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THREE SHORT HORROR stories and one piece of nonfiction by Mark Tullius, one of the hardest-hitting authors around. The tales are bound to leave you more than a touch unsettled.

Get to know: 

	an overweight father ignored by his family and paying the ultimate and unexpected price for his sins

	a gang member breaking into a neighborhood church despite the nagging feeling that something about the situation is desperately wrong 

	a cameraman who finds himself in a hopeless situation after his involvement in exposing a sex trafficking ring 

	the aging author paying the price for a reckless past, now doing all he can to repair his brain 


These shocking stories will leave you wanting more.

Get a free copy of this collection

Morsels of Mayhem: An Unsettling Appetizer here:

https://www.marktullius.com/free-book-is-waiting
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THIS IS A SHORT STORY from Joe Nolan’s life before he was imprisoned by the government for his telepathic abilities. To see how Joe turns out, check out my novel Brightside and the upcoming Try Not to Die: In Brightside.

This story is intended for a mature audience.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Before Brightside


[image: image]


Mandy

IT WAS THE SUMMER BEFORE my sophomore year and I was standing on the crunchy brown grass, ignoring the ‘keep off the grass’ sign because the sidewalk was so hot I was sure it’d melt my shoes if I stood on it for too long. There was no one around because we’d been out of school for an hour. When the red convertible Mustang pulled to the curb in front of me, I figured the wanna-be Don Johnson with his linen pants, matching sport coat, and baby blue t-shirt just wanted directions to the nearest bar.

The guy flicked his little ponytail over his shoulder and looked at me with the darkest sunglasses I’d ever seen. “You’re Jimmy, right? It’s me. Vic.”

Vic was twenty-four, closer to my age than Mom’s. I only saw the guy once a year and he looked way different without his Christmas best on. “I’m Joe.”

“Yeah, yeah, that’s what I meant.” Vic patted the seat next to him. “Whatcha waitin’ for?”

Dad didn’t care much for Vic and wouldn’t want me around the guy, but it was too far to walk in this heat, and I had no money so I got in.

The sunglasses said Ray Ban and I wanted a pair. I couldn’t see his eyes until he took them off and looked in the rearview, blinked a bunch of times. After wiping his nose with the back of his hand and putting his sunglasses back on, Vic said, “So how you been, Jimmy?”

“Joe.”

Vic talked like Mom after her third cup of coffee. “Oh yeah, Joe. So how you been, kid?”

I set my backpack down by my red Jordan’s, still shiny after two weeks, not a single scuffmark. “Okay, I guess.”

“Good, good. That’s real good.” Vic floored the gas pedal and zipped past the football field. He cocked his thumb out my window and asked, “You play?”

I nodded and slipped off my Indian’s cap. There was no way my hair would stay sprayed down to my head like Vic’s, but having my hair all messed up would be a hell of a lot better than losing the hat I’d begged Dad to buy.

Vic leaned over and looked at me, not caring we were still speeding down the street. “Tackle?”

He’d think it was gay if it wasn’t. “Of course.”

“Yeah man, that’s cool, real cool” Vic said. He eased back into his seat, his eyes back on the road. “Fucking football. Man, that was the fucking shit.”

I put on my seatbelt, hoped it looked like something I always did, not because I was scared. Vic didn’t even notice, too busy watching himself wipe at his nose, thinking how Maureen owed him one.

“My mom busy?”

“Yeah, yeah something like that.”

I didn’t want to look like a dork, but the wind was blowing so hard I had to shout. “Where we going?”

“Over to a friend’s house. No biggie.” Vic looked left then right only after we were already halfway through the intersection. “Was that red? It wasn’t right? It was red?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Thank God,” Vic said. “What were you saying? Something about football?”

“Do you know if she told my dad?”

Vic slugged my arm hard just enough to hurt. “Dude, don’t be such a little fag.”

“I didn’t want her to. He never lets me do anything.”

