

    
        
          The Mouth in the Floor

        

        
        
          Art Fever

        

        
          Published by Art Fever, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MOUTH IN THE FLOOR

    

    
      First edition. April 1, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Art Fever.

    

    
    
      Written by Art Fever.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The First Whisper

Chapter 2: What Hides Beneath

Chapter 3: Learning

Chapter 4: The Echo

Chapter 5: The Mouth

Chapter 6: What Comes Up

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The First Whisper
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Clara’s apartment had always been quiet. That was why she chose it.

On the third floor of an old building with thick walls and neighbors who never made noise, the studio was her sanctuary. One room. One window facing an air shaft. One bed pushed against the wall. One desk where she drew the illustrations that paid her bills. The silence was a luxury she had learned to appreciate after three years of living with a roommate who watched action movies at maximum volume.

But on the sixth day without sleep, the silence began to change.

It started as something just above nothing. A vibration more than a sound. Clara sat at her desk, stylus in hand, staring at a half-finished sketch of a tree she had been working on for three hours without making a single mark. Her eyes burned. Her neck ached. The clock on her phone said 2:47 AM, but time had stopped meaning anything two nights ago.

Then she heard it.

A whisper. So soft she thought it was her own breath.

She stopped breathing. Listened.

Nothing.

She waited, counting her heartbeats. Twenty. Thirty. Forty.

When no sound came, she exhaled and turned back to her drawing. The stylus touched the tablet. A single line.

And the whisper returned.

This time, she caught it. A voice. Not words exactly—more like the shape of words, the wet breath of someone forming syllables without committing to them. It came from somewhere low. Somewhere near the floor.

Clara pushed her chair back. The wheels squeaked against the wood. She sat still, knees pressed together, hands gripping the armrests. Her eyes moved slowly across the room: the bed, the closet door, the small kitchenette, the front door with its three locks. Everything was where it should be. Everything was normal.

The whisper came again.

Cla-ra.

Her name.

She stood so fast her chair tipped backward and hit the floor with a crack. The sound echoed in the small room, then faded, leaving her alone in the silence.

She stared at the floorboards beneath her desk.

Nothing.

She dropped to her knees, pressed her ear against the cold wood. Her own heartbeat thundered in her skull, too loud, too fast. She held her breath and waited.

Seconds passed. Minutes.

Then she felt it. A vibration. Not from the building, not from the pipes. Something beneath the floor, moving with a rhythm that was almost human. Almost breathing.

Clara pulled back. Her hands were shaking. Her phone lay on the desk, face down. She could call someone—her mother, her friend Marcus, anyone. She could leave. She could pack a bag and walk out and never come back.

She picked up her phone. No signal.

She looked at the floorboards again. The gap between two planks near the leg of her desk was wider than she remembered. Wide enough to see something dark beneath. Wide enough for air to move through.

She crawled closer. Her face inches from the gap. She could smell it now: damp earth, old wood, something sweet underneath like rotting fruit.

And then something moved in the darkness.

Just a shift. Just a change in the black. But Clara saw it. She saw the way the shadow seemed to part, to open, to form a shape that should not exist under a third-floor apartment.

She scrambled backward, hit the bed frame, and sat there on the floor until the gray light of dawn crept through the window.

The whisper did not return that morning.

But Clara knew it was waiting.
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Chapter 2: What Hides Beneath
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By noon, Clara had convinced herself it was exhaustion.

Six days without proper sleep did things to the mind. She had read about it once—how the brain begins to misfire, how the senses blur together, how people hear music in white noise and see faces in wallpaper patterns. Her mother had gone through something similar during her divorce. Three weeks of insomnia and suddenly she was seeing a man in the garden at midnight. There was no man. There was never a man.

Clara made coffee. She showered. She stood under the hot water until her skin turned pink and her fingers wrinkled. When she got out, she felt almost normal.

She checked her phone. Signal was back. Three messages from Marcus asking if she was still coming to his show on Friday. One from her landlord about a plumbing inspection next week. Nothing urgent. Nothing that explained the whisper.

She sat at her desk, picked up her stylus, and looked at the floor.

