
(I’m) the monster under their bed.

Author’s Note:
Great movie, though it gave me a lot of feels- this was something I realized that I immediabely jumped on.

Yes, it is 3 AM as I am posting this, but it needs to be done






“No.”








She says it so simply, moments before the pink-haired girl in front of him turns into a pink-haired fox and chases after a poor, innocent pair of squirrels. He watches her go, laughing through vocal chords distinctly 

not 

meant to produce the delighted warble of a teenage voice, and feels the ground under his feet crack and crumble.


 


It’s- well, Ballister has yet to figure out if there’s a stronger word than dread, but the feeling aches like a bruise, like the phantom memories of his right arm, the same ones that send him flinching away sometimes, when he and Ambrosius spar.


 


It’s the feeling he’d gotten when he realized a thousand years of history was worth less than the ink it had cost to print those lies. Of the foundation of his life splitting down the middle, shattering like glass. Never clean, and liable to lead to a number of injuries, most of which he still liked to complain about.


 


It was amazing how often one could use a missing limb to get away from chores.








Regardless, unlike many, 

many

 others, when the truth of the Institute and all that had happened came to light, Ballister had found himself with both feet on the ground- only now, it seemed there was a basement to the house of lies, with the cracks between his feet.


 


Ambrosius finds him rooted to the spot- roughly, at least- two hours later, carrying a bag of take-out in each hand and calling him over. Ballister continues to brood on the stump, muttering something about pineapple under his breath, before he sees his boyfriend take a seat in the grass next to him, shoving a tupperware box of butter chicken under his nose.








Ballister, despite himself, smiles- though his stomach has tied itself into a fancy old knot- and eats.


 


In the distance, the strange chirping he has come to learn is not a bird, but a rhino, rings out. 


 


- 








“Ballister, are you alright?” Ambrosius finally asks him, having finished his own Madras long before Ballister has managed to down even half of his own dinner.








“I-” Ballister blinks as his voice 

cracks

. Ambrosius’ eyes light up in glee, and a thousand embarrassing memories flood to the surface. Puberty had been a particular brand of hell, even with the constant bullying that had made up so much of his childhood. 








Normally, Ambrosius’ laughter- as sweet a sound as a sunset, and clear as a church bell- would be enough to break him from even his most dour moods, but not this one, it seems. 


 


“I don’t think I am,” Ballister finally admits, grabbing the lid to close his own dinner back up, though he only manages to reach for it before his non-robotic hand is suddenly elsewise engaged, entwined with Ambrosius’.








His boyfriend leans against him, Ballister returning the gesture of silent affection.


 


“What’s wrong- do you want to talk about it?”








“I- uh,” Ballister looks back at the woods. “I asked Nimona a question-”








“Ah, did she get upset?” Ambrosius asks, looking like he’s swallowed a lemon.


 


That particular sight 

does

 manage to rouse a chuckle from Ballister. Nimona and Ambrosius… they were working on it, though him being a direct descendant of the very person who had turned her into the country’s devil was a definite issue they had yet to properly work through.


 


“No,” he says. “She didn’t get angry- she…” Ballister can’t bring himself to say it, not right now, not without her here. It feels too personal, a breach of trust, even if she’d made it sound like it was nothing.


 


Nimona was far too good at that for his liking.


 


“She?”








“What?”








“She what?” Ambrosius asks. A squeeze of his hand, one returned without thought. “What did she say?”








“I-,” Ballister hears Nimona laughing somewhere in the murk, though all the sound does is make his heart break a little more. “She said no. ”


 


-


 


Ballister knew he had his quirks- everyone did- but even he had to admit his fair share of them dated back to his time in the Institute. There were a few harmless ones- a vitriolic hatred of particular flavors of energy bars, alongside an instinctual fight-or-flight reaction to some alarm noises- but a fair few more of them stemmed from his… interpersonal interactions.








Sure, he regretted ever stepping foot in the Institute on occasion, though he never once regretted it with all his heart. 


 


It had, after all, led him to the love of his life, and the girl he called daughter whenever she was just out of earshot. 








Still, a fair few more of them were the result of a decade’s worth of bullying. He was able to hold a conversation with most of his fellow graduating year, sure, even able to stomach more than a few seconds in Thoddeus’ presence, but you didn’t just forget stuff like that.








Even now, the sound of a whisper was enough to have his hackles raising, and laughter, more often than not, would sour his mood rather than lighten it. Which, given he’d come to associate the sound with people laughing 

at

 him, wasn’t surprising.


 


Still, no sword nor armor could do its job without tempering, and Ballister had treated his own situation much the same. For every time he wanted to lash out and break someone’s nose- or even simply throw back an insult- he refrained, and though he’d had his… lapses, his armor had become galvanized, with time.


 


It didn’t chip, it didn’t bend, it didn’t break.








Which is why, when next he saw a toy of that 

stupid

 dragon commercial, packed away on a shelf with a thousand more like it, he didn’t even register what he was doing until he’d reached out and snapped the thing in half.








He didn’t know what was worse- the crying child next to him, Ambrosius’ concerned gaze contrasted with the anger blazing in the store clerk’s eyes, or trying to corral Nimona away from more unneeded property damage.








With the benefit of hindsight, it was none of those things.


 


-


 


As the days slipped into weeks, and finally a little over a month, Ballister’s… lapses… only grew more and more frequent- like trying to keep a dog’s leash in your hands when they were covered in grease. 


 

Ambrosius’ concern only grew- and it was starting to affect Nimona, too. More than once, he’d come home to the two of them fighting, which, after some coaxing- or a lot of bribery, in Nimona’s case- boiled down to the same thing.



