

    
        
          Super Silly Stories for Sleepyheads

        

        
        
          S. Q. David

        

        
          Published by S. Q. David, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      SUPER SILLY STORIES FOR SLEEPYHEADS

    

    
      First edition. April 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 S. Q. David.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227021564

    

    
    
      Written by S. Q. David.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by S. Q. David

	    

      
	    
          
	      Love In Us

          
        
          
	          Love In Us: The Beginning of Us

          
        
          
	          Love In Us: The Challenges of Us

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Search for Peace

          
        
          
	          The Language of Dreams

          
        
          
	          Kids Poems

          
        
          
	          10 Bedtime Stories

          
        
          
	          Time Mastery

          
        
          
	          Ai AND THE FUTURE OF WORK

          
        
          
	          NO GYM NO ISSUE: Transform Your Body Anywhere

          
        
          
	          Joke A Minute

          
        
          
	          Solo Online Business Start Up

          
        
          
	          Kids Poems Treasure

          
        
          
	          Top Sustainable Living Tips

          
        
          
	          The Dreamer's Guide

          
        
          
	          Eat To Beat Your Diet

          
        
          
	          The Five Whispers

          
        
          
	          AI-Powered Business Strategies

          
        
          
	          Mastering Money: Your Path to Financial Freedom

          
        
          
	          The Rise of Remote Work

          
        
          
	          Digital Marketing Trends: A Beginner's Guide to Mastering the Future of Marketing

          
        
          
	          Financial Literacy: Simple Steps to Wealth, Freedom, and Financial Confidence

          
        
          
	          Side Hustle Success: Transforming Dreams Into Dollars

          
        
          
	          Kids Tales Collection

          
        
          
	          The Clock of Frozen Moments

          
        
          
	          The Haunted Doll House

          
        
          
	          My Five Minutes Fairy Tales

          
        
          
	          The Science of Sleep

          
        
          
	          Creating Successful YouTube Channel

          
        
          
	          The Journey of 8 Planets

          
        
          
	          The Weekend CEO

          
        
          
	          If Animals Went To School

          
        
          
	          The Impact of Social Media on Mental Health

          
        
          
	          The Library of Lost Stories

          
        
          
	          The Power of Consistency

          
        
          
	          10 Bedtime Stories For Curious Souls

          
        
          
	          Fuzzyflap And The Moonlight

          
        
          
	          Dino Science Surprise

          
        
          
	          Silent Scalability: Growing a Business Without Limits

          
        
          
	          Build and Scale without Tech Skills

          
        
          
	          The Laptop Legacy: Earning From Anywhere

          
        
          
	          HugBug And The Dream Factory

          
        
          
	          Giggle Gears: The Robot Who Laughed

          
        
          
	          Hootspark and the Talking Plant

          
        
          
	          Why The Stars Are So Small

          
        
          
	          The Robot Class Fellow

          
        
          
	          AI Side Hustle in USA

          
        
          
	          AI Prompt Engineering for Students

          
        
          
	          Sleepytime Kids Poems

          
        
          
	          Kids Poems from Another World

          
        
          
	          Stories From The Wishing Tree

          
        
          
	          Starflutter and the Invisible door

          
        
          
	          Cybersecurity Basics for Everyone

          
        
          
	          30 Bedtime Stories

          
        
          
	          Super Silly Stories for Sleepyheads

          
        
          
	          Funny Fables for Little Dreamers

          
        
          
	          ChatGPT Secrets for Beginners

          
        
          
	          Don’t Open the Red Door

          
        
          
	          The Magical Bedtime Book

          
        
          
	          Unicorn Adventures Before Bed

          
        
          
	          ChatGPT for Students: Learn Smarter, Not Harder

          
        
          
	          Essential AI Skills for Remote Jobs

          
        
          
	          The Magical Muffin Mix-Up

          
        
          
	          Birds Magic Show

          
        
          
	          Mental Strength for Success

          
        
          
	          Small Steps, Big Results

          
        
          
	          The Secret Life of Playground Pets

          
        
          
	          Start a Business with AI Tools

          
        
          
	          Captain Underbed and the Dust Bunny Army

          
        
          
	          Self-Love Starts Here

          
        
          
	          GRANDPA's ROBOT DINOSAUR

          
        
          
	          Rhymes and Rainbow Dreams

          
        
          
	          5 Minute Plant Based Meals

          
        
          
	          The Secret Playground After Dark

          
        
          
	          The Adventures of Sleepy Sam

          
        
          
	          Tiny Heroes of Toyland

          
        
          
	          How to Stay Motivated Daily

          
        
