ‘It’s alright, just try to get some sleep.’  

 Jessika’s mother walked out of the bedroom, flicking off the light and closing the 

door.  I waited a few moments, listening to Jessika roll around and breathe, before snaking 

out an elongated arm and tracing a claw down her cheek.  

She smacked my arm away. ‘I’m not scared of you.’ Her voice shook, and she pulled 

up the covers that were hanging over the bed.  

 I reached out again, but was interrupted by the slamming of a door and yelling erupted 

from somewhere in the house. The thumping of footsteps and smashing glass almost almost 

drowned it out. Almost.  

 Jessika became frantic. She leapt off the bed, dropped down to her hands and knees 

and tried to squeeze under the small space where I was hiding. 

 ‘Move over,’ she said in a hushed voice, shoving me.  

 Startled, but curious, I slid over and tried to squish up, so Jessika could fit. We laid 

there in silence for a few moments, listening to the yelling and crashing before Jessika began 

to cry, covering her ears. My hand covered her back as I tried to soothe her.  

 ‘Does this happen a lot?’ I asked, trying to keep my rumbling voice soft. She gave a 

nod and looked at me, tears running down her pale cheeks. Her answer had me thinking, how 

many other children could this be happening to?  

 The situation brought back a memory of a young boy I used to scare back in my 

earlier years. I noticed that his room was always bare, apart from the holes in the walls. I 

would listen to his father yell and the boy would cry before coming to bed. There wasn’t 

anything I could do. I had orders to scare the child and that was it. So, that that’s what I did, 

until I was told the boy no longer required our services. I did nothing back then, but I won’t 

do nothing now.  

 My eyes trained on the door as the yelling came closer. The door was shoved open so 

hard, it smashed into the wall, causing Jessika to flinch under my hand.  

 ‘Jessika,’ the man yelled, stomping into the room. ‘Jessika, where are you? Don’t 

make me have to find you!’  

 There was a loud thump as the man dropped to his knees and reached under the bed 

towards Jessika. I shot out one of my arms out, sticking my hand into his open one. The man 

gave a yell and fell back, giving me room to slide out from underneath the bed. I towered 

over the him as he lay shaking on the floor, with the spikes lining my spine scraping against 

the roof. I leaned down and grabbed the man by the jaw to stop his scream.  



 ‘Listen here, you pitiful excuse for a man, this will be the last time you cause any 

harm to this girl and her family. I may be a monster, but you—’ I squeezed his face harder. 

‘You are scum.’  He let out a gargled noise and I threw him towards the door. ‘Now leave, 

and don’t come back.’  

 The man scrabbled to his feet and stumbled out of the room, screaming all the way 

down the hallway. The screaming halted when – what I assumed was – the front door 

slammed shut. 

 I turned to Jessika as she pulled herself out from under the bed. I leaned down, lifted 

her up and laid her down on the bed. She stared up at me with wide eyes as I drew the covers 

up to her chin.  

 ‘You are safe now, little one. G to sleep,’ I said, stepping back and sliding under the 

bed.  

 ‘Are you going to stay?’ Jessika asked.  

 I was silent for a moment. ‘Yes.’ 

 I will protect Jessika. For she is my child, and I am the monster under her bed. 

 


