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Chapter 1~ Those You Trust
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To anyone who doesn't know him, Kendall Knight seems like any typical fourteen-year- old boy. He has blond hair, cut a little shorter on the sides and back than in the front, his bangs often falling in front of his eyes. His eyes are green and he has dimples in both his cheeks, which become significantly more pronounced when he smiles, which he does often. He is the youngest of his friends, if only by a few months, but is considered the unofficial leader of the tight-knit little group. He has a younger sister whom he adores, even if she does get on his nerves at times. He does well in school, loves hockey, video games, scary movies, and skating on the pond in the park that is close to his house.

To anyone who does know him, Kendall is all these things and more. To his mom, Jennifer Knight, he is a loving and devoted son.

Jen is a petite woman with auburn hair and blue eyes. She has worked at the Shakopee Steak House for about ten years, starting out as part-time and then shifting to full-time after her husband, Will, had been killed in a car accident nearly seven years earlier. She sometimes struggled to make ends meet, and relies heavily upon Kendall to take care of his little sister and the house. She often worries that she places too much responsibility on him, but he always assures her that he can handle it.

To anyone who knew William Knight, they can see how much Kendall is like his father, both in looks and manner. Will had been blond with eyes that shifted between blue and green, depending on what colour he was wearing or on his mood. While Will's hair had a bit of curl to it, Kendall's is straight and his eyes are all green. Jen hopes Kendall will be tall like his father. Other similarities include a laid-back nature, a love for pulling pranks, and a good sense of humour. They also shared a strong will, a fiercely protective nature, and a stubborn streak that runs a mile wide. Will and Kendall had been extremely close and the boy was devastated when his father died.

Will's best friend was Antonio Garcia. Antonio and his family had moved to Minnesota from Missouri when he was four. The Garcias had moved next door to the Knights and the boys had been inseparable from the start. They grew up together, attended college together, joined the police academy together, and were partners on the force for several years. Jennifer Thornton and Sylvia Montoya also grew up as best friends and when the two couples started dating, married, and had families of their own... they became godparents to each other's children. The families were closer than any blood relations they knew and it extended to two other families, the Mitchells and the Diamonds.

Carlos is Antonio and Sylvia's only child, and is several months older than Kendall is. People often mistake his gentle and childlike nature for naiveté but he is actually very observant of the world around him. His quiet wisdom surprises many people who assume the happy-go-lucky boy is lacking intellectually. He is sweet and kind to everyone, but once a certain line is crossed, he lets you know in no uncertain terms that he isn't afraid to fight for what he believes in. Like Kendall, he is definitely his father's son and the two boys have grown to have the same close friendship that their fathers had.

James Diamond met Kendall and Carlos in preschool when they were all three. His mother is Brooke Diamond, the owner/CEO of one of the top modeling agencies in the. Midwest. He has grown up learning about fashion and how to present one's self when in public. He is considered by many to be shallow because of his attention to such things, but he is actually one of the kindest and most protective people that Kendall had ever known.

Logan Mitchell joined the group of friends when they were seven. He and his mom, Joanna, moved back to Shakopee from Texas after his parent's divorce. He is the top student at Shakopee Middle School and his dream is to become a doctor. He has always read at an advanced level and can often be found with his nose in one of the many textbooks that he has found online. People call him names like "nerd" or "geek" but it never phases him. He is quick to assist anyone having trouble with their studies and tutors many of the younger students. He is well liked by everyone except for a few select bullies whom he tries to avoid. He isn't really afraid of them, he is actually very quick on his feet and can outrun most of them. His friends, however, won’t tolerate such treatment of the studious boy and have spent many hours in detention for going after someone who has mistreated their friend.

After Will died, Kendall began taking on responsibilities that no child should have to bear, but he took being the man of the house very seriously. There are times when he feels lost, alone, or unsure of what to do, and that is when he turns to Antonio. That is why he was now sitting on the porch swing on the Garcia's front porch, waiting for Antonio to return home from his patrol shift.


∞


It was already dark on this early November day and Kendall was shaking from more than the cold. He sat there, watching the snowfall and felt a shiver go through him. At least it's from the cold

, he thought, as his mind began replaying what was one of the most confusing and frightening days in his young life.


∞


It all started when Jen called home from work around seven the evening before. Kendall had just come inside after shoveling the walk and answered the phone.

"Hey mom."

"It's about time someone answered, I've called three times," Jen gently admonished.

"Sorry, I was out shoveling, I don't know where Katie went," Kendall said looking around for his sister.

"It's alright sweetheart, I know this is short notice but Elaine called in sick, we're already down two people and there's no one else to cover. I need you to warm up dinner for you and your sister and make sure Katie gets her bath and put to bed on time."

"No problem mom. Don't worry about it, we'll be fine." "Thanks Sweetie, I'll see you both in the morning then." "Bye mom," Kendall said, and hung up the phone.

