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James had been festering for years, building his list and preparing himself physically and mentally for all the wrongs done to him during his thirty years. He was ready now to exact his revenge. Turn the tables on them all and if they didn’t apologize, then he would ensure they would never think about doing it again. To anybody.

His whole school life he felt he’d been bullied, ridiculed, and shunned. It had been mostly okay in class if the teacher was there, but at all other times he was chased, hit, picked on, or thrown at. James would have preferred to have been home schooled, but his mother was single and had to work while his estranged father rarely saw him. When he did, he just told James to fight back.

The only trouble was that he was a frail kid with bad eyes and spotty skin, and his mother kept his hair close to the scalp after he got hair lice once at Elementary School. She would never let him grow it out. James also wasn’t strong enough to play sports, and his poor eyesight didn’t help even though he would have liked to play, so he stuck to studying and trying to keep out of everyone’s way.

James and his mother lived in an old farmhouse with no neighboring kids for him to play with, but at least he’d been able to have pets. He preferred their company as they never judged him on his looks or weaknesses. They were as unconditional as his mother with their love.

One of the animals was wild and he called him Johnny. He thought Johnny Deer had a nice ring to it. Johnny, along with his mother and siblings, would wander around the farmhouse, and for some reason Johnny took a liking to James.  He would let James pet him from an early age, to even when he’d grown and his antlers got in the way. He was a very handsome buck and James loved to watch him run and graze. 

Then Tommy Hilditch came with his gun.

Tommy was fourteen at the time, in the same class, and James had hated him all through elementary and high school. Tommy had always picked on James and thought himself quite the big shot, because his dad took him hunting and he played football for the school.

Tommy was a little overweight, double chinned, but thought he was good looking. Apart from being a bully, he also thought he could  touch all the girls wherever, and whenever, he wanted. Then he went over to the farmhouse one day, when he knew that James wasn’t around, and shot Johnny Deer. Leaving the body to rot but hacking off  his young antlers.

James hadn’t known it was Tommy until he bragged about it at school, telling everyone how he’d stalked the deer through the woods for hours on end, to get just one shot. That had been all he needed, as he was a hunter, and an expert with a rifle in his hands. Now, the antlers were mounted on his wall along with all his other hunting trophies.

The truth was, Johnny Deer was close to the farmhouse away from his grazing family, and the ‘expert’ shot had poured almost a dozen bullets into his body before he finally collapsed. Then he butchered away at the head of the body to retrieve the antlers, not concerned at all about leaving the carcass, as he’d ridden there on a bicycle and only wanted the antlers. It hadn’t even been hunting season, or in an authorized  hunting area. Tommy may as well have shot someone’s pet dog or cat, as that was how close James felt about him.

James was used to crying, but having to bury his dear friend  made him wail and sob like at no other time or since. 

Whenever he recalled it, James could still see the bullet riddled body, Johnny’s poor ravaged head, and his grieving family who tried to push his lifeless body back up.

Tommy had moved away from home after they both finished high school, and James found him years later in a double wide trailer in Fresno. Tommy was a bigger slob now. His beer belly cascaded over the belted, dirty shorts that could barely get over his hips. A sleeveless stained vest revealed his flabby arms, various tattoos, and hairy armpits. Short, greasy, brown hair  hung limply over his forehead and unshaven skin. Outside his very scruffy home was his truck, a Ford, dirty and as well kept as its owner. Stickers on the back window stated his love of hunting, guns, and the Raiders.

James knew he worked sometimes as a mechanic, and that his two grubby kids and similar wife were out. The kids in school and his wife at a nearby café cooking fries and burgers. The kids looked and acted like their father. Their foul mouths mimicked their parents, whose favorite word it seemed was fuck.

Tommy was a man of habit. Virtually every day, at the same time, he would drive practically across the street to a strip mall, park his truck at the side of the liquor store, and buy a twelve pack of beer. These he would consume one after the other, sitting outside his trailer on an old plastic chair. 

Neither Tommy or his family were popular on the trailer park, as they threw their trash everywhere, and were very unfriendly. It looked like a junk yard around their beat up trailer, with old car parts, beer cans, and hundreds of cigarette butts. In comparison, the other trailers looked neat and looked after.

