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The creak of the floorboards jolted me from sleep. My heart raced as I lay still, listening intently. It was after midnight, and the house was supposed to be quiet. Was that someone walking? I sat up, holding my blanket against my chest.

“It must be the wind,” I whispered to myself. I could not shake the uneasy feeling in my gut. I swung my legs over the side of my bed, and the cold floor sent a shiver up my spine. I wanted to open my door to see if I could hear anything, but I knew my personal guard would be standing there. 

He will send me straight back to bed, but maybe he can tell me if something is going on? I decided I could knock on the door. If I do not leave my room, I cannot get in trouble.

“Excuse me? Sir?” I said into the door. I heard a slight shuffle outside the door and then the doorknob began to turn.

“Alys is something wrong?” my guard asked.

“I heard a noise,” I said hoping for some answers.

“Everything is secure out here. Go back to sleep.”

I turned back from the door and headed to my bed. As soon as I got to my bed, there was a loud crashing sound coming from downstairs. I froze as I listened again. I know I am not allowed out of my room, but I must see what is going on down there.

I got back out of my bed and tiptoed over to my door. I pressed my ear against the cold wooden door, trying to make out any sounds that echoed through the house. Moonlight was streaming through the narrow window. 

“Just a little peek,” I whispered to myself. I knew the rules: no wandering at night. But I could not ignore the noises I was hearing. I stepped back from my door and glanced around my dimly lit room. I could not ignore the feeling in my stomach telling me something was going on.

The sounds started to get louder, a thud followed by a faint, eerie laugh. I swallowed hard and placed my hand on my doorknob. I hesitated; my guard already told me to go back to sleep. I let go of the doorknob and paced around my room once more. If I don’t go now, whoever or whatever is down there will be gone by morning. 
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