
TNae Wilcox

Not a Violent Bone & Other Stories





  

  Copyright © 2026 by TNae Wilcox


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Not a Violent Bone
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        Whirring
        
      

    
      	
        He’s You
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        The Therapist
        
      

    
      	
        Prankster in the Box
        
      

    
      	
        What About Her
        
      

    
      	
        Safe Word
        
      

    
      	
        Author
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  Not a Violent Bone

  
  




George sat on the edge of the bed, his toes stretching and feeling the ragged, cream-colored carpet underneath them. Turkey Day was coming. It would be one to remember because he’d kill his wife the night before.







Chapter 1

Beep!

Damn machine. He grabbed his blue slippers and made his way down the hallway to the end table where the machine sat blinking its little red light. He pressed it.

“Hey, George, it’s Bobby…” George furrowed his brow at the sound of his landlord on the voicemail, waited for whatever favor-for-pay the guy was gonna ask for this time. “Listen, I know you and Lenore are having a hard time, but uh…”

“Would you just say it already!” Bobby’s wife said in the background.

There was a silence. George could picture Bobby mouthing the words shut up to her, and her flipping him the bird.

“Look, I just can’t do this anymore. My family’s gotta eat, too. You got thirty days to be out. Thirty days, George.”

Beep!

Put out? They were behind but they’d been making payments regularly for four months. He yanked the phone from the cradle and punched in his landlord’s number.

No answer.

He dialed a second time, and a third—still no answer.

“Two weeks before Thanksgiving!”

The shower water turned off as George stood there cursing under his breath. Steam poured out of the bathroom when Lenore cracked the door and peeked out.

“Who was it?” she asked.

“Telemarketer.”

She groaned. “They’re relentless.” The door shut.

The springs in the couch whined when George plopped down and leaned his head back against the wall. Lenore’s spring body wash got into his nostrils and relaxed him. It would be a good day for them. They’d go to the bank and get approved for a loan, and tomorrow his unemployment would be deposited. They could throw some money at Bobby to shut him up and still have a nice chunk of change left over.

George smiled to himself. “There you go, Georgie,” he said. “Can’t start the day being upset.”

Lenore emerged from the bathroom dressed: black skirt and pink blouse. He followed her into the bedroom.

“Wow,” he said. It had been a long time since he’d seen his wife dressed up, and for the public-eye at that. He gazed until becoming aware that she was sitting at her vanity. She hated for him to watch her. He looked away, but could still see her out of the corner of his eye.

“Wish I could return the compliment. You’re gonna wear that?” she asked as she examined the scar on her face. It was more like a surgeon’s mistake than a correction. A long line ran from her temple, across her cheek, and down to the corner of her mouth. The skin around it was riddled with craters and wrinkles.

George turned his attention to the outfit she referenced, draped across the dresser: a Pittsburgh Steelers shirt, clean and ironed, and so were the blue jeans. “I’ll change it,” he told her. When she stood, he buried his face in her hair. She smelled so good—and it had been so long since they’d been intimate. He pushed her hair aside and kissed her neck.

She pulled away and busied herself in a drawer. “Maybe you could just apply?”

He sighed. “I doubt it, it’s your credit. You look beautiful.” It had taken him time to be able to tell her that, not because he didn’t think she looked good, but because he was afraid that she wouldn’t believe him. Then he realized how ridiculous that was.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  





The bank smell was a delightful mixture of money and powder freshener. Big yellow arrows on the black carpet led George and Lenore to a teller, Melinda. She and Lenore had been good friends before Lenore had her car accident two years earlier. They hadn’t talked to each other much after that, except for when Lenore called for advice on getting a loan. Lenore stood sideways at the counter, giving Melinda mostly the good side of her face.

“Lenore and George Timmons,” Melinda grinned. “It’s good to see you.” Her purple top hugged her, displaying an amount of cleavage that should’ve been against company policy.

George turned away from the counter and pretended to be distracted. He only wanted to have thoughts of Lenore when he was hand wrestling the one-eyed monster.

“How about you, George?”

He turned around as if his attention had been pulled from something important. “Beg your pardon?” Beg your pardon? He’d never used the phrase in his life. It alerted Lenore, who looked up from her papers to stare at him. His tie was suddenly too tight, and his skin itchy under his black slacks.

“The boys miss you,” Melinda said, and he could’ve sworn she’d done a little torso-twist as she said it. He knew Lenore was making sure his eyeballs didn’t dip.

“Just been busy,” he said. Turned back around. He hadn’t looked. Not directly, at least.

“I’m ready,” Lenore said.

“Feels good to have a couple of things cleared off your credit, doesn’t it? Especially when they’re big collections.”