The only change to Tommy’s routine was when his wife was home, and he’d send her to the store, or for some reason he had some work to do and couldn’t stick to his normal daily habit.

He didn’t have any work today and he’d also put gas in the truck just a few days prior. That had been a worry to James, as he didn’t want to have to stop at a gas station although the destination was not far away. James had resolved to take along some fuel in a spare can until he saw Tommy put some diesel into his grimy truck.

Watching the time, James took out his bicycle and a blanket from the trunk of his car, then made his way over to the side of the liquor store. It was a deserted area with just the service doors to the shops on the strip. He waited quite nonchalantly for Tommy to arrive and pull up in the usual place. James looked like a regular cyclist in his helmet and riding gear, just taking a breather in the rather warm weather.

Tommy didn’t disappoint. Wearing his normal, dirty light blue baseball cap and its obscured logo, he pulled up and left the truck unlocked  while he went into the store. He emerged two minutes later with his box of cans and opened the passenger door to put them on the seat. As he was straightening up to close the door, James stepped behind him and hit him heavily on the back of the head with the small weighted cosh that he’d taken from the zip bag on his handlebars. Tommy’s face fell forward on to the seat and James bundled the rest of him into the truck, thankful now for all his training, as Tommy was a  heavy lump. James positioned him lying half on the bench seat, with the seatbelt holding him secure. 

Finding the keys in one of his pockets, James put the cans of beer in the bed of the truck,  closed the door on Tommy, then casually put his bike and blanket alongside the beer.  He then opened the driver’s door and got in, looking in the mirrors and out of the windows for any sign of witnesses. Not that it would matter, he was well disguised, but he didn’t want a cop car to start following him, or worse, a  curious witness.

James didn’t drive long before stopping in a turn out with good cover. There he secured Tommy’s wrists and ankles with plastic zip straps, and covered him with the blanket that he’d brought along. Tommy could well have seen the cyclist and may have even wondered why he had a blanket with him., but James doubted it, as Tommy never gave him a glance. James drove away again with Tommy still out cold, crumpled now into the space between the seat and the dashboard.

He knew the place he was taking Tommy was unmanned at the moment and would be for many more hours. It was also remote, private, and with no security cameras, which was very important. It didn’t even have a paved road to it, just a dusty dirt track, and all visitors were by appointment.

After he pulled up he used one of his various skills and opened the lock on the main gate, driving the truck through, but leaving the lock looking secure after he closed the gate behind them.

He was able to drive within yards of his destination, where he manhandled Tommy out of the truck and cut off the ankle binds leaving Tommy balanced with his back on the hood. He didn’t bother taking off his disguise, Tommy wouldn’t recognize him even if he did, and finding a water hose he turned on the faucet and sprayed Tommy’s ugly face.

Tommy came to with  much swearing, many threats, and he was scared.

“What the fuck do you want? Where the fuck am I? You’re going to die you mother fucker. What’s going on?”

“Hi Tommy,” replied James pleasantly,  “I want you to apologize. We’re in a private wildlife park if you haven’t noticed.”

“Apologize? What the fuck for? Who the fuck are you?” bellowed the truly outraged Tommy whose face was slowly going purple.

“Don’t you recognize my voice Tommy?  I’m James Wrigley.”

“Who? I’ve never fuckin heard of you. What do you want? Where are we?”

“Oh come on Tommy boy, we went to school together, we were in the same class. Don’t you remember beating me up virtually every week, tripping me up, calling me names, dunking me in the toilet, throwing things at me? Oh yes, not to mention killing my deer and taking its antlers that you hung up on your wall. You don’t remember me Tommy?” he mocked.

Tommy looked at him more closely, struggling with his hands behind his back.

“The pathetic kid from school? You look nothing like him. Now let me go before I kick your sorry ass again.”

“Times change Tommy. I am rich and successful now and you’re what? Oh yes, you’re a bum and your family is as sorry as you are. You still hunt defenseless animals?”

