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Think You Can Survive? Prove It.

 

The Try Not to Die series is just getting started — and you can be the first to experience each deadly new chapter.

Sign up for Mark Tullius’s free newsletter and you’ll receive:


		Two FREE ebooks: Morsels of Mayhem & Somber Stroll

		Early access to upcoming Try Not to Die releases

		Exclusive content you won’t find anywhere else



Survive the books. Enjoy the perks.

Join now — if you dare.

 

Click here to sign up for the newsletter.
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This Book is the Sequel to At Grandma’s House

 

This book is the sequel to Try Not to Die: At Grandma’s House, the first book in the TNTD series. The ebook, paperback, and audiobook can be purchased at most retailers.
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Get your copy.

 


Your First Decision

 

There are two versions for you to choose from.

You can read the Interactive version where you make choices and face the consequences, or the Survivor version which only has the main story and no death scenes or decisions. Either way, we hope you have fun.

 

Click here for the Interactive Version.

 

Click here for the Survivor Version.

 

 


TRY NOT TO DIE BACK AT GRANDMA’S HOUSE INTERACTIVE VERSION

 

This should be easy. East or west on the highway, just pick and follow. But I’m sitting here clutching the steering wheel of Grandpa’s car, the consequences of everything I’ve done wrapping their charred, flaky hands around my heart. People are dead because of me.

“David,” Sam says from the shadows of the backseat, the whites of her eyes all I can see. “What are you doing? Get us the hell out of here!”

Her needing me makes this so much worse. I’m supposed to protect her, but I don’t want to be responsible anymore. Every decision I’ve made has kept my sister alive, but for how long? I hate choices. You never know if you’ve picked the right one. No matter what you choose, you can’t know how the other turns out. I’ll tell myself that the one I picked is right or wrong, but it’s all just in my head. I suppose there will be a moment I’ll know, the last second before I die. That’s the moment I’ll be able to say, “You should have picked the other path.” That’s all any of us get. That’s the only clarity we’ll have. The rest of our lives are left or right, up or down, east or west; then cross your fingers and fall into the unknown. 

“David, I swear to God! Get us out of here!”

It’s hard to think, the image of Grandpa’s evil creatures about to rip Sam’s head off or stab me through the seat with their claws. “East or west?” I ask her. “Which?”

“I don’t know, David. You just have to go.” Sam’s usual anger has drained. I can’t tell if it’s from exhaustion or she’s scared I’m close to snapping and becoming as useless as the “person” taking up the seat beside her. He’s definitely not going to help with the decision-making process. Barely breathing, pale, and shaking, he’s like a corpse, electrocuted with enough volts to make him appear to be alive. I’m trying to take Grandpa’s word that he’s our brother and not going to turn back into the monstrosity he was, but until he starts speaking, I won’t believe it’s Tim. I won’t accept that the person we buried in his grave was someone Tim tore apart with his teeth and claws.

Fifteen minutes ago, this thing had been tied to a table connected to Sam, tubes in their veins, Grandpa’s last-ditch effort to undo what had happened, to turn Tim back into a human being.

“Please pick, David.” Her voice isn’t more than a whisper.

I hate myself for making this worse on Sam, but my hands are trembling on the wheel. I have this awful, twisted feeling things would be better if we hadn’t made it out of the lab alive.

There aren’t any cars on the road, but for all we know there’s a trail of bloodthirsty Torpions on our tail or waiting around a curve. But it’s not just those vile creatures. The fire from the house must be spreading. With my luck, it’s gonna ignite this entire mountain, both east and west about to go up in flames.

I can’t believe we might burn alive when we could have drowned with our parents. That’s the age-old question, right? Burned alive or drowned? Which would you choose?

“David, just go,” Sam says, sounding like she’s going to cry.

My foot punches the gas. East. The highway is narrow, one lane each direction. Between the huge green formations of earth that rise off to the sides is a drop into nothingness. The small guardrail wouldn't be able to stop us from careening into the foggy abyss.