Ambrosius wanted to know what Nimona had said, and Nimona, it seemed, wasn’t keen to fill him in, though Ballister didn’t know if it was spite, or her genuinely not being comfortable enough around Ambrosius to open up in such a way.



Fifty-fifty chances, really. 

 


Though, with how much they’d fought these past few weeks, the last thing Ballister expected was to see them both on the couch, watching him the second he opened the door. 


 


They’d joined forces.








He was doomed.









-


 


“So, what’s gotten you all, well, ‘boo-hoo my deep seated issues are bubbling up like dead fish in a lake’?” Nimona asked him after Ambrosius had made them all hot chocolate, Nimona taking the time to turn into his visage to punctuate the joke.








Ballister just rolled his eyes, though he spent an awfully long time trying to glance at his reflection in his cocoa. An admirable feat, and a pathetic excuse for the fact he didn’t quite know what to say. “I- uh, it’s just…” 


 


“Take your time, Bal.” There was Ambrosius’ concern again. Nimona made a gagging sound as his boyfriend draped a hand over his shoulder. Which, given the laughter that followed soon thereafter, had resulted in a rude gesture from Ambrosius’ side.


 


“Don’t provoke her,” Ballister just said, taking a sip.








“What- why are you taking her side?”








“I’m not taking sides,” Ballister replied, draping himself across the couch closer to Nimona.








The fist bump was too easy, and had the desired effect of making Ambrosius groan.








Though, it may have worked a little too well.


 


“Ballister, listen.”








He and Nimona shared a look. 

Full names, never good. 

Though, as per usual, Nimona just laughed. 








“I’m listening,” Glore- he hated the way his voice sounded so small. “What is it?”








“Just this month, you’ve destroyed three chompy figures, cut loose a dozen balloons, and who knows what else! What happened? Why are you so angry at that dragon- wait, were you cheating on me with a chompy mascot Did they break it off?”








“What?! No!” Ballister chucked a pillow at Ambrosius to cut him off before he got too caught up in his own theories. “I just asked Nimona a question, and-”








“Wait,” Nimona- who was now a shark, and thus glaring down at him- asked, “This is about 

that?” 









There was something in her voice, then, that made him tense, arms reaching for a steady holdfast, just in case he needed to push himself up off the couch and chase after her. Ballister knew he couldn’t outrun her if she really wanted to get away, but that didn’t matter. 








“…Yeah,” he finally said. “I’m sorry, I- just, it’s stupid.”








“It is kinda stupid,” Nimona agreed, though it lacked her usual bite. There was the girl again, with her peculiar haircut and too-wide grin, now stretched across her face in something more sincere than he expected most of the time. 








“Bal…Nimona,” there was Ambrosius again, though this time he took care to include her. Which was good, it meant he was trying. “Nimona- I’m, uh, what did he ask you?”








Nimona, instead of answering like anyone reasonable, crossed her arms in mimicry of Ambrosius’ stance- then, because she could, turned into him, and asked in his voice; “Well, 

Bal,

 what did you ask me?”


 


“I, well,” Ballister sighed. Though it still made him uneasy, it was as good as permission he was likely to ever get. “I asked Nimona if there are… others, like her, in the world.”


 


He looked up at Ambrosius, waiting for the moment of realization.








“And she said no?” Glo- he could be so oblivious at times. “Why would that…” 








Ballister watched as it clicked, as his boyfriend’s expression morphed from confusion, to stunned realization, to shock, and finally-








Again, Ballister was still left searching for a stronger word than dread.








He landed on the couch next to Ballister with a thud, still staring, unblinking at the wall in front of him. Ballister glanced between Ambrosius and Nimona, the latter of which appeared casual enough, but he could see the way her fingers were clenched around the arm of the chair.








“-I am 

so

 sorry,” Ambrosius finally said, sounding close to tears. “Gloreth- no, just. How do you not 

hate

 us all?”








The very same question Ballister had asked himself, when the horrifying realization came that there 

are 

no others, just… just Nimona. A girl who had, for longer than either of them had been alive, hidden herself in the beating heart of a society who hated 

her

, and her specifically. 








Every commercial, every toy, half of the songs on the radio… 








“Hey.” Ballister looked up. Next to him, Ambrosius did much the same, though his eyes shimmered with an intensity that he could see Nimona wasn’t fond of. “It’s okay. Well, no. It’s not, but- whatever.”








“I’ll talk to the Institute,” Ambrosius said, instead of acquiescing. “See if we can get some re-branding going, alright?”








“Whatever.” Nimona rolled her eyes, though her smile, again, was just a little bit more genuine.


 


“I’m sorry,” Ballister said, finally. “For whatever it’s worth, I’m sorry.”








“Not your fault, now is it?” Nimona just said. “Besides- it means whenever someone pisses me off, I know I was the thing they had nightmares about-”








Nimona and Ballister both weren’t the sort for physical affection, so Ambrosius’ gasp of shock was no surprise when the black-haired knight reached out and tucked Nimona into an embrace- doubly so when the girl didn’t just turn into a gorilla, or try to squirm out of it.


 


“I love you,” Ballister told her, feeling the way she froze under his touch.








“…I know,” Nimona replied, after a few beats of his frantic heart.








Ballister somewhat doubted it.








That was fine.








It just meant he’d have to repeat it until she did. 









Notes for the Chapter:Nimona has definitely hidden beneath people’s beds anymore- but yeah, being effectively the antichrist to a whole nation, which ALSO happens to have been your home, for, like, the last thousand years… that’s gonna mess you up.





