Boredom might just be the cause of all bullies. Fred had had to overcome a lot to be a bully instead of the bullied. He was short, he was small, he had a high-pitched voice, he had an outdated and unusual name. But he was quick-witted and [i]cruel[/i] and that made all the difference. If you were dishing it out, you drew other mean kids like flies.

Fred’s friends, Nate and Chris, were everything he was not (except cruel). The thirteen-year-olds terrorized their Eighth Grade with a combination of taunts and shoves and apathy towards authority figures, and lewd sex jokes to keep the girls uncomfortable. Fred never had to worry about a bigger kid standing up against him, not with Nate and Chris for extra muscle, and the two were too slow to challenge Fred’s leadership.

But the summer [i]sucked[/i]. School gave them a constant supply of kids to pick on and teachers to disrespect. In the summer, they had to brave the heat and humidity of the Alabama sun to go find people on their own. And so they spent a fair bit of time at Cherry Hill park, a local hiking and fishing spot with a few lesser-known gazebos to hide under the sun from.

Fred kicked his feet and waved his hands across his face, arms, and legs to keep the flies from biting too much, looking inquisitively at the cardboard box Nate had brought to their little soiree. “What’s that, mop top?”

Nate’s mom cut his hair into an unflattering brown mess on account of he was poor. But apparently not everyone in his family was poor, as the thirteen-year-old spoke up, “Uncle Rod didn’t cancel it. He must not have noticed!”

Chris played with a lighter. He used to smoke, but he was quitting so he could try out for football in High School, which made the dirty-blonde teenager really twitchy. “Cancel what?”

Nate had a thin, weedy mustache that Fred hated. “He signed in on my dad’s laptop and forgot to sign out, and I bought [i]this[/i],” he laughed, ripping open the box casually. Out popped a glossy box with advertising all over it. An honest to God —

“[i]Fleshlight![/i]” Fred gasped, his boredom temporarily relieved. “Holy shit. It looks just like a pussy!” Not that Fred had ever seen one up close. He’d managed to google some porn at a friend's house before, though he hadn’t had a lot of time to look. No one really needed to know that, though.

Nate nodded. “Can you imagine what Mr. Hanson would say if he caught me with [i]this?[/i]”

The three boys all suspected Mr. Hanson was gay because he wouldn’t talk about his significant other much at all, and never used the normal words to describe ‘her’. They’d been slowly needling him for years about it. But they wouldn’t have any more classes with Mr. Hanson now that they were heading up to the Macklewood High in the fall.

“Bet he’d try to show you how to use it,” Fred laughed, and the boys joined in. “What a faggot.”

Nate chuckled, “I think I know what to do.”

Fred rolled his eyes. He had to give Nate credit for finding a great gag, but the boy would never really understand how to set up a joke. “Well go ahead and show us how,” Fred suggested, trying not to smirk too hard.

Nate froze. “What?”

Chris jumped in, always willing to go where Fred directed. “Yeah, go on; show us.”

The boy was dumbfounded, looking from Fred to Chris and back again. “I’m not —”

“[i]Jeeeesus[/i], we’re just [i]fuckin’[/i] with ya!” Fred announced, his high-pitched cackle putting Chris at ease. Chris clearly hadn’t known whether they were fuckin’ with him or not, but he looked relieved to know.

Nate gulped and said, “Y-yeah, good one.”

It was Chris that helped get the pressure off his friend. Teasing was fine, but sometimes Fred went a little far against Nate. Thank God he saw a seventh grader hiking alone. “Shit, is that [i]Mark?[/i] From Mrs. Kieren’s homeroom?”

Fred had to shield his eyes to see through the thin trees. They hadn’t bullied Mark nearly enough since he was pretty new to the school and in a lower grade. Well, there was always time to catch up. He giggled and said, “Let’s go beat him up.”

Chris said, “You know I can’t do that no more. I gotta get on football.”

Fred shrugged. “You don’t have to, let Nate and me do the trick.”

But Nate broke in. “Not me, either. I’m already on two strikes with Mom. If I get caught again she’ll beat my ass. But you can take him on your own!”

Fred froze. He’d never actually gotten in a fight, and even from a distance he could see that Mark was taller, bigger, and more muscular than he was. Without Nate and Chris to rely on… “Nah, we can think of something better. Come on, let’s follow him while I think. And be fuckin’ quiet about it.”
