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BULLY


Chapter 1

The carefree smile, the ones that
made his eyes dance some would say, slowly disappeared from Max’s
face as he and his two best friends approached his locker. His
shoulders visibly sunk as they came to a standstill and all
conversation died down.

 


“Right, let’s handle this quickly,”
Sheila said. Max’s friend unlocked her locker, took out a can of
generic metallic colored spray paint and started spraying across
the letters painted over his locker.

 


Embarrassed, Max tried to act
nonchalant and casually shrug it off as he usually did.

 


“You’d think after a few years they’d
come up with something original,” he said.

 


“Never mind those goddamn bastards,”
she said as she capped the spray can and threw it back into her
locker. “Bunch of closet case bottoms themselves,” she said
decisively and smiled at her friend’s ashen face.

 


Even though Max tried to act
indifferent to the bullying he’d been experiencing for most of his
school career, it still stung every time.

 


“I’m serious Max,” she said. “Don’t
even give it another thought.”

 


“It’s just going to be back tomorrow
morning,” Joe said and slammed his locker shut.

 


Both Max and Sheila turned to
their cynical friend.

 


“Joey, you’re not helping,” Sheila
said.

 


“At least you had a day off,” Max
joked and threw his arms around his friends’ shoulders as they made
their way to homeroom and to the start of another day at Waterfall
High.

 


*****

 


“Don’t you get sick of it?” Joe asked,
throwing cold fries into his mouth.

 


“You’re supposed to pay for the food
before you start devouring it,” the canteen lady said as she
scooped a soggy heap of coleslaw into Joe and Max’s bowls, and then
motioned them down the queue.

 


“Pay for yesterday’s heated fries?”
Joe said. “You’re lucky we’re even queuing up for this legalized
poison,” he shouted back with a smile as they made their way down
the line. Their eyes met, each enjoying the daily lunch time
exchange.

 


“What kind of question is that?” Max
interrupted testily. “You think I like getting my locker sprayed
ever day? Or beaten up and harassed all day long? Do you enjoy
it?”



“As it happens, I don’t,” Joe said, “and I don’t just take it
either. If you’re sick of it, stick up for yourself!”



“How’s that working for you?” Max said loudly as he threw money
down and made his way over to a table Sheila was guarding like a
hawk.

 


“At least I’m trying to give as good
as I get,” Joe called from behind.

 


“Getting in their faces won’t help,”
Sheila said as they took their seats. “All’s’ you’ll be doing is
just sinking down to their level.”

 


Joe sighed and smushed a forkful
of coleslaw into an overly brown chip.

 


“After you’ve endured what we have
just for being born,” Joe said, “you wouldn’t be spouting that
hippy bullshit so easily.”

 


“Hey! You can’t compare what you go
through with those mindless jerks to what I face every day with the
mean girls clique,” she said. “If you have the slightest hint of
morals or emotion then you’re nothing in this school.”

 


Max sat listening to his friends
and felt the usual pangs of anger that came with feeling so
helpless. They were each other’s only lifeline at Waterfall High
and kept each other sane – on most days.

 


“She’s right, Joey,” Max
said.

 


“Obviously, I know that,” Joe said.
“But her grin-and-bear-it attitude is just getting a bit hard to
swallow these days.”

 


Max heaved a sigh and decided to
change the course of the conversation abruptly. He turned to his
other friend.

 


“Do you really think there are closet
cases in the jock squad?”

 


“Why don’t you ask Joe,” Sheila said,
“he’s blowing half of them after school and the rest before
homeroom every morning,” she said and shoved her tray.

 


“Always have to make a dramatic exit!”
Joe called after their friend’s retreating back and howled at the
flip off sign she pulled as she walked away.

 


“Are you happy now?” Max
asked.

 


“Having the time of my life,” Joe said
and left the table.

 


*****

 



Chapter 2

 


The usual humdrum of the school
day was already getting on his nerves, and it had only just turned
noon. Brian flicked the page of his notebook and started scribbling
nonsensical images on a fresh page as his mind drifted over the
afternoon’s schedule of activities. He couldn’t wait to hit the
courts and dunk a few shots. That would be the best part of his
day. His butt was actually itching to get off the chair and get
changed into practice gear.

 


Mindlessly scribbling away, he
tried ever so hard to block out the persistent drawl of their
ancient history teacher’s first-person account of the arrival of
the Mayflower in New England. His eyes focused on the page and he
covered it with his hand. His breathing became erratic as he cursed
under his breath. He knew he should be more careful and not let his
mind drift like this. Staring at the image he’d drawn in mid
thought, he noticed the detail he’d put into the defined chest and
slim abdomen of his drawing, letting himself imagine trailing his
tongue down the ridges of the hard, flat stomach of Max, making his
way down the treasure trail.

Instantly he felt guilt at what he
was fantasizing – not for what he was thinking, but for his own
cowardice.