This road gets smoother, no potholes or cracks to slow us down, but I keep it at 50 mph, just above the speed limit, my fingers practically the same color as the thing next to Sam. 

Sam takes a swig from her water bottle and holds it up. “Want some?”

My mouth’s like dry dirt, but I’m not taking my hands off the worn leather of the wheel. I’ve only had my license for two months and haven’t driven at night or in the mountains. “I’m okay.” I nod towards the thing next to her. “How about him?”

I catch a glimpse in the rearview. I think she’s putting her hand on it, but my eyes return forward, locking in on the curve coming up. I glide the wheel to the right, press my foot on the brake until we hit a bit of a straightaway. 

I check the mirror, see the thing’s head pressed against the window, fog on the glass near his lips.

As a beast he was naked, so he still is, just like when Mom would make us strip down in the backyard after we’d been playing in the mud. She’d turn the hose on us, the water always freezing, and we could never stop laughing or screaming. We’d wrap ourselves in beach towels, drip into the house and all three of us would jump on Tim’s bed, smiling until our cheeks almost split.

Only now Tim’s not really Tim, and he’s shaking worse, his breaths coming out in spurts. I say, “See if there’s anything back there for him. Check the floor.”

“Yeah, there’s like these overalls, I think,” she says, unfolding thick denim. 

“Put them on him.”

“You put them on him.”

“Oh, you want to drive?”

“Sure do. Better than trying to dress whatever this is.”

For some reason, it makes me feel better that Sam isn’t just accepting all of this about Tim either.

I slow down for the next bend. A wave of guilt hits me for leaving Grandma’s without alerting the authorities. There wasn’t time to phone anyone, but no one knows anything about us or the trouble we’ve left behind, our last thirty-six hours of hell. “We should call someone,” I say.

“Who?” Sam asks.

“Maybe someone could help us.”

“Who could help us, David?”

“I don’t know, but…”

I’m just talking at this point to keep from thinking about everything. We keep rolling through the switchback down the mountain. I’m telling her to at least put the overalls over Tim to keep him warm. She finally does. My eyes start closing.

I roll down my window a few inches like Dad used to do driving us home after a long sun-drenched day at the water park.

“What are you doing? It’s cold!” Sam says.

“Yeah, and I’m falling asleep.”

“Fine.”

It might be my eyes playing tricks, but I swear there’s a flash of blue flickering on the guardrail up ahead. Blue switches red and then back to blue.

We’re doing thirty around the corner. Two sizzling flares and fifty feet of asphalt are between us and the police SUV parked sideways across the road. It’s blocking our lane!

“David!”

I’m pressing the brakes, but we’re not slowing fast enough. A cop in a puffy green jacket stands by the rear door of the police car. He spins towards us, hand held up to stop, but there’s no way to follow his command. I’m pushing the pedal, but if I mash it too hard, I’ll swing us right into him, crushing his body against the SUV. I turn the wheel left, cross the divider and pass the SUV, headlights from another car coming right at us.

Sam screams and I whip the wheel right, Grandpa’s car sliding sideways, tires screeching.

The side of the car slams into a parked police cruiser, causing a crunching crash of metal more violent than my head smacking off the window.

Everything’s black. We’re not moving. I try to shake it off, but I’m too scared to open my eyes. There’s something outside the car.

I keep my eyelids clenched, my head one giant, pounding throb.

“What just happened?” a tiny voice buzzes behind me. I don’t know who’s talking. I don’t know anything except I’m inside this car. It’s hard to see out of my left eye. Everything’s blurry. My side window is cracked, blood running down jagged lines in the glass.

On the other side of the fractured window, a warped face stares at me from the car that’s pressed against ours. A man’s in the backseat, his face droopy like he’s drunk.

“Out of the car!” an angry man shouts. “Now!”

Oh right, I just slammed into a cop car.

My left hand clutches the wheel, a strange tingle down that forearm.

