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Chapter One: 

Sticky Fingers
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Danny Nelson, or "Sticky Fingers" as his classmates called him, lay on his bed with his feet dangling off the edge. His room was the typical mess of a fourteen-year-old boy—clothes in random piles, books scattered across the floor, and dusty old toys stacked haphazardly in the corners. But the mess that earned him his nickname lay on the side of his bed, just out of sight. A collection of boogers, some dry and crusty, others still glistening, clung to the wood like tiny, disgusting trophies.

Danny had a bad habit of picking his nose at night. He’d dig around while watching his phone screen, then flick the boogers onto the side of the bed. At first, it was just a way to get rid of them quickly. But over time, it became an unconscious ritual—a gross habit he didn’t think much about.

Tonight, as he lay in bed with the lights off, Danny’s mind drifted away from the glow of his phone to something more unsettling. For the past week, he’d been hearing noises coming from underneath his bed. It started as faint scratching, like a mouse scurrying across the floor, but each night, the sounds grew louder and more persistent. Sometimes, he even thought he heard whispers, but he always managed to convince himself it was just his imagination—or maybe the wind outside.

He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts, and shifted his focus back to his phone. It was just a stupid noise, probably the house settling or something. That’s what Dad always said whenever Danny complained about creaks and groans.

But when Danny reached down to plug his phone charger into the wall, on the side of his bed. His fingers brushed against something warm and wet.

He jerked his hand back, his heart leaping into his throat. For a split second, he thought about calling for his parents. But then, he laughed nervously at himself. I’m being ridiculous, he thought. Maybe it was a wet sock or something... or I just imagined it.

His fingers trembled as he reached down again. This time, he found the outlet and quickly plugged it in, yanking his hand back up as fast as he could. He lay still, holding his breath, listening for any movement from below. The room was eerily silent except for the distant hum of the house’s air conditioning.

“Just go to sleep, Sticky Fingers,” he whispered to himself, pulling the blanket tighter around his shoulders.

He set his phone down on his nightstand and rolled over, away from the edge of the bed. His eyelids drooped, and he felt the heaviness of sleep starting to take over.

But then, a faint, squelching sound interrupted the quiet, followed by the unmistakable noise of something sliding along the floor. It was right under him—directly under his bed. His pulse quickened, and he lay frozen, eyes wide open, staring into the darkness.

The sound was closer now, a wet, dragging noise like something sticky was moving along the wooden floor. Danny’s breathing quickened, and he squeezed his eyes shut, silently begging it to stop. But the noise continued, each second bringing it closer and closer to the edge of his bed.

Finally, Danny couldn’t take it anymore. He bolted upright and leaned over the edge, holding his breath as he peeked underneath.

Nothing. There was absolutely nothing there.

The relief was so overwhelming that he let out a small laugh, feeling a little foolish for being so scared. “It’s just my imagination,” he told himself, though his voice sounded shaky. He grabbed his phone again, intending to distract himself with a funny video or two before finally drifting off.

As he settled back in, he glanced over at the side of the bed, where the dark, crusty shapes of his boogers were barely visible in the dim light. For a moment, they seemed to glisten with moisture, almost as if they were fresh. But Danny blinked, and the glistening was gone.

Get it together, Danny, he thought. He turned off his phone and laid it back on the nightstand, determined to ignore the creeping sense of dread crawling up his spine.

He lay still for several minutes, listening for any hint of the wet, squelching sound. The room was quiet again. Too quiet. Just as his eyelids were beginning to feel heavy, there was a faint, raspy voice from under the bed.

“Danny...”

He froze, his blood turning to ice. The voice was low and sticky, like something wet trying to speak through a mouthful of sludge.

“Danny... come closer...”

His heart pounded in his ears, and a chill swept over his entire body. He wanted to run, to scream, but he was paralyzed by fear. The whisper came again, louder this time, sending a shiver down his spine.

“Come closer... I’m hungry.”

Danny’s breath caught in his throat. He didn’t dare to move, and his mind raced for an explanation. Was this a prank? Was Lucy messing with him? But the voice wasn’t like hers at all—it was wet, thick, and filled with a sinister hunger.

He stared at the darkness under his bed, knowing he’d have to decide whether to look again or leap off and bolt from the room. Before he could choose, the mattress sagged slightly beneath him, as if something heavy was pushing up from underneath.
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Chapter Two: 

The Growing Suspicion
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The next morning, Danny stumbled out of his room bleary-eyed and exhausted. He had barely slept after what happened last night, his mind replaying the sound of the raspy voice under his bed. It was just a dream, he kept telling himself. Or maybe Lucy really was playing a prank on him. She was always finding ways to tease him about his weird habits.

At breakfast, Danny's sister didn’t seem suspicious at all. In fact, she didn’t even look at him, too absorbed in scrolling through her phone. If she was behind the prank, she didn’t show any signs of it.

“Rough night?” his dad asked, sipping his coffee.

“Yeah,” Danny muttered, poking at his cereal. “Just... couldn’t sleep.”

“You know what I told you,” his dad said. “No more horror movies before bed.”

“It wasn’t a movie,” Danny protested, but he didn’t offer any more explanation. There was no way he was going to tell his parents about some imaginary voice under his bed. They’d think he was nuts. He wasn’t even sure he believed it himself.

The day dragged on at school. During math class, Danny couldn’t stop thinking about last night. He kept glancing nervously at the floor, half-expecting to see something crawling toward him. By lunchtime, he had convinced himself that he had just been hearing things. Maybe it was a leftover sound from a nightmare, or maybe his mind had been playing tricks on him because he was tired.

But then, as he was sitting in the cafeteria, something strange happened. A kid at the next table over, Trevor Jenkins, suddenly gasped and jumped back, spilling his milk all over the table.

“What’s wrong with you, Trevor?” someone laughed.

Trevor looked pale as he pointed under the table. “There was something... It touched my leg! It was slimy!”

The laughter around him grew louder, but Danny felt a chill run down his spine. He glanced at Trevor’s table, but there was nothing unusual there—just a few crumbs on the floor and the remains of a spilled carton of milk. Could it be a coincidence? Or was there really something creeping around, just like what he’d felt last night?

Danny’s nerves were still on edge when he got home later that afternoon. He hesitated at the doorway to his room, not sure if he really wanted to go in. What if there was something waiting for him? He swallowed hard and took a deep breath before stepping inside.

The first thing he noticed was the faint smell—like something damp and moldy. His heart sank as his gaze fell upon the space under his bed. There was no movement, no sign of anything lurking, but the unsettling scent lingered in the air.

He decided to do a more thorough check this time. If there was something under there, he would find it and prove to himself that it was nothing but a
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