          
	          Bundle of Bedtime Tales

          
        
          
	          Sleepy Stars and Dreamy Bears

          
        
          
	          The Kingdom of Jellybean Trees

          
        
          
	          Teddy’s Treasure Hunt

          
        
          
	          The Secret Life of Playground Pets

          
        
          
	          Whispering Wishes Before Sleep

          
        
          
	          Goodnight Adventures Under the Sea

          
        
          
	          Healthy Comfort Food Recipes For Everyone

          
        
          
	          Sleepy Town Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Adventure Stories from Pillowland

          
        
          
	          The Sleepy Snail’s Big Race

          
        
          
	          AI for Non-Techies A Starter Guide

          
        
          
	          10 Stories You Won't Believe

          
        
          
	          Twinklebrook Tales

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By S. Q. David

Story 1: The Pajama Parade

Story 2: Toothbrush on the Loose!

Story 3: The Day My Sandwich Talked Back

Story 4: Sir Snore-a-Lot and the Dragon Who Couldn’t Roar

Story 5: Unicorns Don’t Wear Underpants!

Story 6: Grandpa’s Remote-Controlled Underwear

Story 7: The Monkey Who Hated Bananas

Story 8: My Shadow Has a Mind of Its Own

Story 9: Planet Gigglepop

Story 10: The Sleepyhead Olympics

Sign up for S. Q. David's Mailing List

Further Reading: 10 Bedtime Stories

Also By S. Q. David

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Story 1: The Pajama Parade
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Max wasn’t tired. Nope. Not even a little bit. Even though the clock blinked 9:07 PM in bright red numbers and his mom had already done the whole “tuck-in, lights-out, sleepytime-voice” routine, he was wide awake.

“Max, honey,” Mom said gently, poking her head into his room one last time, “please don’t stay up playing with that flashlight again.”

Max quickly threw the flashlight under his pillow. “Who, me? Never!” he said, grinning. “I’m a professional sleeper.”

Mom raised an eyebrow. “Professional sleepers don’t sleep with their socks on their ears.”

Max peeled the socks off sheepishly. “Fashion statement,” he mumbled.

With one last “good night,” Mom disappeared down the hallway, and Max was left alone with the quiet glow of his glow-in-the-dark dinosaur stickers on the ceiling. It was peaceful. For about four seconds.

RUMBLE.

His closet door creaked open... all on its own.

Max sat up. “Hello?”

Nothing.

Then—

BOP!
Something bounced off his head.
“Ow! What the—HEY!” Max looked down to find... his pajamas? But they weren’t folded neatly like he left them. They were STANDING. Standing up. Like people.

“Surprise!” shouted a squeaky voice.

Max’s jaw dropped.

His pajama pants saluted him. “Good evening, Commander Max! Reporting for parade duty!”

“...My pajamas are talking,” Max whispered, blinking hard.

“And marching!” added his pajama top, as it began to do a ridiculous little cha-cha across the carpet.

From under the bed came a sigh. A heavy, dramatic sigh.

“Oh, please. Can we just NOT tonight?” groaned a voice muffled by fluff.

Max leaned over the side of the bed. “Miss Button?”

Sure enough, his favorite old pillow with the lopsided polka dots and googly eyes was glaring at him.

“This happens every Tuesday,” Miss Button muttered. “They always get riled up after laundry day. Fresh folds give ‘em wild ideas.”

Max blinked again. “This is real, right? This isn’t some weird cheese dream?”

“I dunno, did you eat moldy string cheese again?” said a new voice.

Max turned to see Socks the Cat, his black-and-white tabby, hopping up onto the dresser wearing a tiny top hat and waving a spoon like a baton.

“Ladies, gentlemen, and fuzzballs!” Socks declared in a deep circus-ringmaster voice. “WELCOME to the one, the only... Pajama Parade!”

Trumpets made out of rolled-up socks tooted from inside Max’s drawer. The pajamas marched in formation. His underwear waved tiny flags. One slipper tripped and somersaulted into the laundry basket, yelling, “I meant to do that!”

Max giggled uncontrollably. “This is AMAZING.”

“Oh, you say that now,” muttered Miss Button, rolling her embroidered eyes. “Wait until the pajama bottoms try to form a conga line through the fridge.”

Just then, Max’s pajama pants began leading the parade, chanting:
🎵 “Left leg, right leg, do the sleepy wiggle!
We’re the comfiest crew, come and join the giggle!” 🎵
Socks the Cat waved his spoon. “Allons-y, comrades! March forth! Fluff the world!”