"Katie, why didn't you answer the phone?" Kendall called out as he went to the fridge and pulled out the leftover casserole that was in there. He popped it in the microwave and went to find his seven- year-old sister, who was being surprisingly quiet that evening.

"Katie, what are you up to? Mom has to work late so we need to get homework going and pick things up a little."

When he didn't get an answer, he walked upstairs to her room and knocked on her door. "Katie, are you in there?" He heard a little moan and opened the door. Katie was lying on her bed, holding her stomach.

"Are you okay?" he asked as he made his way over to her bedside. She shook her head and mumbled, "I don't feel well."

Kendall put his hand on her forehead and found her very warm to the touch. He jumped up and ran to grab the thermometer.

"Here, hold this under your tongue," he quietly instructed. Twenty seconds later it read 101.2°. "Katie-Bug, you have a fever. What hurts?"

"My stomach and my head both hurt. I feel like I'm going to throw up, but I haven't yet," she told him.

"Okay, I'm going to get you something for your fever, just yell if you need me. I'll be right back though." He went to the kitchen and poured some ginger ale into an old sippy cup.


Then he went back into the bathroom, got two children’s Tylenol, and grabbed the trash bin,


just in case.

"Here you go Baby Sis, take these but drink slowly." he said as he helped her sit up. He sat next to her as she took the pills and drank a little more of the ginger ale.

She lay back down shivering a little so Kendall pulled her soft fleece blanket up around her. "Thanks Big Brother," she said in a quiet voice.


"Anything for you Baby Sis, but if you have to puke aim for the bin, okay?"


She grinned at him knowing he didn't handle that kind of thing well. "What'll you give me if I make it?"


"Respect and lots of hugs," he said. Katie sniffled. "I prefer cash."

"Would you prefer to clean it up yourself?" Kendall teased back. "Okay, okay I'll aim," she said pushing her lower lip out.


"That is not gonna work where puke is concerned. I'm going to go down and eat dinner, but I'll be back up soon. I have a ton of homework, so I'll do it up here where I can keep an eye on you."


"Okay, thanks Kendall." Katie nodded. She closed her eyes, hoping to rest a little. "Call me if you need anything," Kendall whispered to her as he headed downstairs.


After eating his dinner and cleaning up the dishes, Kendall grabbed his backpack and headed back upstairs. He looked in and saw Katie sleeping peacefully so he went into his own room, which was right across the hallway. He left the door open in case she needed him.

He groaned as he looked at the stack of books and papers he still had to do. He started on his math and had worked on it for about fifteen minutes when he heard retching coming from Katie's room. He jumped up and ran across the hallway where he found her throwing up into the trash bin.

He sat next to her rubbing her back. "It's okay Katie-Bug, I'm here." He grabbed a ponytail band from her night table and quickly tied her hair back so that she didn't get anything gross on it.

After a couple of minutes, she stopped throwing up and looked at him crying. "My tummy hurts really bad Kendall!"

"I know, let's take your temperature again and then I'm going to call Logan and see what he recommends, okay?"

She nodded and lay back down as Kendall grabbed the thermometer again. Her temperature was still at 101°, so Kendall called Logan on his cell.


"Hello," Logan answered.


"Hey Loges, I have a question about something medical. Katie has a temperature of 101 and just threw up whatever it was she ate today. She says her head and stomach both hurt so I gave her a couple of Tylenol and ginger ale about an hour ago, but her temperature still hasn't gone down."


" It hasn't gone up though, right?" Logan asked. "Nope, still the same," Kendall replied.


"The stomach flu is going around so there isn't much else you can do except give her Tylenol every six hours and try and keep her hydrated. I would also take her temperature every hour just to make sure it isn't going up. Rest is really the best thing, if she can get any. Do you want me to come over and help out?" Logan asked his friend.


"No, that's okay. Thanks though, I'll call back if I have any more questions." Kendall smiled.


Katie.


"Okay, I hope she feels better soon. See you tomorrow."

"Okay, bye Logan. Thanks again," Kendall said. He hung up and went back to sit next to "Logan says it's probably the stomach flu and it pretty much has to run it's course," Kendall told


her.

She sighed and rolled over on her side hugging her stomach."Okay, I'm a little tired now so I'll try and sleep."

"Good girl," Kendall said to her as he kissed her cheek. "I'm going to go clean out the trash bin and then try and finish my homework."

He went into the bathroom dumping the contents into the toilet, quickly flushing before he had to add to it. He rinsed the bin out and returned it to Katie's bedside.

Twenty minutes later Katie cried out for him and he ran to her room, finding her with her head in the trash bin. After four hours of on again, off again vomiting, Kendall gave up on trying to get any homework done and turned on the small television in Katie's room.

