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The kitchen was dark. Just a faint sliver of moonlight shone through the big glass windows, which during daylight looked out over a rather mundane patio and a nondescript garden in an equally nondescript street. It was not a large room, this being a particularly cramped dwelling, at least for the human occupant, but he was not the only creature who lived here. Although, in the manner of humans, he thought he was the most important, he was wrong. The human believed he ran this dwelling, and in that he was also wrong.

For a while the other creatures which dwelled in the house listened and pointed, with their hairy ears alert to any sounds, and their red bulging eyes watching in the darkness. It was silent, save for the drip-drip of the leaky tap and the soft squeak-squeak of one of the kitchen’s mousy occupants. Ikthik, the boldest of the small creatures, pushed past the salt cellar, haphazardly shoving it onto a shelf; it was a good deal taller than the creature, and for good measure he kicked it hard. The salt cellar moved, teetering over the edge of the wooden shelf above the sink. The imp grinned, his sharp, brown teeth revealed in a round but rather squashed face; a cap fashioned from the washing rags, which kept mysteriously vanishing, according to the householder, adorned a bulbous head. The blue and white check pattern oddly reflected in the shiny silver cruet as a shaft of moonlight hit it. He kicked the salt cellar again, bouncing with glee as it tumbled over, showering salt hither and thither onto the floor.

“Timber!” he shouted in his high-pitched voice, beyond the hearing of the kitchen’s owner but not the small creatures who ran past the mouse-trap behind the fridge as though it were not there. Every day the cheese was gone, but no small mousey bodies were left behind. The imps and their squeaking friends had an understanding – cheese was a fair exchange for transport. And the largest mouse waited, matchstick and string harness about its shoulders and button-wheeled chariot behind.

Ikthik tugged the remains of a face flannel about his rather hunched shoulders — another item purloined, this one pink with a grinning yellow duck, such as a human child would have, or perhaps someone rather larger with an obsession for ducks. It did not suit the imp, but the creature was extraordinarily proud of his garment. It marked him out as leader, as the chieftain of this little group and rider of the mouse-carriage. 

Using a line, no thicker than a length of cotton, which indeed it was, the imp chieftain slid down from the shelf. The cotton had been incautiously discarded next to the sewing box, and the reel of it was held by another imp — Piper, the Holder of the Sacred Rope. The sewing box itself was a treasure-trove for the imps, and each and every one held a needle, a sharpened button or scrap of cloth as a weapon or hook with which to climb. The giant spider which lurked under the fridge was a pesky critter, after all. Buttons were another item the householder found wanting in the dwelling. He knew he bought them on a regular basis, but he could not, for the life of him, work out where they went, possibly the same place as his socks or keys. Ah, yes . . . the socks, perfect for imp bedding, but the human did not know that. 

Ikthik bounced from the hot-water tap to land in the stainless-steel sink, chuckling when he saw the clean, empty expanse of stainless steel, the pristine sideboards and the carefully stacked washing up. This was going to be very enjoyable. Standing in a small puddle he beckoned to the others, and one by one they slid down the cotton thread, yelling with glee at the prospect of mayhem. Their calls alerted Rufus, the elderly dog dozing in the corner. The hound opened one sleepy eye and growled, then barked once, and having done its duty to alert the household that something was amiss, returned to its slumber. All the imps liked the dog; it was soft and slow and sometimes left food in its bowl. It was, they thought, a shame about the smell.

“Nice doggy,” said Gleego, an imp with bright green freckles on his face. 

Bunter, an imp wearing an eye-patch, waved a clawed hand in front of his nose “I wonder what they feed this mutt.”
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