Lenore nodded. “Do you really think we’ll be able to get the loan?”

Melinda waved her hand to say it was nothing. “Oh, yeah. It’s really easy to get approved.” She lowered her voice. “You should be right where you need to be to get a yes.” She pointed them to a cubicle. “Good luck.”

Just like that, that phrase good luck had diminished George’s attitude about being approved. He went from hardcore certainty to high-hope maybe. Why would they need luck if everything was as it should be to get a yes?

A man with a round face and rosy cheeks met them at the cubicle. “I’m Fletcher,” he said. He was overweight and George wondered how many wiggles it took for him to stuff himself into that chair. “It’ll take about ten to fifteen minutes,” he told them. Once the papers were all signed and dated, Fletcher took hold of the chair’s armrest and shimmied, shimmied, shimmied until finally he was up and making his way toward an office where he closed the door behind him.

George put a fist to his mouth and spoke into it like a game show host. “What will you buy with your millions, Mrs. Timmons?”

“It would feel like millions after all the struggling we’ve been doing.”

That comment struck George. “Yeah,” he said. It was his fault they were struggling. He’d been laid off for almost two years. Lenore worked from home taking after hour messages for doctor offices and the pay wasn’t much. She said she looked for jobs outside of home, too, but he doubted that. She barely left the house to go to the store.

They both were quiet, dreaming. George knew what he’d like to do. Small things were given—roses, a box of her favorite candy—but those gifts were nothing. He wanted to give her something more expensive, like that corrective surgery for her face that she kept an ad for in her dresser—the ad that she had folded into the tiniest square possible and hidden under all of her socks and underwear. They allowed payment plans, and they’d figure out that part later. Just needed the down-payment. Then she’d be the woman she used to be, alive and happy.

“He’s coming,” she said. George looked and, sure enough, there came Fletcher, his body swaying with each step and sweat glistening on his brow like it was all too much. “He’s smiling,” she said.

George looked at her and smiled back. “He is.”

“Yes, good news,” Fletcher said. “Alrighty, then.” He got to his chair and stood behind it. His smile faded. “Unfortunately, we were unable to approve you at this time.”

“What?” There was hurt in Lenore’s voice. “You just said good news.”

Fletcher’s cheeks reddened. “I was on the phone.” He turned his head and tapped the earpiece. “I’m really sorry.”

Lenore got up and walked out before Fletcher could find more words. George stood, unable to thank the man for his time. He could only think of what he would say to Bobby, who was waiting to put them out. He caught up to Lenore just as she made room at the door for a child and mother to come in.

“Look, Ma,” the little girl said, pointing at Lenore’s face.

“Carly, walk!” the mother said.

They rode home in silence, except for all the Thanksgiving Day commercials.


* * *


George hadn’t been able to contact Bobby that whole day, he hadn’t been home either time he drove by. The next morning he parked two houses down and caught the little weasel bringing the dog out.

Stick-thin, Bobby came out the door scratching at the crotch area of his grey jogging pants. He yelled to the dog, “Get right to it, ya ugly mutt.”

“Bobby…”

“George?” He pulled a pack of cigarettes from his blue-jean shirt pocket. The buttons weren’t aligned with their holes.“I said my piece already.”

“Who’s that out there, Bobby?” his wife called from inside.

“Oh, for the love of—would you shut up!” His wife came to the door, hair down to her waist. She didn’t speak, just stared at Bobby, who was now rubbing his stomach. A noise came from him that was loud and clear even to George all the way on the sidewalk. “What the hell was that?” He was just as bewildered.

“I noticed you ain’t been regular,” she told him. “I put a little Lax in your cupcakes.”

“Lax?” Bobby stomped his foot like an ill-tempered child. “Dammit! You women are always tinkering.”

“Bobby,” George interrupted. Not wanting to wait out one of their squabbles. They could go on and on, one quarrel flowing into another. “What about all the house repairs I’ve done for you? The patio, the broken window? The damn pipes in the kitchen would have eroded all the way through by now from all the poisons you kept using if I hadn’t unclogged it!”

Bobby looked unfazed, scratched again.

“And right before Thanksgiving? You’re gonna—”

“Nuttin’ personal.” Bobby’s stomach gurgled once more. That’s when he hurried inside. His wife caught the screen and came out. Scooped the dog up into her arms and went back inside without so much a glance in George’s direction.

George wanted to run in that house, grab Bobby by the collar and punch his teeth in, but he didn’t.


* * *


The unemployment was deposited. Money always changed the atmosphere in the house, and it was the one day they had take-out.

Lenore went to the cabinet and when she pulled it open a landslide of plates came crashing down. George jumped from his seat at the table to help. He bent down next to her and














* * *