About three hours later, he woke up when he heard the front door open. He carefully made his way to the hall so he didn't wake up Katie, who was finally resting peacefully. He saw his mother walking up the stairs and put his finger to his lips to shush her in case he startled her.

"What are you still doing up, don't you have school tomorrow?" Jen asked.

"Katie's been sick all night, Logan thinks it's the flu that's going around," he told her. Jen groaned. "Okay sweetie, thank you so much. You get to bed now and I'll take over."

"She's actually sleeping pretty well right now, so maybe she'll be good for the rest of the night," Kendall said, stifling a yawn.

She kissed him on the forehead and pushed him towards his room, where he gratefully collapsed onto his own bed.

∞

Kendall woke up to an annoying beeeeep beeeeep, and threw his alarm clock across the room. Remembering Katie and the night before, he ran across the hall to her room and found that she was not in her bed.

He walked down to his mom's room and knocked quietly. "Come in Kendall," Jen said.

He peeked in and saw Katie curled up in bed next to their mother. "How is she?" he asked quietly.

"Her temperature is almost back to normal and she's been sleeping most of the night. You did a great job sweetheart!"

Kendall smiled and gave his mom a quick kiss on the cheek. "I have to get ready for school," he told her and ran to get ready.

After a quick shower and then breakfast, Kendall headed out to school. He hadn't thought to ask his mom for notes to explain why his homework wasn't done, but his teachers were pretty understanding and he knew they would call and confirm with his mom if they had any questions. He might get into trouble every now and then, but they all knew he was a good kid.

He ran into Logan at his locker. "Hey, how's Katie? You look like crap," Logan commented. "Good morning to you too. She's doing a lot better this morning, Thanks for your help last night,"

Kendall said as he opened his locker.

James walked up behind him. "Dude what is with your hair, do you NEVER comb it?"

Kendall just looked at him and rolled his eyes. "We can't all be morning beauties like you James." "True, true," James replied. "Couldn't you at least try? After all, we do hang out and I wouldn't

want it getting around that my best friend doesn't know how to comb his own hair."

Kendall just rolled his eyes again and stuck his tongue out at him. "Katie was sick all night, so give him a break," Logan told James.

"My Katie-Kat is sick! Is she okay?" James asked Kendall while pulling him closer to him. As Kendall started to answer, James pulled out his comb and tried to run it through Kendall's unruly hair.

"Ow! Yes, she's doing much better this morning," Kendall yelled.

"Hold still," James instructed as he finally got Kendall's bangs to stop sticking up. "There, not perfect but much better."

"Thank you and where exactly did you learn to comb other people's hair?" Kendall asked as he pushed James away.

"Well it wouldn't be so much work if you tried using a proper conditioner once in a while," James retorted.

Before Kendall could make a scathing reply the first bell rang, and they headed to first period math.

∞

The day went by rather slowly and Kendall struggled to pay attention in class, but three hours of sleep was not much to go on. All of his teachers had been understanding and had given him until Monday to hand in his assignments. He was hoping to get most of it done that night so he could hand it in tomorrow and have the weekend free.

He figured the only thing he wouldn't be able to finish was his English paper and the five-page questionnaire that the Mr. Deesie, the new teacher, had given them all. He and Logan had last period English together so they were going to meet James and Carlos after class and walk to hockey practice together. Dismissal bell rang and the students all gathered their books and headed out.


"I'll meet you out front after you talk to Mr. Deesie," Logan told Kendall. "Great, it should only take a couple of minutes," Kendall smiled.


After everyone else had left, Kendall approached his teacher's desk. He was a little apprehensive, as he didn't really know the teacher very well. Mr. Deesie had taken over for Mrs. Cramer who had retired last June.

He was about forty-five, with blue eyes and thinning dark hair, cut short. He was about 5'10" and a little on the stocky side. He was always immaculately dressed, wearing a button down shirt, slacks, and sometimes a sweater vest. He seemed pleasant enough, although he addressed his students by their surnames instead of their first, which most of the kids found strange.


"Mr. Dessie, could I ask you about the assignments due tomorrow?" Kendall asked.


"What about them?" Mr. Deesie asked, looking up from his desk. He folded his hands in front of him, looking at the boy.

Kendall found himself wishing he'd asked Logan to stay with him. Mr. Deesie had a way of staring at you that was a bit unsettling.

"Um, well you see my sister was sick all last night and my mom had to work a double shift so I didn't have time to get much done. I was hoping I could get an extension until Monday. I can have it here first thing Monday morning before classes start," Kendall promised.


"I see, have a seat please Mr. Knight," Mr. Deesie said, indicating one of the desks in the front


row.

––––––––
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"Okay," Kendall said, a bit confused.