The entire dresser drawer burst open and out spilled T-shirts, socks, even Max’s superhero cape, which flapped behind a sock puppet riding a toothbrush.

“WE RIDE AT DAWN!” the puppet squeaked.

Miss Button slapped herself with one of her own corners. “Oh pajama gods, give me strength.”

Max jumped out of bed and marched alongside them. “This is the best night ever! Do I get to be general or something?”

Socks bowed. “Commander Max, you are now officially Supreme Ruler of the Royal Pajama Forces!”

The pajama top tossed him a glittery sash that read 'SLEEPY KING' in rainbow letters.

He put it on with pride. “What are our orders?”

“Operation SnuggleStorm!” shouted one of his socks, now wearing sunglasses.

“Code name: Pillow Fort Blitz!” shouted the pajama pants.

“Code name: Banana Smoothie!” yelled the slipper that clearly had no idea what was going on.

Max laughed so hard he fell over onto his beanbag chair, which immediately stood up and joined the parade.

“You have to stop this!” Miss Button bellowed. “We’re supposed to be getting sleepy! SLEEPY!”

“But it’s fun!” Max said, now doing the chicken dance with a pair of glow-in-the-dark underpants.

“This is the exact OPPOSITE of relaxing!” Miss Button moaned.

Suddenly, the lights flickered.

Everyone froze.

From the hallway came the creak of footsteps.

“Uh-oh,” whispered Max. “It’s Mom.”

Socks yanked off his top hat. “Everyone, freeze! Parade is officially on pause!”

The room went still.

The pajama pants dropped to the floor.

The superhero cape flopped flat.

Socks dove under the blanket.

Miss Button smirked. “Showtime.”

The door opened slowly.

Mom peeked in. “Max... why are there underpants on your ceiling fan?”

Max, tangled in a blanket burrito with a sock on his head, grinned sheepishly. “Sleep yoga?”

Mom narrowed her eyes. “I’m going to pretend I didn’t see that. Goodnight again.”

As soon as she left, the room exploded in giggles. The pajama pants leapt up.

“Okay!” Max whispered. “Let’s make that pillow fort!”

“I AM THE QUEEN OF CUSHIONS!” shouted Miss Button, suddenly getting into it.

The night was far from over.

Because when your pajamas come to life, your bedroom turns into a full-on giggle-fest.

And the Pajama Parade?
Oh, it was just getting started.
The tower of pillows was nearly six feet tall.

It leaned dramatically to the left, supported by two laundry baskets and a very confused beanbag chair named Jelly. Max stood proudly at the entrance, his glittery "SLEEPY KING" sash slightly crooked and a sock puppet on each hand, both named Reginald for reasons no one could explain.

“Soldiers of Softness!” he shouted. “This is no ordinary fort. This is—THE SNUGGLESTRONGHOLD!”

A cheer erupted from the sock drawers and under-bed brigade. Pajama pants waved flags made from glow-in-the-dark shirts. One of the slippers attempted to light sparklers, but Miss Button tackled it mid-leap with an exasperated groan.

“No fire in the bedding zone!” she yelled, squashing the slipper flat with a well-placed puff.

Max ducked inside the fort, where Socks the Cat was holding a clipboard and examining blueprints made of toilet paper.

“I’m thinking we add a tunnel from here to the cookie stash,” Socks said, drawing a jagged line with a crayon in his mouth. “And maybe a trapdoor. In case of bed bugs.”

“Don’t say ‘bed bugs,’” whispered a pillow timidly. “I have nightmares.”

Max nodded. “Excellent. Operation Cookie Tunnel is a go.”

As Socks began barking orders to a squad of drawer knobs, the superhero cape floated by with a bowl of cereal and a plastic crown on its head.

“I hereby declare myself King of Crunch!” it declared, accidentally flinging milk across the room.

One of the underpants slipped in it and yelled, “It’s a slippery dictatorship!”

Chaos.

That was the only word to describe it.

Max crawled to the back of the fort, where he found a whole council of sleepy stuffed animals plotting something behind a stack of bedtime books.

“Are we doing revolution?” asked Bearlington, his oldest teddy bear, wearing a thimble helmet.

“Only if we get snacks,” said Squeaky, the tiny plush duck.

“Pillow Fort taxes are outrageous,” muttered Mr. Wobble the penguin, holding a cracker like a protest sign.

Max raised his hands. “No revolutions! I’ll lower snack taxes and approve bedtime donut rations.”

Cheers all around.

But before the revolution could turn into a pajama dance party, a low grumble echoed through the room.

It came from the laundry hamper.

“Oh
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