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REVENGE

REVENGE

Book Two in The Bullied Series

by Christopher Smith

This series of books is for anyone who has ever been bullied.

You're better than anything they ever said about you or did to you.

And you’re certainly better than them.
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For their help with this book, the author is particularly grateful to Erich Kaiser, Ross Smith, Ann Smith and Margaret Nagle.  The author also would like to thank the Bangor Daily News.  In an odd way, the author is grateful for remembering what it was like to be bullied himself when he was growing up.  Unfortunately, many of the bullying scenes in THE BULLIED SERIES are not fiction.  They come straight from the author's own life.
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CHAPTER ONE
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BOOK TWO

REVENGE

––––––––
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MY PARENTS HAD BEEN dead a week when I decided to take an apartment of my own.  It was about a mile or so from creepy Jim, which was just close enough for friendly visits, nothing more.  I needed time alone, but I wanted to be close enough to somebody I trusted should I need them.

I stayed with Jim since the night our trailer was torched by Jake Tyler, Mike Hastings, Ginny Gibson and a crew of five others, but it was soon obvious—to me, at least—that the living situation wasn’t going to work out.  

There wasn’t room for me.  Given all the junk in Jim’s trailer—not to mention his dozens of cats and the smell of cat urine—it was too claustrophobic and not what I wanted.  Besides, I was now eighteen.  In the grand eyes of the law, I was considered an adult and didn’t have to go into foster care.  I could be on my own, which is what I intended to do.

“We can get a bigger place,” Jim said while I was packing in his spare bedroom.  I knew he was worried about me and I appreciated his concern.  Right now, he was my closest ally and I didn’t want to hurt or offend him in any way.  “We can have anything we want with that amulet.  I just always played it safe.  Nothing too grand, you know?”

I smiled at him.  “You achieved it.”

“It’s about staying under the radar, not letting people get too close and wonder how you got so much when they know damn well you don’t work and that you came from nothing.”

I turned to look at him.  “But what if I do want it all?  What if I want a nice place?  Nice clothes?  A nice car and nice things?”

“Then you need to get out of Maine, boy, and move to another state where no one knows you and you can become that person.  What do they call it?  A trust-fund baby.  That’s what you can become, but you can’t do that here because everyone knows otherwise.  You need to stick to my story.  Your parents had a little money saved.  There also was a modest insurance policy.  Not much, but it was good—certainly good enough so you can finish the school year without having to worry about where you’re going to sleep and whether you’re going to eat.”

“I’m not leaving here,” I said.  “I have things to do.  And I’d like to up that insurance amount by at least another hundred grand.  I’ve been poor my whole life.  I’ve had enough of it.  There’s no reason why they couldn’t have purchased an insurance policy that had an extra hundred thousand in it.”

“That’ll give you a quarter mill, right?”

“That’s right.”

“I can live with that.  You’ll change your bank numbers?”

“I just did.”  

He ran his hand through his beard and studied me with frustration.  “Suppose you tell me about those things you have to do?”

I started to fold a shirt.  “If you think I’m going to let them get away with killing my mother and father, you’re crazy.  It’s been a week and still the police know nothing.  They’re incompetent.  I’m not waiting for them to get their act together and track down who did this when I already know who did it and can handle it myself.”

“I don’t expect you to wait.  I don’t expect you to let them get away with what they did to your Mom and Dad—I loved them, too.  I miss them.  I know you’ll do something and I understand that.  But that doesn’t mean I’m also not worried about what you’ll do.  I don’t want you to go too far.”

“I plan on going too far, so start worrying.”

“You’re talking death, right?”

“After I play with them for awhile, it’s an option.”

“It’s the wrong option.  Seth, there are all sorts of things you can do, some of which won’t be apparent.  This Mike Hastings guy you talk about.  You could imagine for him a life of squalor.  You could imagine for him a life of crime.  Say he gets caught holding up a bank.  That’s prison time right there, which is what he really deserves for what he did to your parents.  Death is the easy way out.  You could create an endless loop of bank robberies just for him and he’d be in prison the rest of his life.”  He checked himself.  “Hell, you could do that for all of them.  Death isn’t an option.”

“I’ll think about it, Jim.”

“I know you’re angry.”

“It’s deeper than that.  I have a history with these people that, if written down on paper, no one would believe.  If any of this had happened to you, you’d understand how I feel.  I should have been able to help my parents.  I should have been able to stop that fire, but I couldn’t.  For some reason, I couldn’t stop it and I don’t know why.”

“It’s because you couldn’t focus,” Jim said.  “You were scared and you couldn’t focus.  You know that’s how that damned thing works.  It’s all about focus.”

“I should have been able to focus.”

“In time, you’ll learn how to control it as if it’s just an extension of you.  You won’t even think about it, even in situations as dire as that.”

“A lot of good that does me now.  They’re dead.”

He couldn’t respond to that, so he said nothing.  He watched me finish packing and zip up my duffle bag when I was finished.  I didn’t have much, but I did manage to grab a photograph of my parents before the fire became so intense that I needed to crawl out of my bedroom window.  

When I was ready to leave, creepy Jim asked me if I wanted a lift, but I thought it was best to start relying on myself, so I called for a cab, which now was outside waiting for me.

I climbed into it and looked over at him.  He was standing in the trailer’s open front door.  All around him, cats were coming in and going out.  Some stopped to rub their scent against him.  On his face was a well of concern I’d never seen before.  In his eyes was something else.  Regret?  Did he regret giving me the amulet?  “Don’t be a stranger, now.”

“I won’t.  Thanks, Jim.  I appreciate what you’ve done for me.”

“We’ll talk soon?”

“Couple days?”

“I’d like that.  Just remember what I said.”

“I’ll see you.”

I told the driver to take me into town.

*   *   *
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THE APARTMENT I CHOSE yesterday was on the first floor of a new building in one of the best parts of the city.  

It had everything I needed—two bedrooms, an office for schoolwork, a new kitchen with stainless steel appliances, granite countertops, a washer and dryer and, better yet, it was partly furnished and cleaned daily by the service I hired.  It was close to my school and had decent access to stores and restaurants.

Never in my life had I lived in anything like this.

The apartment also had a parking spot, which I planned to fill later with the new Audi TT I was buying at noon.  I test drove it yesterday.  It was black and sleek, fast and perfect.  

Jim thought it was too much.  I thought I could spend my “inheritance” as I saw fit.  I was writing them a check for it, so I didn’t expect to be long.  The rest of the day would be spent buying towels, a bed, new clothes, groceries and a hundred other things I needed in order to live.

I unzipped my duffel bag and put the photograph of my parents on a side table in the living room.  I looked at them and missed them.  That final night alone together, we were at some kind of a turning point and then it was stolen from us.  

Tonight, I’d think hard about all that was coming next.  Tomorrow was my first day back at school.  It would be stressful for a whole host of reasons, but I was going.

I planned to look those fuckers straight in the face.
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CHAPTER TWO
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APPARENTLY, I SWUNG into school at just the right moment for maximum exposure and attention.

Everyone was either arriving by bus or, if they walked to school or had a car of their own, they already were talking to their friends outside before the bell rang.
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