The back door opens. “Get your hands off me!” a girl screams.

In the rearview, the cop pulls my sister out of the car. He barks at me, his silver revolver aimed at my face through the passenger window. “Driver! Hands up!”

Both hands go up, and a stream of blood runs from the two-inch gash on my left forearm. It dribbles onto my lap, not far from the piece of steel poking out from the crumpled door by my knees.

“Over to my partner, kid,” the cop orders Sam. Attention back on me, he says, “Slide out!”

Taking it slow, I inch across the seat as blood trickles down my arm, my head throbbing so bad I want to puke.

Sam’s never been good at following orders and climbs back into the backseat of our car. “It’s okay,” she says.

“Kid, I told you… Jesus… What’s a matter with him?” a female cop asks. “And why’s he naked?”

“That’s my fault,” Sam says. “He’s my brother.”

“Huh?”

“I didn’t want to put on his overalls.”

“You guys on drugs?”

“He’s sick,” Sam says. “We need a doctor.”

The words don’t stick for long in my head. I’m focused on the barrel of the gun.

“Open the door and get out,” the cop orders.

The cold air helps, but I’m dizzy when I stand, arms overhead to not give him a reason to fire a bullet into my throbbing skull.

Finally, I see past the gun, past the cop. The female officer comes around the corner of our car, looks like she’s still in high school, her jacket two sizes too big. “They’re just kids, Padgett. And look, he’s bleeding.”

“Kid almost killed me,” Padgett says, lowering the gun so it’s aimed at my feet. “Could’ve killed our detainee.”

“Look where you parked!” Sam shouts from the other side of the cop car. She’s standing next to an older model blue pickup, its grill smashed into a giant pine, the only thing keeping it from rolling down the cliff.

“I’m really sorry. I tried to stop,” I say, pressing the cut on my left arm against my stomach to slow the blood.

The female officer digs around the trunk of the police cruiser. She slams it shut and walks up with some gauze and an Ace bandage. “You better sit down,” she says, helping me ease my back against the guardrail.

“Thank you,” I say, head still pounding, my arm a deep ache. There’s so much blood I can’t even see how deep the cut is. It’s just pouring out.

She kneels beside me, wraps my forearm. “This will have to do until you can get it stitched up,” she says. “Keep it elevated with pressure on it.”

Her name tag reads Officer Nelson. I tell her, “I’m sorry I...”

She shushes me, pats my back. “You’ll be okay. What’s your name?”

I’m about to tell her when I realize I don’t know the answer, the first time that’s ever happened. My brain is foggier than the abyss behind me.

“What’s that smell?” Padgett asks. “It’s like dirty socks and diarrhea.”

Nelson keeps her attention on me. “Can I see your driver’s license?”

I’m patting myself. My wallet’s not in either pocket. “I…don’t…know…”

Padgett walks behind our car, his ear to the top of the trunk. “What the hell you got in here?”

I’ve got no idea. I don’t even know whose car it is.

“David,” Sam shouts from behind the vehicles. “He’s trying to get inside the trunk!”

“So your name’s David?” Nelson asks.

I nod, my name sinking back in my mind.

“What’s in the trunk?” Padgett asks, his hand on his holster.

“Don’t open that,” Sam says.

“Come on, you don’t hear that, Nelson?” Padgett says.

Nelson listens for a second, the scraping of metal cutting through the silence.

Padgett grabs the keys from the ignition.

“Sir, please, I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” Sam says.

“Well, thank God I’m not you,” he says, his tone angry and tense.

“Sir! Don’t!”

Padgett shakes his head, pops the lock, and throws open the trunk. The click clack of claws on metal brings back the nightmare, the one we’ve been running from. It’s a Torpion, one of the black needle-teethed demons Grandpa created.

I shout, “Stop!” but it’s too late.

“What in God’s–”

The foot-long creature leaps out of the trunk and pounces on Padgett’s face, its razor-sharp claws stabbing at his eyes, its wasplike abdomen pushing against his mouth, muffling his screams.