“I hunt and I’m going to kill you. Is this what this is all about?” Tommy was slowly remembering. “Your fuckin stupid deer?” I hunted that deer and I shot it. I did nothing wrong, it was a wild animal. Now let me go!”

“Hunted? My deer would have walked right up to you and you pretend that you hunted him. If he’d been truly wild your fat ass would never have got near him, and your rancid smell he’d have smelt a mile away. He was my pet Tommy and you damn well knew it. Then you go bragging about it and continued to persecute me throughout the rest of my school years. Now I want you to say sorry for everything you did to me.”

“What? Apologize to you? Go fuck yourself and let me go before I do something really bad to you.”

“You know something Tommy? I had a feeling that would be your response. I just wanted you to show some remorse and to give you a chance”

“I’m not sorry for anything.” Was the defiant reply.

James walked up to him and avoiding his legs, he punched him hard on the nose, breaking it , and Tommy screamed as his nostrils spurted blood.

“You are so going to die mother fucker!” Tommy yelled as the blood poured down over his chin, neck and chest.

James turned him around and forced him to walk to the nearby barred fence where he threw him down on the ground, before he opened the padlocked door. He left it open as he lifted Tommy and pushed him through, closing the door behind him and locking it. Tommy struggled to his feet and turned back to James, still cursing and threatening.

“So what’s this you sniveling bastard. You lock me in a cage? Oh how scary you little pussy.”

“Turn around Tommy and I’ll cut off your wrist straps. This isn’t a cage, by the way, it’s an enclosure”

Tommy turned around and let him cut the plastic. “Who gives a fuck whether its a cage or a stupid enclosure. So you’re getting scared now are you and you’re going to let me go?  You are so going to die you mother fucker” and he turned threateningly to James who had stepped back from the bars.

“Actually Tommy, I wanted to see how good of a hunter you really are, but on an equal footing. You have company in there, hungry company that hasn’t eaten for a couple of days. You may have noticed if you’ve looked around, that there are other cages and enclosures  with some wild turkeys,  a black bear, coyotes, and some rescued circus animals. The one you’re in is a little different, as the occupants have just arrived and they won’t just take your teeth for a trophy, they will eat you piece by piece and I am going to watch. I think you’d better turn around Tommy, someone is wondering who you are.”

Tommy turned around and almost fainted at the sight of the mountain lion that was coming towards him.

“Get my fuckin gun out of the truck!” Tommy screamed.

“The lion doesn’t have a gun Tommy, so let me see you hunt him fairly. You can always pick up a rock and hit him with that. But because he has sharp claws and teeth, you can have my knife. Unlike the animals you normally kill Tommy, from a safe distance after you’ve been feeding them like a pet for months on end, this lion isn’t a pet. He and his partner had to hunt for their food to live, and they were captured after attacking a hunter. So I’m giving them an equal chance with you Tommy, no guns for either of you. A fair fight. Are you ready to say sorry now?” He threw the knife down next to Tommy.

“Yes, I’m sorry, now get me the fuck out of here you son of a bitch!” Tommy was panicking but picked up the knife.

“Thank you for your apology Tommy, I really wanted to hear you say that. If you’d only said that when I gave you the opportunity earlier, then you wouldn’t now be in the enclosure. I would have let you go. I really would. Now it’s just too late. These are the consequences of your actions when we were younger, and your total lack of consideration for anyone but yourself.  But if you can defeat the lions or  they are  disgusted with your taste and would rather starve, then I will let you go.”

”Let me out of here you bastard. I have a wife and two boys, you can’t do this to me”

“They’ll be better off without you Tommy, you make everyone miserable. You’re not exactly a role model are you? Your kids are just like you, loud and obnoxious. Bullies. You’d better watch out Tommy, one of the lion’s is coming! Oh and look, here comes his partner as well.”

Tommy turned around to see the male lion leaping at him and he went down quickly with the lion swatting at him, quickly followed by the female, cutting him to ribbons, and Tommy screamed as James watched, feeling no sympathy whatsoever toward one of his main tormenters as the lions tore him to bits.

