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 Ronnie Sullivan sat motionless on his beige couch while cheers erupted around him.  

 "Way to go, man!" 

 "You just made history!" 

 His friends took turns congratulating him and patting his back, their smiles wide and 

genuine. Their beers clinked in celebration and Ronnie felt a bottle being shoved into his hand. 

The cold condensation against his skin snapped him out of his shock. He, Ronnie, a hard-

working plumber for the last fifteen years of his life, had just won more money than he ever 

thought imaginable based on a mere gut feeling. It was the end of March Madness, and his 

bracket was perfect.  

 He didn't even like basketball. Every March, he'd roll his eyes at his friends for their 

incessant conversations about the sport. Their obsession over the brackets they poured endless 

hours into carefully selecting which teams would win seemed silly to him. It only took the first 

week for most of them to have their brackets “busted” when one of the teams they’d chosen to 

win lost instead. Unfortunately, that’s when the pouting began, along with the, “I wish I’d chose 

such and such team to win.” Ronnie usually avoided his pals for a few days because he wasn’t 

interested in their whining. 

 This year was different. Ronnie had spotted a wadded up blank bracket out in the shop by 

the extra inventory while he was going through supplies to fill his work van. On a whim, he 

grabbed the paper and went by his gut alone as he predicted the future of each team for the next 

couple of weeks. He had chastised himself as he turned it into an online gambling website and 

had even muttered what a waste of money it was. But… it was like a whisper coaxing him to do 

it and he couldn’t ignore it. 

 The last several days had been enthralling. He’d posted his bracket alongside everyone 

else’s at the shop and it didn’t take long for them to eagerly check his results in the morning. At 

first, his coworkers said it was beginner’s luck. After that, it became dumb luck, and now, on the 

night of this championship game, Ronnie knew it was something else, but he couldn’t quite put 

his finger on it. No one had ever predicted a perfect bracket before him. 

 There was another hearty slap on his back followed by the group demanding, “Speech! 

Speech!” 

 Sweat beading on his upper lip, Ronnie nervously wiped it away and smiled. “Thank you 

to all of the doubters who said I never had a chance and no to all of you who want to borrow 

money. Oh, and I still don’t like basketball.” 

 Laughter chimed around him and he took a long drag from his beer. It felt good to be a 

winner. 

 

### 

 

 Over the next several weeks, Ronnie appeared on several talk shows, both for day and 

night, as people were amazed his pure luck. With no one ever having had a perfect bracket 

before him, he was being treated like an A-list celebrity.  

 Ronnie didn’t mind. He realized he really enjoyed the attention and even hammed it up 

when he took questions from audience members hoping to capitalize on his intuition. They asked 

about stock options, which he knew nothing about as well, but freely gave his opinion on which 

ones were the best to buy next and which to sell. Some wanted to know when they’d meet their 

soulmate and he obliged, telling intricate meet-cute stories. 

 To his surprise—and everyone else’s—Ronnie was right. He was right about the stock 



market and several people confirmed that they met their spouses just the way Ronnie had 

predicted.  

 When Ronnie started receiving desperate calls for help finding missing persons, including 

phone calls from the police, he deleted all of his social media accounts and stopped answering 

his phone. He tried to just go back to his job to clear his head, even though he didn’t need the 

money anymore. That backfired completely; clients would pester him with questions while he 

worked to repair their sinks and hot water heaters. He suspected the people broke their 

appliances on purpose just to have a reason to have him inside their homes. 

 Unable to go anywhere without being recognized, Ronnie rented a remote cabin in the 

mountains. He locked up his home and, traveling with only a small suitcase, drove several hours 

until he reached his new house. The place was so out of the way that Ronnie’s GPS got him lost 

twice and he had to resign to an old atlas for help that he kept stashed in his truck. 

 The cabin was a small, two-bedroom dwelling surrounded by a dense forest. It didn’t 

even have running water or electricity, but Ronnie was more than happy to be “off the grid” 

entirely.  

 Once his meager belongings were unpacked, he spent the next hour driving back into 

town for more supplies. He figured the town to be perfect as it had few buildings and most of the 

inhabitants seemed to prefer to be left alone. It was exactly what he wanted. 

 Standing in line to check out at the grocery store, Ronnie heard a man clear his throat 

behind him.  

 “I’m sorry to disturb you, but aren’t you…?” 

 “Nope. But I get that a lot,” Ronnie lied.  

 “My apologies, sir. It’s just uncanny how much you look like that Ronnie Sullivan. It’s 

too bad, right? Lucky man all because of that gut of his.” The man chuckled. “I wouldn’t even 

know what to do with that money!” 

 “I heard he couldn’t handle the fame.” A short, stocky woman standing behind the 

checkout counter popped her gum loudly. “Guess it’s hard to be right all of the time.” 

 “Maybe it was the pressure that got to him. Can’t imagine you’d get any peace when 

people know your predictions will come true,” the man replied. He thoughtfully stroked his black 

goatee. What do you think, Look-a-Like?” 

 Ronnie simply shrugged and handed cash to the clerk to pay for his goods. Shoulders 

hunched, he threw his groceries into the back of his truck.  

 The man and clerk stared after him suspiciously, but he never bothered to look back at 

them, too lost in his own thoughts. 

 

 

### 

 

 Ronnie woke to a wet, squishy sound and immediately reached out to turn on his lantern.  

 But his arms couldn’t move. They had been tied down to the edges of his bed, along with 

his feet. 

 “Oh, let me get that for you, Mr. Sullivan.”  

 The lantern burned brightly, filling the room with light. 

 It was the man from the grocery store, along with a few others he recognized from there, 

including the clerk. Their faces were bloody and each held long links of pink sausage in front of 

them.  



 “What the hell!” Ronnie shouted.  

 “I need some more, Joe,” someone in the corner of the room said. 

 “Of course.” Joe—the goateed man—dipped a hand into Ronnie’s stomach and pulled 

out a thick chunk of his intestines. “That enough, Clark?” 

 “It’s grand. Thanks.” Clark took the proffered meat and bit heartily into it. 

 “Jesus! Stop! What are you doing to me?” Ronnie screamed. 

 “Calm down, Mr. Sullivan. I’ve injected you with a local anesthetic so you wouldn’t feel 

a thing. We’re just eating your intestines. We couldn’t believe our luck when we all saw you 

today. You came up here to get away from everything, didn’t you? Tsk, tsk.” Joe shook his 

finger at him. “Trying to hide that gift of yours from everyone. That’s awfully selfish of you. We 

had a meeting and decided that if you’re unwilling to share your gift, then our best option was to 

eat your gut. We’ll get that gut instinct of yours and you can just die right here in your bed. 

That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? To be alone?” Joe laughed mirthlessly. “Well, Mr. Sullivan, 

we’re happy to oblige you.”  

 Ronnie screamed until Joe finally slapped duct tape over his mouth. Tears rolled down 

the sides of his face and into his ears as he could only helplessly listen to the sounds of their 

chomping.  

 True to his promise, the townspeople departed, leaving Ronnie alone in his solitary cabin, 

his gut instinct no more. 

 

 

 
 