He swipes at it. “Oh God! Get it off! Get–”

Padgett collapses to his knees, both hands pulling at it, but the Torpion has its claws in him.

Nelson spins, gun out. She’s screaming. “What do I do?”

“David,” Sam yells. “Get back!”
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Get that thing off his face.

 

Grab the shotgun out of the cruiser.

 

Get away from this creature and try to bring Nelson along. 

 


Nelson is screaming and shaking, her aim all over the place. “W-what do I do?” she asks.

Padgett’s flesh shoots off his face in every direction. I feel sick, not just from the horror show in front of me, but because Nelson’s pointing the gun downward, aiming right at her partner. If her twitchy finger pulls the trigger, the bullet’s gonna go straight through his brain, even before the Torpion makes it through his skull.

“You’re gonna kill him,” I say, barely a whisper. I try to say it again, louder, but I'm shaking, too. Everything seems to be. The Torpion, its claws, its scaly back rising as it draws breath to keep devouring, engulfing, moving.

Padgett can barely grip it anymore, his body convulsing. There’s so much blood. It’s burrowing its wasp-like abdomen into his mouth, and Nelson’s about to squeeze the trigger.

I grab hold of the Torpion, try yanking it out of his mouth, but its scales are so slick with blood that my hands slip off and I almost fall back. I grab it again but it’s wiggling like a fish.

“Get away from it!” Nelson screams. “What are you doing?”

It’s flopping so much I almost lose hold, but I pop it out of Padgett’s mouth. It’s snapping back at me, those razor fangs dripping flesh and nasty saliva. I fling it but it twists at the last second and lands at the back corner of the cruiser, slapping against the ground, twirling, then finding its feet.

What have I done? Oh God…

I backpedal, its eyes locked on me. It leaps, claws flying towards my face. My shoe slips on the blood, and the Torpion flies over my head, slides all the way into the guardrail, its scales flicking off like ashes of a cigarette in a gust of wind. 

“D-david!” Sam stutters. She’s backed up against the SUV. The Torpion has its eyes on her. A new target.

“Sam!” I yell, but it’s too late, the beast flying towards her.

The Torpion’s claws sink into Sam’s eyes. Fangs devour her face.

When I get to her, its abdomen’s already filling her mouth. I pull on the creature, fingers slipping, but I get it off and throw it. It slams against the guardrail and flips over the side. 

I catch Sam before she falls to the ground, but Sam’s not Sam. She’s this bloody mess of a face. Her screams are an angry gurgle, her throat slashed open by one of the claws. My sister is just shredded flesh and fear.

There’s clicking on concrete behind me. The Torpion is coming.
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Try again.

 


Down the mountain’s my best option, the trees packed so close together they’ll never capture me. It’s the first step into living in the wilderness. Once I’m out there, have found some fresh prey, I’ll never have to see another human for as long as I live. I run as fast I can, hurry past the first few rows of trees before slowing.

There are voices behind me, up above the hill. I hide and peek around the trunk of a tree, but don’t see anyone. They can’t see me. I need to rest, recover, plan. For a split second, I grow more lucid, and realize just what’s happened back at the hospital before the beast takes control. The plan is simple, and it doesn’t need me anymore. I just need to lie in wait. An ambush. Blood is the most important thing right now, and soon enough the rest of my thoughts are shoved under the rock in my brain and I’m seeing red again.

It’s growing dark around me. The sound of several dogs howling comes from up the hill. My ears prick at the sound, and I growl, a low rumble in the back of my throat. But then there are men’s voices again. A sliver of intellect is allowed out from under the rock.

“Sir, it’s in there. Send in the dogs?”

Well, shit. I’m ready to turn and run, imagining what it’d be like to fight a pack of dogs rather than men. Sharper, more vicious, less concerned with their own welfare. Intellect bundled away, instinct takes over. I start to move when sirens sound down the mountain, bright red and blue lights shining through the trees. There must be a road that twists down that way. I’m surrounded and have to decide which way to fight my way through.