“This one is for you Johnny,” James looked up at the heavens, “I hope you can rest at peace now pal.”
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Edwin St. Clair still ran his IT Company with an iron fist, and his employees were always on alert for his arrival and subsequent mood. His business was very successful, and he’d made more than enough money to retire on, but even though he was almost seventy years old he persisted in going in almost every day to oversee, and to make sure everyone was earning their money. He also liked to ogle all the young blondes that he preferred to hire, much to the annoyance of the male engineers, who were forced to do most of the work as their boss flirted with the females.

To his credit, he looked way younger than his years, and Edwin kept himself in shape with a daily workout routine, and was always immaculate in his appearance. He spoiled his look by keeping the few remaining strands of hair on top of his head, combed over in a futile attempt of covering his baldness. He even dyed it, which just made it all the worse.

Apart from his hair, he was tall and trim, square jawed, bespectacled, but usually grim in his features, as he rarely smiled or found anything remotely funny unless it was a dirty joke.

Several months previously, he had married for the fourth time to a very much younger woman. Blonde, slim, big breasted, she had previously worked for him and he’d won her over by his wealth and promises. She now wanted him to get rid of his other blonde workers, as she was well aware that he would flirt and one of the younger women would ultimately see her future in him. Just as she had.

Not that he listened to her. Edwin liked having a good looking younger woman on his arm and in his bed, and as long as she kept compliant and her legs open, then he would indulge her a little but not too much, as he was set in his routine and habits.

James knew Edwin St. Clair as he had once worked for him during his reformation. Edwin had always put him down him in front of everyone, had always given him the worst schedules, and had ridiculed and criticized his work even though James was by far the best engineer. 

Despite being treated very poorly by Edwin, he learned a great deal about the IT business, computers, and the clients. Which had been his sole intention upon taking the job as he was adding to his skills. When he eventually left, he also had an undetectable route back into the system that he could access from anywhere, and he could also access all the clients’ information. They would never know what hit them. The engineers would be far too busy looking for a new virus rather than an intruder that was already sleeping within their system. Edwin never scheduled anyone to specifically look for insider moles, as he believed he was totally safe from computer viruses and hackers with the expensive protection he purchased.

James had hated working for him, especially when he yelled and cursed at him for not fixing a problem quickly enough. Edwin had an awful temper, it made the whole room shake when he got on a roll. James also hated that he was felt sorry for by the rest of the staff, who were thankful it was him, rather than them that was continually persecuted and belittled.

Edwin’s new wife, Trudy, no longer worked, which was fine with her as she never liked it anyway, and having some of Edwin’s riches at her disposal made her wifely duties more palatable.

She knew though that she needed to keep in shape, otherwise she would be out the door. As he’d made her sign a pre-marital agreement, she didn’t want to be broke again, so she went swimming virtually every day.

She could have swum at home, but it was lonely there. Instead, she had enrolled at the YMCA as they had a 50 meter pool so she could do her laps, but also have company during her keep fit routines in the gym. She also wasn’t averse to being looked at by younger men.

James knew her routine as he had also become a member of the YMCA,  three years after leaving the company. James had stayed in the area, not always in the same place, playing the stock market with no lack of success after what he’d learned from being able to legally access company computers. Trudy had joined Edwin’s company after James had left, as a receptionist, and he’d seen a picture from their wedding in the newspaper. It gave him an idea.

James swam in a distant lane to her but he also did laps. They had exchanged smiles and greetings for several weeks and nothing more, but he had noticed that she started to wear waterproof cosmetics and her costumes get less practical.

He thought she was in great shape for her age, although in truth she wasn’t that much older than James was. He suspected some surgical help, but her cheekbones were still sharp, no double chin, or that many facial lines. Her blonde hair wasn’t long, barely shoulder length, and she brushed it back from her face. She did have flared nostrils, which made him wonder if she’d sniffed too many drugs, but she didn’t appear to be an addict as her fair skin was unblemished apart from a small tattoo on her ankle of a red rose.

The biggest thing that surprised him apart from her  sleeping with Edwin was her laugh. He’d heard it the first time when she was chatting to another woman, and he couldn’t help but turn around when she emitted her deep, guttural laugh that was the last thing you suspected could come from such a slight, yet very fit woman.