Vic smiled big as we raced down the street. “Maybe there’s still some hope for you yet, boy.”

There could only be one reason why Vic thought I was gay; Mom had said something. Instead of reacting to it, I pretended he was joking and laughed it off.

Vic took the curve too fast, the wheels screeching, scaring the crap out of both of us. “So how’re the cheerleaders? Any hot ones?”

I wanted to believe Vic wasn’t asking for himself.

“You nailing any of them?”

I’d yet to speak to one, but simply said, “Not yet.”

“Why not? You like girls, right?”

“Of course.”

Vic had such a stupid smile. “You don’t sound so sure there, amigo.”

Girls were all I thought about, but nothing I said would change Vic’s mind. “I like them.”

Vic looked up at the rearview. “Aw, fuck. You sure that light was yellow back there?”

There was a cop half a block behind us.

Vic rubbed at his nose like he was trying to erase it. “This can’t be happening to me.”

I’d been in the car when Mom had gotten pulled over, but she hadn’t been nervous like this. She also didn’t have some shit in her pocket she was thinking of asking me to hold until the cop was gone. She’d simply unbuttoned her top three buttons to show she’d do whatever it took to get out of the ticket.

The next light turned yellow and Vic stopped for it, the cop car right behind us. Vic fiddled with the radio, trying not to look nervous, but I was ignoring him. I’d gotten pretty good at totally blocking out the person next to me. I’d go crazy if I couldn’t.

While we waited for the light to turn green, I thought about Mom, how she’d drive any kid nuts. How I hadn’t picked up on her thinking I was gay, oblivious to the one person I was around more than anyone.

Mom hadn’t been around as much lately, even when she was. Half the time she’d be zoned out, just sitting there on autopilot, but I should have known what she was thinking. The way she looked at me should have been enough of a warning. How she was always wondering why I didn’t have girls over and only boys called the house.

The light turned green and we went left. The cop drove straight, but I was stuck on Mom. She knew a lot of straight men. She knew how they worked. If she was worried, maybe I should have been, too.

Vic pretended he hadn’t almost pissed himself a second before and said, “Man, I wish I was your age again. I couldn’t even tell you how much ass I got. So much you wouldn’t believe, kid.”

That second part was true, but I wanted to see what kind of story he’d tell. “A lot, huh?”

“Had to carry a stick to beat them off of me. There was one girl I used to bang in the locker room every day before first period. I can’t remember her name, but I sure as hell remember her ass.”

Vic’s imagination was racing faster than the Mustang. I knew where Vic was at my age. He was thinking how sad high school was, that he spent it under the covers, rubbing his dick up and down on the bedspread, faster and faster until he finally blew his load, promising himself he’d never do it again. I was tempted to call bullshit, but that wasn’t the kind of thing you tell someone, especially someone trying to help you.

About a minute later we turned into a housing tract that looked like it’d been pretty nice at one point, but way before I’d been born. The homes were small, all one story, their once-bright colors faded like old memories, but their lawns were green, the trees shading the entire street.

Vic made a few turns then pulled to the curb in front of a house that didn’t look like it belonged. It had four walls and a roof, but the front yard was dirt, the driveway one big oil stain, the porch something I didn’t want to stand on, wasn’t sure I could stand on without falling through it.

“This is it.” Vic shut off the car and opened his door. “Come on. I’ve got someone to introduce you to. Just remember, after today you can never say I did nothing for you.”

I put on my hat and Vic thought I was a tool. I left it on the seat, followed him across the dirt and up the porch, the beams threatening to break.

Vic knocked on the door, waited two seconds then banged a little louder.

The door opened and I got to see just how dark a house could be at three in the afternoon. Because Vic was in my way, I couldn’t see who was standing there, just that they were wearing black basketball shorts and a dingy white shirt.

It was a woman and she sounded half asleep, her voice all scratchy. “Hey, Vic.”

“Jesus, Mandy. What the hell happened to you?”

She backed up and said, “I’m fine.”
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