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WITCH

WITCH

Book Three in The Bullied Series

by Christopher Smith

This book 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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Any trademarks, service marks, product names or named features are assumed to be the property of their respective owners, and are used only for reference. There is no implied endorsement if we use one of these terms.  No part of this book may be reproduced in any form by any electronic or mechanical means (including photocopying, recording, or information storage and retrieval) without permission in writing from the author.

First ebook edition © 2014.
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Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction.  Any similarity to persons living or dead (unless explicitly noted) is merely coincidental.
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For their help with this book, the author is particularly grateful to Erich Kaiser, Ross Smith, Ann Smith, Margaret Nagle and his readers.  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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book three

WITCH
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ON FRIDAY, I CALLED in sick so I could absorb the events of the night before.  

I was shaken.  Jim and I killed two people.  Scratch that.  We decapitated two people.  Or, at least, I think they were people.  We turned our arms into swords and swung clean through their necks in an effort to keep whatever the hell they were away from us and our amulets. 

We murdered them and the idea of it made me sick, even if we did act in self-defense.

The way they turned so quickly to ash after killing them made me question whether they were human at all.  I didn’t know what they were.  Neither did Jim, though he was worried.  Those two amulets had been with him for years and never had he received the attention I was seeing.  Why the sudden interest?  Was it because of what I could do with one amulet, let alone with the two I had now?  Had the amulets grown in power over the years or was it just how I interacted with them?

When we left the scene, he warned me that this was just the beginning.

And then there was the matter of the witch, who appeared out of nowhere.  She came for my amulets.  She got away, but she’d be back.  So would others.  Would I be prepared for them?  I had no idea.

When the police came, I erased everyone’s memory of the event—the cops, the people in my apartment complex, but not Alex.  He was my friend.  If we were going to move forward as friends, I had to tell him the truth.  We hadn’t spoken since that night, but Saturday was coming and with it, Jennifer and Alex were supposed to stop by for pizza and a movie.  

I’d tell them everything then, but to be safe, without them knowing, I had to make sure that they could never tell another person.  It was too risky.  But if they were indeed my real friends, which I felt they were, my intrusion wouldn’t matter.  They’d keep my secret anyway.

Originally, I’d planned to take out Hastings, Maxwell and Stewart by Saturday, but not now.  Now I had a witch to deal with and I needed to take things more slowly and constantly be aware of my surroundings in ways that I hadn’t been before.

I thought of Jim and wondered how he was.  He didn’t have a phone, so I imagined myself on the road that led to his trailer, hoping to catch him outside.  He was there, sitting in a lawn chair that was so old and beat up, it looked as if it might collapse if he shifted the wrong way.  He saw me appear beyond a stand of trees and lifted his beer as I came forward.  

“Don’t tell me,” I said.  “You want another?”

“Ask me in five.”

“Quite a night,” I said.

“You could say that.”

“You alright?”

“Son of a bitch would have got me if you hadn’t snatched me in the air.  But I got him.”

“I need to ask you some questions.”

“I figured they were coming.”

“You said there were five amulets.  I assumed because you gave me yours that there would be three people left with them.  Am I right to assume that because we now have four amulets between us that only one person is left with the other one?”

“That’s right.”

“Why didn’t you tell me you had another one?”

“Didn’t want to.”

“Why?”

“If you knew I had another one, you would have leaned on me.  The whole point of this is for you to rely on yourself.  That’s what you’ve never done.  That’s where you’ve failed.  Trouble is, now you know I have my own and there ain’t shit I can do about that.  Eventually, I want you to feel powerful enough to take on anyone who comes after you without having to rely on the amulet.  But now that you’ve got two, all I see is trouble.”

“I’m not going to cause any trouble.”

“You’ve got a witch after your ass, boy.  You’ll be causing trouble because you don’t mess with a witch.  She’s at least as powerful as your two amulets, maybe more.  And who knows who has the fifth amulet?  I don’t.  We may never know, but then again, we might find out.  You can do things with yours that I never could do with mine.  What if the person who has the fifth amulet is a master with it?  What if their one amulet trumps our four?  What if they come here wanting them?  I’m not saying they will, but we can’t count out anything.  Hell, whoever has the fifth amulet could be dead and buried with it for all I know.  We just need to be prepared.”