The gap between the planks was still there. But it looked ordinary now. A flaw in old wood, nothing more. She ran her finger along it and felt nothing but splinters.

She worked for two hours. The tree sketch finally came together. She added leaves, roots, a small bird on a branch. It was good work. Solid. Normal.

Then she noticed the sound.

Not a whisper this time. A drip. Slow and steady, coming from beneath the floor.

She had no pipes under her unit. She knew this because the super had told her when she moved in—the water lines ran through the walls, not the floor. The apartment below hers had been empty for six months. No one to leave a faucet running. No one to cause a leak.

But the dripping continued.

Clara put down her stylus and walked to the kitchenette. She opened the cabinet under the sink. Dry. She checked the bathroom. Dry. She pressed her ear to the floor in the center of the room.

The dripping was louder here. And beneath it, something else.

Breathing.

She stayed on the floor for a long time, listening. The breathing was slow, deliberate, with a rhythm that did not match her own. Inhale. Pause. Exhale. Each breath slightly longer than the last, as if the thing beneath was practicing.

She grabbed a flashlight from her desk drawer. A heavy metal one, the kind her father had given her for emergencies. She lay flat on her stomach and pressed her face to the gap between the planks.

The flashlight beam cut into the darkness.

She saw wood. Old beams and cross-supports, the skeleton of the building. Dust hung in the light like falling snow. And beneath the beams, a space. A cavity that should not exist. Her apartment was on the third floor. Below her should be another apartment, a ceiling, a floor, the same construction repeated. But the beam fell into emptiness. No ceiling below. No second-floor apartment.

Just darkness. And something in it.

The flashlight beam caught a curve of white. Clara adjusted the angle, pressing the light harder against the gap, trying to see.

A shape. Pale. Curved. With edges that were too sharp, too defined.

She realized what she was looking at when the shape moved.

Teeth.

A row of teeth, human-sized, human-shaped, set into something that was not a face. The lips around them were pale, almost gray, pressed against the underside of her floor. The mouth was closed now, but the teeth were visible through the thin skin of the lips, pushed forward as if something inside was pressing to get out.

Clara dropped the flashlight. It hit the floor with a heavy thud and rolled under her desk, the beam spinning wild arcs across the ceiling.

She did not move.

Beneath her, she heard the breathing change. A sharp inhale. A held breath. And then, from the gap between the planks, warm air rose against her cheek.

The mouth was breathing out.

She crawled backward on her hands and knees, reached the bed, and pulled herself up. Her legs would not stop shaking. Her hands were numb. She looked at the floor and saw the flashlight beam still moving, still catching fragments of white between the boards.

The breathing stopped.

And then the whisper returned. Louder this time. Clearer.

Clara.

Her voice. Her exact voice. The same tone, the same inflection, the same breathiness at the end of her name.

It was learning.[image: ]
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Chapter 3: Learning
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Clara did not sleep that night.

She sat on her bed with her back against the wall, knees drawn to her chest, watching the floor. The flashlight lay where it had stopped, its beam now steady against the kitchenette cabinet. She did not retrieve it. She did not want to see what the light might show.

The whispering continued.

It cycled through words like a child learning to speak. Clara. Clara. Hello. Hello, Clara. The voice was hers but wrong—too flat, too even, without the small inflections that made speech human. It repeated her name thirty times, forty times, each repetition slightly different, as if searching for the right shape.

Then it moved to new words.

Help. Help me. Help me, Clara.

She pressed her hands over her ears. The sound came through anyway, vibrating up through the floorboards, through the bed frame, into her bones.

Please. Please help. It hurts.

Her voice. Crying now. The sound of herself weeping, coming from beneath the floor.

Clara opened her mouth to respond. To say something. Anything. But her throat closed. She could not speak. Could not let it hear more of her voice.

The weeping stopped.

A long silence. The longest yet. Clara began to hope it had finished, that the thing beneath had exhausted whatever energy allowed it to speak.

Then the voice returned. But different this time. Softer. Younger.

Mommy? Mommy, I'm scared.

Her mother's voice. No—her own voice, but from when she was a child. A
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It learned to spéak before it learned to feed.
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