Shadows of men and dogs move between the trees. I ready myself to attack, punch through their thin line of defense and make for the next treeline. At this point it’s the only thing I can do.

“No,” is the word I hear most from the men in that direction. I creep toward them, seeing how close I can get before I pounce. For every step I take forward, they take one back. The dogs are kept on tight leashes. They’re retreating.

I pause and prick my ears again, trying to get a handle on what they’re doing. The dogs aren’t even excited anymore. Their barking has ceased. The men huddle around their lit-up cars, point the barrels of their guns over them.

A new sound is shouted over and over. It’s not a complicated sound, and the beast lets my intellect handle it, in case it means something to its survival.

I’m not sure how the word could be perceived as a threat. Not to me.

Drone? What does that mean?

I keep looking at the lights and the men’s shadows, then I see that they’re gone. they’ve left a clear opening for me to escape. I hesitate to take it. What’s this new tactic?

I could climb the tree to investigate, see how much more there is of them out there, where they might have moved to. I opt instead to keep moving in that direction. The farther I am from humans, the better.

A buzzing sound approaches. I think they’re shooting bullets, but it’s less frenetic. More methodical, controlled. Patient. And it’s coming from high up in the air. And it’s not so much a buzzing sound as a gentle whir.

First there’s one whir, then another, and two more. They’re coming from all directions. The men no longer surround me. Something else has taken their place. Something the beast in me doesn’t have any clue how to escape.

I suddenly forget what matters to my survival. I can only imagine something bad will come of this. The beast opens up my mind again, at a loss to explain my current predicament. I remember now. Think of the wars, the headlines and videos and the controversy. I know the danger posed by that word.

Drone.

It’s a trap I can’t escape, but I have to try.

I scramble down the mountain, same direction I’d chosen in the first place, clinging to survival despite the beast having fully relinquished control of my mind. I’m back to being as human as I’ll ever be, still using the beast’s body. All I want to do is go back to my brother and sister, to mourn them, to give myself up and let the Army do whatever it will to me.

Yet I run. I burst out from the tree line, onto the mountain road, past the cars’ flashing lights. Guns start blazing. Bullets thump around me and into me, the white-hot lights of tracers descending in a ragged cone on my location. My body is riddled from all angles, along with the cars and the road surface and the police hiding in their cars around me, all collateral damage caught in the buckshot-blast carnage of the Army’s effort to obliterate me.

The drones keep firing, gentle whirs turned to cracking automatic weapons. When the final bullet penetrates my skull, it strikes a human brain, not a monster’s.
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Try again.

 

 


The bear towers over us, the flickering torch illuminating its massive hairy torso, sharp claws, and even sharper teeth.

I don’t know if I got this idea from school or maybe a cartoon, but I pray it works as I dive onto my belly next to Sam and play dead.

Nelson aims her gun and fires over and over. The bear staggers back, but only for a moment, the revolver nothing but an irritation. She squeezes the trigger again, but there’s only a click. She fumbles in the pouch on her belt, empties the chamber, and tries to insert more bullets. One bounces off her boot.

OEBPS/images/image.png





OEBPS/images/image.jpeg
Dark [/ Murses
and
Disturbing

Of Mayhenn

Y
»‘f"‘.c”»_

Rl
MARK TOLLIVS

2 Free Books for Newsletter Subscribers





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
-

" ]
. ": |" *
. e - “ ﬁ " ,i
s: - .. 5l > -
- - i i 1S : i J!';;’. "‘ !.
. . 4 i
e — i sl (T -

MARK TULLIUS
P.W. FEUTZ





OEBPS/images/image-1.png
NS

VINCERE
PR ES S





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpeg
A

MARI( TUL IUS
ANTHONY SZPAK-,





OEBPS/images/image-3.jpeg





OEBPS/images/image-2.jpeg





