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In the quiet town where shadows clung to the corners of every street, a boy was born into a home that whispered lies as easily as it breathed air. His father, a man whose words were sharp yet hollow, had only one phrase for everything: “It’s all bullshit.” Every dinner, every promise, every laugh—bullshit. And the boy, still small enough to feel the chill of the world, clung to something strangely comforting: the sheets he slept in. Not ordinary sheets, but ones patterned with bulls, fierce and unyielding, as if they might teach him courage where his father could not.

Night after night, he drifted under the weight of his father’s words, trying to make sense of a world built on noise and deception. Yet in the silence between his dreams and waking, he began to see patterns—shapes, movements, whispers—that no one else could. And slowly, inexorably, the sheets began to feel less like fabric and more like a shield, a witness, a friend... maybe even a warning.

This is the story of a boy, a father, and the invisible battles fought in the small hours, where reality bends, and the monsters in a home are not always under the bed.
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The clock read 2:03 a.m., and the streets were silent except for the hum of a lone taxi. Five-year-old Tommy’s small hand was clutched tightly in his mother’s, her knuckles white with fury. She didn’t speak, not yet, but the tension in her shoulders warned him that the night would not be gentle.

They arrived at Viktor’s office—a place that should have been a sanctuary of work, not a den of betrayal. Inside, lights glared on a scene that would burn into Tommy’s mind forever: his father, caught in the rawest act of infidelity, with another woman whose presence felt like poison in the room.

Tommy’s mother knelt beside him, holding his gaze. Her voice was cold but sharp, slicing through the confusion and fear. “Look at him, Tommy. Look. Your father is a bullshit! He’s the worst!”

The words hung in the air like smoke, choking, impossible to ignore. Tommy’s small chest rose and fell too fast, his mind struggling to reconcile the man who had tucked him in at night with the one now exposed as a traitor. And somewhere deep down, behind the fear, a tiny part of him understood—these were not just words. They were truth.

That night, the sheets with bulls on them felt heavier than ever. Fierce, unyielding, like they might protect him from the chaos that now filled his world.

The ride home was quiet, but not peaceful. The city streets seemed smaller now, cramped with invisible weight, and Tommy clutched his mother’s hand so tightly it ached. Every so often, she muttered under her breath, words he didn’t fully understand but felt like fire.

At home, the door slammed behind them. Elaine, his mother, was trembling, pacing the living room as if the walls themselves had ears. Her voice rose and fell, shouting fragments at Viktor who stood in the corner, silent now, ashamed, defiant, but never apologetic.

Tommy didn’t understand the words. He didn’t understand the anger, the betrayal, the bitterness. All he could see were the shadows of their bodies moving like monsters across the walls, their voices colliding in a way that made his head spin.

He backed away slowly, slipping into the bedroom that had become his small sanctuary. The sheets—the ones covered in bulls, fierce and staring—were wrapped around him like armor. They smelled of safety and home, a strange consistency in a world that suddenly felt unpredictable and terrifying. He pressed his face into the soft fabric and tried to disappear, as if the bulls themselves could swallow him whole and keep the chaos out.

From the bedroom, he could still hear them—the arguing, the shouting, the sharp edge of disappointment slicing through the air. But in the embrace of his sheets, the words were muffled. The fury in his mother’s voice became a dull roar. Viktor’s selfishness, a distant hum.

Tommy didn’t understand betrayal. He didn’t understand adultery, or shame, or anger. He only knew the one truth that mattered to him in that moment: the bulls were on his side, and as long as he held onto them, the world might still make sense—or at least, be bearable for a little while.

Days passed, but the air at home never cleared. Elaine’s despair was a storm that never broke, and Tommy felt trapped in its eye. She hovered over him, her anger and sadness tangled together like barbed wire, repeating the same phrases over and over: “Your father is a bullshit!” “He’s the worst!”

At first, Tommy believed her words were truth. But slowly, something inside him began to shift. Why was he the one forced to watch, to feel, to understand things no child should? Why did his mother’s sorrow feel heavier than his father’s betrayal?

He began to notice it in small ways—the sharp tone of her voice, the way her hands shook when she spoke, the way she seemed to need him to carry the weight of her pain. It wasn’t protection. It wasn’t comfort. It was control.
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