James had finished his laps and he was stood in the shallow end of the pool leaning back against the wall with his arms outstretched, watching the activity. It was a very quiet day for the YMCA. Some days it was hard not to swim into people, but this day there were just half a dozen mothers teaching their babies, and some elderly swimmers slowly going about their routines.

He’d been admiring her pert rear as she effortlessly swam from end to end, and when she stopped four lanes away from him he smiled and gave her a wave, which she returned. James didn’t move. These days, he was confident and assured in his worked, and paid for body, and mentally he had no fear left. It even surprised him sometimes when he was reflective. He could see she was obviously mulling something over as she cooled down, but then she seemed to find her answer and backstroked over to him.

James knew this was intentional, she could have easily just waded, but she wanted to showcase her breasts and James was happy to admire them.

She got to her feet directly in front of him. She was shorter than he but not by great deal, and her smile was genuine as she held out her hand and introduced herself.

“I keep seeing you here so I thought it was time to say hello properly.  My name is Trudy St. Clair and it’s very nice to meet you.”

Her voice was a little low which may have explained the dirty laugh she possessed, but she had vivid blue eyes and looked sensational in her yellow one piece costume. The tepid water had made her nipples hard, and they pushed out the fabric of her swimming suit to great effect.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you too. I have to admit that I’ve been admiring you from afar, but my name is Will, Will Young.”

He shook her outstretched hand which was long and quite strong, feeling her sharp nails touch his wrist.

“You’ve been admiring me?” she asked, her hand still in his.

“Oh yes Trudy, for many weeks now, you are a wonderful swimmer.” James smiled.

She giggled and took her hand away, a little reluctantly he thought.

“I thought there for a second you were making a pass at me.”

“You’re a very beautiful and sexy woman Trudy, and a I really enjoy looking at you. Your husband is a very lucky man and I hope he knows it.”

Trudy self consciously felt her wedding band as he said this, turning it around her finger.

“Oh, I don’t know. He should be as we haven’t been married that long. Are you always this forward Will? “She replied with an amused expression.

“No. I just resolved to myself some time ago, that if ever the opportunity arose to express myself, honestly, with someone I found very desirable, then I would tell them. However, I would never have been so forward to swim over to you and said, ‘excuse me madam, but would you care to come home with me this afternoon?’ That would never have happened, especially as you wear a wedding ring. But as you came over to me, the least I can do is let you know that I find you very beautiful, and extremely sexy” James spoke softly but let his eyes wander.

Trudy didn’t move or try to slap him. He thought she blushed a little. She didn’t stop him looking her over.

“I’m a married woman Will and older than you.”

She was standing her ground but she also wasn’t saying no.

“I know that Trudy, and your age doesn’t matter to me. I’m just letting you know what I think and if you are offended, then I’m truly sorry, but it’s the truth. I think we all like compliments whether we’re married or not, I know I do. You can either shake my hand and walk away, then when I see you next I will just wave to you and bear you no ill feelings whatsoever. Or, you can kiss me, here and now, and we spend the afternoon together, just having some fun.  I really want to kiss you Trudy but if you don’t want me to, that’s your prerogative.”

He watched her as she made her mind up, the water dripping down her face from her hair, looking around the pool at the other swimmers.

Finally, she took a deep breath and ducked under the water. James felt her hands go to his hips and she pulled him down, and he met her warm lips underwater.

James’s home was a rented furnished apartment, that he explained away by saying he was still waiting for all his furniture and belongings to be shipped from the East Coast. Trudy didn’t question it. She liked the attention she was getting and being made love to again, passionately, after having her husband give it her in the ass most times. She told Will about him, how boring it was in his company, and the mistake she’d made in marrying him, but now she felt stuck.  James was also able to glean other information from her purse that he needed. He enjoyed screwing St. Clair’s wife, she was quite the temptress and agile in his company.

As James played with Trudy during the days when she was supposed to be swimming, he worked on her husband’s finances at night, and on his other ongoing projects.