He crushed his can of bud on his thigh, dropped it on the ground and opened his hand.  I shot a new beer into it.

“Man, I wish I could do that.”

“I’m glad you can’t.  I’d like you around a bit longer.”

“Couple of beers ain’t going to hurt me.”

“A couple or a case?”

He ignored the comment.  “This witch is trouble,” he said.  “She’s going to try to take the amulets from you and she’s probably going to be successful because she’s a hell of a lot older and smarter than you are.”

“She looked young to me.”

“She has the power to look however the hell she wants.”  He looked at my body and my face.  “Just like you.”

“Will she kill to get them?”

“She’ll offer you a choice, but it won’t matter.  You won’t give them up.  I know you won’t.  I can see it in your eyes.  You like the power.  And sitting right here, I can feel the energy coming off you.  It’s crazy.  I can feel it as if it were waves.  As if it were heat.  I’m wearing each of my amulets.  Can you feel me from there?”

“Not really.”

“So, you see?  For whatever reason, those amulets work for you.  They turn you into a force.  I want you to remember what I said to you a few days ago.  You need to check your thoughts.  You need to master them so you don’t think the wrong thing at the wrong time.  Because if you do, whatever you’re thinking will happen.  I have no question about that now.”

He was right.  I nodded.

“I heard what you said to your friend last night.  I heard you say that you felt as if you could tear apart the world.  And you know what?  I believe you probably can, so for the sake of the rest of us, don’t you friggin’ think that or go around wishing somebody was dead.  Because if you do, it’ll happen, especially since you’ve got two of those bastards around your neck.”

“I’ve been training myself to check before I think.”

“Good.  Keep at it.  Think before you react.”

“When do you think I’ll see the witch again?”

“Soon.  Power is what she wants and having two of those amulets armed with the power she already possesses will make her damn near invincible.  She’ll be willing to die for them.  She’ll go after your balls for them.  You need to be prepared for one hell of a fight, because it’s coming.”

“How do you take down a witch?”

“No different than how she’s going to take you down.  At this point, you’re essentially one in the same, only different.  She saw you in action.  You threw a ball of fire at her that knocked her off balance.  She’s probably wondering how the hell she’s going to take you down.”

“She’s a witch and yet she’s human?”

“She’s human, but she’s been turned.”

“What does that mean?”

“At some point in her life, she took an oath, she became part of a coven of witches and they turned her and taught her.  She likely has a master.  They usually do.”

“You said she’s invincible.”

“No, I didn’t.  I said if she gets those amulets, she’ll be damn near invincible.  But right now, she’s about as powerful as you.  Just like you, she can slip up and get her head chopped off.”

“She must have spells and whatever else a witch has.” 

“She does.  But you can build a barrier around yourself that will buy you enough time until she breaks through.  If she can break through.  In fact, I’d advise you to pony up and protect yourself with one of them now.”

“What do I do?”

“You put a force field around yourself.”

“So no one can touch me?”

“That’s right.”

“What if I’m in school and someone bumps into me?”

“Then crank up the pity party, because that poor son of a bitch is about to fly a few dozen feet back in the air.”

I shook my head.  “I can’t do that.”

“You’d better do it.”

“Can’t.”

“Then what’s Plan B?”

“The amulet gets hot when I’m in danger.  Having two of them should amplify how sensitive they are to any situation.  I’ll pay attention to them and put the shield around me if they start to react.”

“Might work.  Might not.”

“Why wouldn’t it work?”

“Because you might be asleep when she comes for you.”

“Then I’ll just go to bed with the shield.”

“That’d work.”  

He downed his bear and stood up, the chair toppling over when he did so.  I looked at it.  It was ridiculous looking.  I imagined a new one for him—an Adirondack chair.  Jim just stared at it.

“Now, what the hell did you go and do that for?  My chair was perfectly fine.  It was comfortable.  A good fit for my scrawny ass.”

I laughed.  “Sure it was.  Look, just take the chair.  It’s not a big deal.  Nobody’s going to think you got rich overnight and went on some crazy spending spree.”  I nodded behind him to the trailer.  “I mean, come on.  Look at where you live.”
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