 


Even though he never actively
participated in the taunting, the bullying and entirely unnecessary
harassment of some of the easy targets, especially Max, he didn’t
stop it, either. He didn’t want to rock the boat, nor make himself
a target. He had himself to worry about, however selfish that made
him feel. Again the feelings of guilt washed over him, a sigh
escaping as it overcame him. He knew he was one of the lucky ones.
His natural masculinity and talents on the court made it difficult
to suspect him of being gay, and he knew most any of the victims of
the daily and relentless haranguing would give anything to possess
the same characteristics that would make them safe from
it.

 


Ripping the page silently from the
notebook, he looked up to see the back of slumped shoulders deep in
concentration three seats away from him. Something told Brian that
the slump in those shoulders didn’t just emanate from a deep
concentration on texts on the table. He threw down his pen
resolutely and sat back in his chair as he contemplated Maximilian
in his chair. Was he really going to have the guts to go through
with it?

 


*****

 


“Getting rid of it won’t change what
you are,” Mark shouted as he and a group of guys walked past Max’s
locker before breaking out in fits of laughter, bro-fists, and
shoulder punching.

 


With as much dignity as he could
muster he slammed his locker shut and adjusted his book bag before
turning to leave the school grounds. He knew he shouldn’t have, but
he sneaked a look at the group of passing jerks, his eyes
automatically searching out a specific blonde boy’s face. Spotting
him, the usual mix of dread, repulse and longing hit his
stomach.

 


He saw the green eyes of the
blonde boy stay motionless, the fake smile not reaching his eyes.
And that same boy stared back at him straight in the face as it
always did. While all the signs seemed to say his blonde crush
never wanted to hang around with this group of idiots, why then was
he always with them?

 


Why did guys turn into idiots in a
pack? He thought. He didn’t ponder it too long before deciding to
make his exit in case they found him still standing there when they
returned to spray their next unoriginal hateful message for the
day.

 


*****

 


“Hold up!”

 


A sudden flutter sent Max’s
stomach into his mouth. He wouldn’t have been able to move even if
he wanted to; instead he stood awkwardly and waited as the boy of
many of his fantasies jogged up to him.

 


“How’s it going?” Brian
said.

 


Max looked at him suspiciously,
waiting for someone to jump out from behind the cars in the rapidly
clearing parking lot.

 


“Fine, I suppose,” he said. “Aren’t
you going to be late for practice?”

 


Brian seemed perplexed by the
question, and Max realized he probably wasn’t supposed to let slip
that he knew that much of Brian’s schedule.

 


“I skipped practice. Want to get out
of here?” he said.

 


With a look of surprise, Max
nodded wordlessly and made his way towards his car.

 


“Let’s take my ride,” Brian said and
smiled brilliantly. The boyishness of his crush squeezed his
insides and it was all Max could do to put one foot in front of the
other. He’d always fantasized about what it would be like to cruise
in a convertible, but never in his crushes.

 


As they pulled out of the parking
lot, it occurred to Max to find out where they’re
headed.

 


“Just a drive,” Brian said
vaguely.

 


It slowly dawned on Max that Brian
might just have tried to get him away from the school so that they
wouldn’t be seen together, and he relaxed back into his seat with
resignation.

 


“I didn’t want to get you away from
school because of why you think,” Brian said as they hit the open
road.

 


“I didn’t say anything,” Max
said.

 


“I could see it on your face,” Brian
said.

 


A mixture of boldness and plain
lust allowed Max the courage to outright study the features of his
high school crush that he’d had since freshman year, and he decided
to be daring.

 


“Then why did you want me to take a
ride with you?”

“We’ve never talked before,” Brian
said. “I think it strange, since we’ve been sharing classes for
four years now.”

 


“Never bothered you before,” he
said.

 


For a while talking was out of the
question as the wind created a sound barrier between them, but it
didn’t stop Max from checking Brian out. He was also secretly
thrilled to see Brian’s stolen glances as he tried to focus on the
road while sneaking looks at his tightly clad denim thighs. Perhaps
Sheila was right about him being a closet case. The mere thought
sent delicious shivers down his spine.

 


After a short drive on the open
road, they reached Mountain Point, an area famous in their town for
the sprawling scenic vista of the entire city and neighboring
cities on a clear day. Brian parked the car at a great lookout
point and relaxed back into his seat.

 


“Won’t coach drill you over missing
practice?” Max said eventually to break the silence.

 


“Sometimes some things are more
important than practice,” Brian said and crossed his hands behind
his head. Even in the fresh mountain top air, the musky smell of
boyish sweat and manly cologne that emanated from Brian’s armpits
gave him a heady shot of pheromones that hit Max’s nostrils and he
had to adjust himself in his seat.

 


“I know you’re not like the rest of
them,” Max said bluntly.

 


“Yeah… I’m so sorry for all the shit
they put you through,” Brian replied.

 


The sincerity in Brian’s voice
endeared the object of Max’s lust for so many years to him even
more, and he also picked up
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