When James left St. Clair’s employ, he’d asked Edwin to apologize to him for all the mistreatment he’d been subjected to. He hadn’t been at all surprised when he received another mouthful of abuse and put downs. So he wasn’t going to ask Edwin to apologize again.

It didn’t take long before Trudy was telling James that Edwin was always in a foul temper at the rare times he was home from the office, but at least now he was leaving her body alone. James felt a little sorry for Trudy, he had nothing against her, and her husband wasn’t telling her what was happening to him.

James’s carefully concealed computer virus that he had made active, was shutting down all the systems, extorting money from the clients, and putting the funds in a partially hidden account of Edwin’s. James meanwhile, was luring the clients to a company he had set up and it was solving all of their problems. Letting them know that some of their money was being diverted to an account of St. Clair. Even if Edwin threw out his whole network and replaced everything, James knew he would never delete his private file of very intimate photos. It was his most personal file, and the virus secretly lurked there.

Within three weeks of first bedding Trudy, James had almost destroyed her husband’s business. He’d wiped out his bank accounts, his portfolio had completely disappeared, and Edwin’s secret account where James had put the embezzled money had been frozen. Every asset that Edwin had that he thought was safe was gone, and when he finally told Trudy they had nothing left, that her credit cards were useless, she turned up at James’s apartment in tears.

He had her return home to get her belongings and most especially her jewels. Although Edwin kept a tight rein on Trudy’s spending, he did like to buy her expensive jewelry. When she returned with as much as she could put into her car, he gave her an address to go to in San Diego, car keys, and a fistful of cash.

James told her that he would look after her, that credit cards would arrive by mail in San Diego in her maiden name, and that he would join her there after he had been away on business to Europe for a few short weeks. He also gave her a new Iphone and told her that if she kept in touch with her husband he could well immerse her in his mess. 

James helped her transfer her stuff from her car to the one he’d given her, then had her drive Edwin’s car around the corner and to leave the keys in it. 

Neither James or Trudy thought their relationship was going to be forever, it had all been purely sexual and they’d thoroughly enjoyed each other, so much so that Trudy wanted to be bedded before she left.

It wasn’t true that Trudy would be in trouble, but she totally believed James, and when the local television news cameras showed Edwin being arrested as she and James lay naked and panting in bed, she was soon dressed and driving to San Diego.

She was oblivious to the fact that James wasn’t spending one dime of his own money on her. He didn’t want to ruin her and he’d savored the sex they’d had, just as now he was reveling in Edwin’s public demise and total humiliation.

As James continued to watch further news coverage on his old employer, he couldn’t help but say aloud, “All you had to do was say sorry, you butt fucker!”
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James was born in Redwood City, California and was named after his deceased grandfather on his mother’s side. Wrigley was his father’s last name, but he changed it to Scott when he was an adult. Scott was his mother’s maiden name.

The one thing that James had been able to do, from a very young age, was to amuse himself. With his mother having to work many hours to make ends meet, he learned that he could deal with being alone and got to enjoy it.

He knew how much his mom loved him, and he adored her, but she wasn’t able to spend as much time as she’d have liked with him because of her situation. His mother was a homely woman, she knew it, but all she’d ever wanted was a family of her own to raise. James’s father was no looker either, so when she married him she thought it was going to be forever. When her husband turned around one day and said he was going, it had been devastating to her. She’d tried to have more children with him, at least one to make their family complete, and he’d always been a willing partner. If little James hadn’t been around, she would probably have gassed herself, but then she resolved to devote her life to him.

The animals helped of course with James’s loneliness, and best of all they didn’t judge him on his appearance, so they were his friends.

Despite his mother’s financial woes, she would always help a stray animal and they seemed to know that. Some would move on, but others would stick around, or she would see a sign about a lost pet and contact the owners. Of course, it was mainly cats and dogs, but sometimes a raccoon would appear, the deer , and an odd fox or two.

They just seemed to know that this was a safe haven, they’d be fed and watered, and that no harm would come to them.

So James would play hide and seek with them, cowboys and pirates, his imagination to the fore as the animals would either join in, or just watch with much interest.

