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Preface

When I first imagined this story, I thought about the moments when small acts of courage sparked big changes. 

How Timmy Tamed the School Bully isn’t just about standing up to a bully—it’s about standing up for kindness, empathy, and second chances. Timmy, Lamar, and Grayson’s journey mirrors what we’ve all experienced: navigating friendships, facing challenges, and learning to see the world through someone else’s eyes. 

This book is for the dreamers who believe that kindness has power and the realists who know that change takes effort. Together, they remind us that no one is beyond redemption—and that sometimes, the biggest transformations start with the smallest steps. Thank you for joining me on this adventure. I hope it leaves you laughing, thinking, and maybe even a little inspired.
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Chapter 1: The Bully Strikes Again
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Timmy Tumbleweed knew exactly what time it was without even glancing at the clock. His heart began its usual lunchtime tango as the unmistakable sound of stomping sneakers filled the hallway of Willow Creek Elementary. There he was: Grayson Grobble, the self-declared king of the cafeteria and tormentor of fifth graders everywhere.

Timmy tried to shrink further into the shadows of his locker, hoping for a miraculous disappearance. He had heard of vanishing acts before, but no such magic ever worked in real life. Before he could even finish this hopeful thought, Grayson loomed into view, his trademark scowl in place and his hands clenched around his weapon of choice: a half-eaten banana.

“Hey, Tumbleweed,” Grayson barked, his voice echoing like a villain straight out of a cartoon. “You forgot the rules again.”

Timmy gulped. The “rules” were simple: Grayson owned lunchtime. If he said hand over your pudding cup, you did. If he said skip to your seat, you skipped. There was no arguing, no debating, and certainly no pudding for you. Timmy, however, had been running low on pudding recently, and his stubborn streak had quietly decided that today was not going to be another pudding-free lunch.

“Uh, I— I don’t have pudding today,” Timmy lied, clutching his brown paper lunch bag as if it held the Hope Diamond.

Grayson smirked, leaning in close enough for Timmy to count the sprinkles of yesterday’s cookie still stuck in his braces. “Don’t have pudding, huh?” He plucked the bag right out of Timmy’s hands and dumped its contents onto the floor.

A slightly squished pudding cup rolled out. The betrayal was immediate.

“Looks like someone forgot how to share!” Grayson crowed triumphantly. He scooped up the pudding cup, peeled back the lid with a flourish, and began eating it right there in front of Timmy.

By now, a small crowd of kids had gathered, drawn to the spectacle like moths to a streetlight. A few snickered nervously, but most of them just looked away. Nobody wanted to end up on Grayson’s radar. Nobody except Lamar.

Lamar Wigglesworth was Timmy’s best friend and a walking, talking contradiction. He had a wild imagination and a knack for inventions, but subtlety was not his strong suit. He burst onto the scene like an out-of-control tornado, brandishing what appeared to be a rubber chicken covered in glitter.

“Release the pudding, Grobble!” Lamar shouted, pointing the chicken at Grayson like a medieval knight wielding a sword.

The cafeteria hushed. For a moment, even Grayson looked taken aback. Then his scowl deepened into a sneer. “What’s that supposed to do? Make me laugh to death?”

“No,” Lamar said dramatically, his voice dropping to a whisper. “It explodes.”

Timmy’s eyes widened. “Lamar, no!” he hissed, but it was too late.

Lamar threw the rubber chicken to the ground. Nothing happened. Grayson started to laugh, deep and booming, the kind of laugh that echoed in nightmares.

And then—POOF! A cloud of glitter burst into the air, showering everyone within a five-foot radius. Grayson, now looking like a sparkly disco ball, froze mid-laugh. The crowd gasped. Someone in the back muttered, “Cool.”

Grayson blinked, his face an unreadable mix of shock and fury. Timmy braced for impact, but then the unexpected happened. Grayson snorted. Then he giggled. And then—against all odds—he started laughing so hard he had to lean on the pudding table for support.

“Nice one, Wigglesworth,” he wheezed, wiping glitter from his face. “You’re still a nerd, but that was... not bad.” He tossed the empty pudding cup onto the floor and strolled off, leaving a trail of sparkles in his wake.

The crowd began to disperse, muttering about the spectacle they’d just witnessed. Lamar grinned and slapped Timmy on the back. “And that, my friend, is how you handle a bully.”

Timmy shook his head. “Lamar, you realize he’s just going to come after us twice as hard tomorrow, right?”

Lamar’s grin didn’t waver. “Maybe. But at least he’ll be shiny.”

The rest of the day passed in a haze for Timmy. Grayson’s laugh still echoed in his ears, but so did Lamar’s words. Handle a bully? It sounded impossible. Grayson wasn’t just a bully—he was a hurricane of meanness and chaos, a one-boy wrecking crew. How could anyone possibly handle that?

By the time the last bell rang, Timmy was convinced that he had no choice but to avoid Grayson forever. Unfortunately, that plan was as flimsy as the plastic wrap around the sandwiches in his lunchbox. He needed something better. Something foolproof. Something big.

As he and Lamar walked home, Timmy finally voiced the thought that had been bubbling in his mind all day. “We need a plan,” he said.

Lamar’s eyes lit up. “A plan?”

“A real plan,” Timmy clarified. “Not one that involves glitter chickens.”

Lamar looked mildly offended but quickly recovered. “Okay. What kind of plan?”

“A... Bully-Buster Plan,” Timmy said, testing out the words. They sounded brave and bold, the kind of thing that heroes in comic books would say.

Lamar’s grin returned, wider than ever. “I like it. A Bully-Buster Plan. This is going to be epic!”

Timmy wasn’t entirely sure about “epic,” but he nodded anyway. “We’ll need to think it through. It has to be smart. And sneaky. And...”

“... full of glitter?” Lamar suggested.

“No glitter!” Timmy groaned. But deep down, he was grateful for Lamar’s enthusiasm. Together, maybe—just maybe—they could come up with something that would finally put an end to Grayson Grobble’s reign of terror.

They spent the rest of the walk brainstorming, their ideas ranging from the absurd (a pudding-flavored booby trap) to the downright impossible (replacing Grayson with a robot clone). By the time they reached Timmy’s house, they hadn’t settled on anything concrete, but they had something even better: hope.

As Timmy opened the front door, he turned to Lamar and said, “Tomorrow, we start the Bully-Buster Plan. For real.”

“For real,” Lamar agreed, raising an imaginary sword in the air. “To the end of bullies everywhere!”

Timmy laughed, and for the first time in a long while, he felt like maybe—just maybe—he wouldn’t have to give up another pudding cup. Not without a fight, anyway.
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Chapter 2: The Brainstorm Begins
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The next day dawned with a kind of energy Timmy hadn’t felt in weeks. It wasn’t exactly confidence—more like a shaky determination wrapped in nervous hope. He and Lamar had agreed to meet before school at their favorite brainstorming spot: the old oak tree behind the playground.

Lamar was already there when Timmy arrived, sitting cross-legged on the grass with a notebook and a pile of colorful markers. Beside him sat an ominous contraption that looked suspiciously like a hairdryer with extra wires taped onto it.

“What’s that?” Timmy asked, dropping his backpack.

“This,” Lamar announced with a grin, “is the Brain Blaster 3000. It generates ideas at the speed of thought.”

Timmy frowned. “Does it work?”

Lamar shrugged. “Not really. But it looks cool, doesn’t it?”

Timmy rolled his eyes and sat down. “We don’t need a Brain Blaster. We just need... brains. And maybe some snacks.” He pulled out a crumpled granola bar and split it in half, handing a piece to Lamar. “Let’s get serious. We need real ideas.”

Lamar nodded solemnly, flipping open his notebook. On the first page, he had written “Bully-Buster Plan” in giant bubble letters, complete with lightning bolts and a tiny drawing of a caped hero.

“Alright,” Lamar said, tapping his marker against his chin. “Step one: What’s the goal?”

Timmy chewed his granola bar thoughtfully. “The goal is to stop Grayson from bullying me. And everyone else. Forever.”

Lamar scribbled furiously. “Got it. Step two: How do we do that?”

“Uh, that’s the part we’re figuring out,” Timmy said.

“Right, right,” Lamar mumbled, already jotting down ideas. “We could build a trap. Like a giant cage that drops from the ceiling and traps him mid-bully.”

Timmy raised an eyebrow. “And where exactly are we getting a giant cage?”

“Okay, scratch that,” Lamar said, crossing it out. “What about a distraction? Something so big and exciting that he forgets to bully people.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know... a circus? With clowns?”

Timmy groaned. “I’m not hiring clowns, Lamar. Besides, what if Grayson hates clowns? Then we’d just have a clown problem and a bully problem.”

Lamar nodded, conceding the point. “Fair. Okay, what about this: We give him a taste of his own medicine. Fight fire with fire.”

“You mean... bully him back?” Timmy asked, frowning.

“Not exactly,” Lamar said quickly. “More like, prank him. Show him what it feels like to be on the receiving end.”

Timmy hesitated. The idea had a certain appeal, but it didn’t sit right with him. “I don’t know. If we do that, aren’t we just becoming bullies ourselves?”

Lamar sighed, leaning back against the tree. “Good point. Okay, so no traps, no clowns, and no pranks. What’s left?”

Timmy thought for a moment. “What if we try talking to him?”

Lamar stared at him. “Talking? To Grayson Grobble? Timmy, that’s like trying to negotiate with a tornado.”

“Yeah, but maybe he’s a tornado for a reason,” Timmy said. “What if he’s... I don’t know, upset about something? Or lonely?”

Lamar tilted his head, considering this. “You think Grayson Grobble, the terror of Willow Creek, is just lonely?”

“Maybe,” Timmy said with a shrug. “I mean, we don’t really know anything about him, do we? Maybe there’s a reason he acts the way he does.”

Lamar tapped his marker against the notebook again. “Okay, let’s say you’re right. How do we find out what his deal is without, you know, getting glitter-bombed into oblivion?”

Timmy grinned. “That’s where the plan comes in.”

They spent the next hour tossing ideas back and forth, some more realistic than others. Lamar suggested everything from hiring a private investigator to planting a spy camera in Grayson’s lunchbox. Timmy vetoed both, pointing out that they didn’t exactly have the budget—or the stealth skills—for such elaborate schemes.

Finally, they settled on a three-part plan:

	Observation: Watch Grayson from a safe distance and gather as much information as possible about his habits, likes, and dislikes.

	Interaction: Find a way to talk to Grayson without immediately triggering his bully instincts.

	Intervention: Use what they learned to come up with a solution that would make Grayson stop bullying—for good.


“It’s foolproof!” Lamar declared, sketching a flowchart in the notebook.

“It’s a start,” Timmy said cautiously. “But we need to be careful. If Grayson catches us spying on him, we’re toast.”

“Don’t worry,” Lamar said, patting his backpack. “I’ve got disguises.”

Timmy stared at him. “Disguises?”

“Yeah! Look.” Lamar unzipped his bag and pulled out two pairs of oversized sunglasses, a fake mustache, and a floppy hat. “No one will suspect a thing.”

Timmy
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