After the deer was killed, he tried not to get too close to the animals, but it was difficult as they were his main company and his only friends.

So James grew up with his animal pals, a computer that was a big friend but always a mystery to his mom, but he still had to go to school.

His biggest fascination, which would serve him well, was opening things. Even before he went to work for the locksmith he could practically open anything, and on the computer he was the same. He always wanted to get on the inside, but having read that could be dangerous, he was very careful. That was the cool thing though with computers and the internet. They told you how to do it, and how not to get caught.

His mom brought men home sometimes, he rarely saw the same one twice, but he knew she was lonely most of the time without her husband, so he didn’t mind. James was quite self sufficient. He could cook and feed himself, do the laundry, and fix things. He was generally in bed when him mom came home, who nevertheless would always go in to his bedroom and give him a kiss goodnight. If there was a man with her, James might bump into him in the morning, but that was about it. No one ever got serious with her.

It was a different story at school. Kids would tell him his mom was a ho, and even worse things, and he would save his tears for when he got home.

All through school, James kept to himself and tried to avoid everyone. His grades were always good or better so the teachers didn’t hassle him, but they rarely protected him, just ignored him.

The only other kid that James felt any affinity with was a girl named Alice. They weren’t friends, they usually sat on opposite sides of the classroom, probably because she too was perpetually bullied.

Although she also was frail and plagued with acne, her biggest fault to the other kids was her hair. Frizzy, big, red hair. If they didn’t pick on James, then they would go after Alice, and although James and Alice never spoke to each other, the relief was evident on their faces when they were getting some respite.

James would sometimes see her being tripped up, or her books being thrown, or gum put in her hair. Just like himself, she would dash from room to room and hurry to her home after school.

James didn’t have much time for his father. He was aware that his mom with her warm heart and kindness wasn’t that tough with him, at least as far as financial maintenance was concerned. That was his mom, that’s who she was, so kindhearted, but to James’s mind that did not excuse his father. He should have helped more. Instead, he got his eye turned by another woman and wanted to disregard his family. He would come by sometimes, tell James to grow up, and that would be about it. He never offered to send his son to college. He wouldn’t  pay his back payments, or deal with the bank. His new family were all he could deal with, and he just wanted to forget that his former wife and son even existed.

Until James’s mom was killed by a drunk driver after she’d gone to work by bus, and was walking home from the bus stop, James remained awkward looking. Although he’d grown, he’d never filled out, had his eyes fixed, or cleared up his skin. He was just a lanky, thin, sick looking young man.

Although he was angry at losing his mom so needlessly, and still hadn’t gotten over it, he then wanted to change his appearance. So began his transformation. He moved a short way to the IT firm after finishing his online college degree, started going to the gym and the pool, had laser surgery on his eyes, got his skin cleared up, grew his hair a little, and gradually gained confidence. He also took karate lessons and learned how to invest. He looked in the mirror one day and hardly recognized himself, and with the investments he’d made he was rich. It was a very satisfying moment for him.

He wasn’t a traffic stopper, but he was very fortunate in that he only inherited his parents best features. His father’s blue eyes helped a great deal, and with his mother’s nose and mouth he had grown into a reasonably handsome man, with a great physique, although James himself still saw the awkward young kid in the mirror sometimes.
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CHAPTER 4
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Catherine Lewis, or Catherine Jenkins as she was now called, still lived in Redwood City and not that far from James’s former place of work at the Locksmith’s. That was where James had first met her, when she came into the shop pleading for help as she’d locked herself out of her car.

She could have called, but she thought that if she did it in person, they’d be quicker about it, so James drove her home and within seconds opened her car. Although he had to charge her, she was so grateful that she asked James to have dinner with her, which he did, and she became his first girlfriend.

Although they attended the same school, Woodside High, Catherine was younger than he and he’d never seen her before, but she had just started her senior year when they met, and like himself, she was an outcast.

Tall and thin with not much coordination, spotty skin, straggly black hair that came to her shoulders, Catherine wasn’t even very intelligent, so school wasn’t a very happy place for her. What she did have going for her though, was a lovely face beneath the spots, and she was quickly growing out of her gawkiness.
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