Mr. Deesie stood up with his hands clasped behind his back and began to pace back and forth

in front of the teen." Mr. Knight, do you know why we have assignment deadlines?" Kendall started to reply but Deesie put his finger up and said, "Wait until I am finished."


"Sorry," Kendall muttered and watched his teacher pace in front of him.


"We have assignment deadlines because we have class deadlines. We have class deadlines because we have school deadlines. If we do not finish on time, it pushes everything out of order and we fall behind. I do not like to fall behind. The assignment that is due tomorrow will account for HALF of your quarterly grade. Do you understand that?"


"Yes, but that doesn't change the fact that I was up all night with my sick baby sister. There was no one else to take care of her," Kendall explained.

Mr. Deesie stopped in front of Kendall and looked down at him. "Was I finished speaking Mr.


Knight?


Kendall just shrugged, looking at him unsure of what he should say.

"I was not," the teacher said, answering his own question. "Also, we do not shrug in my class."


Okay, my teacher is a whack job, Kendall thought to himself. As Kendall tried to think of a way to get out of the rest of the lecture, he realized that the teacher was no longer standing in front of him.

Kendall jumped as the man placed his hands on his shoulders still ranting about deadlines and what he expected from his students. Deesie started rubbing small circles on Kendall's neck with his

thumb and the boy felt very uncomfortable. He gently tried to shrug the man's hands off him, but to no avail.

Mr. Deesie suddenly went silent. "What did I say about shrugging?"

"You know Mr. Deesie, you're absolutely right. I need to run home and get to work on this assignment right away," Kendall said, suddenly feeling unnerved. He moved to stand, but Deesie's firm grip wouldn't allow it.

"I am not finished speaking and I did not say that you were excused. I also did not say that I would NOT grant you an extension," Mr. Deesie said.

Kendall was now thoroughly confused by the teacher, but before he could say anything Deesie bent down and whispered into his ear, "How badly do you need this extension?"

"W-What do you mean?" Kendall managed to stammer out.

"You heard me," Deesie said. He reached down and kissed Kendall on the neck running his fingers through the blond hair. He released his hold on the teen, walked to the door and locked it repeating, "How badly do you need this extension?"

Kendall sat there in shock for a moment, his mind failing to comprehend what his teacher was proposing. "Why did you lock the door?" Kendall asked, standing up quickly.

"I am waiting for an answer, Mr. Knight. How badly do you need this extension?" Deesie asked for the third time, walking around the desk towards Kendall.

"I have to get to hockey practice and my friends are waiting out front for me," Kendall told the man backing away and trying to go around the teacher's desk to get to the door.

Deesie just smiled and continued to advance slowly. "I believe that being on the hockey team requires a passing grade Mr. Knight. Am I correct in assuming this?"

Kendall stopped and looked at him, angry now, "I'll tell the principal and coach what you've said and done!"

Deesie just laughed. "Who is going to believe you? Do you really think they will take the word of a teenager, who has had authority issues in the past, over that of a well-respected teacher?"

Although inside the teacher's words caused doubt, Kendall stood his ground. "Yes, because it's the truth!"

Deesie gave him a twisted smile, "Keep telling yourself that sweetheart." Kendall made a dash for the door, unlocked it, and raced out.
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Chapter 2〜Papi
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Kendall quickly stopped at his locker and grabbed his backpack, throwing his books into it as he ran to the front doors. He needed to talk to someone who would believe him and knew the answer when he saw his friends waiting on the front steps.


"What took you so long?" Logan asked.


"Yeah, and why do you look like you're gonna hurl?" James asked as he noted that Kendall's face was pale and that he was shaking slightly.

"I-I'm not really feeling very well, you should probably go to practice without me. I don't think I can make it," Kendall told them.


Logan reached up and tried to feel his forehead, but Kendall pushed his hand away. Logan gave him a surprised and hurt look.


"Sorry, I just don't want you to get sick if I have the flu," he explained to his friend. "Okay, but I will be calling to check on you after practice. If you need anything before then, just give me a call," Logan told him.

"Okay, thanks Loges," Kendall smiled. He watched as his friends started for the rink, and then, turned and walked the other way.


Carlos hadn't said anything, but he knew something was up with his blond friend.


Kendall never missed practice, PERIOD. He looked back and watched as his friend walked away, knowing that something was wrong.

∞

Kendall's mind raced from one thought to another as he walked. He could not believe that Deesie was a creeper. He knew he had to get the assignment done tonight and turned in first thing tomorrow, and had no idea how he was going to accomplish that. He would just have to do his other assignments this weekend and turn them in on Monday, since he had already gotten extensions for those.


First, though, he needed to speak to the one person he knew could help him, Antonio Garcia.


So Kendall waited, sitting on his godparent's porch swing. He worked on his English assignment for as long as the sun was up. He managed to finish the questionnaire by the time it was completely dark, and then he sat, watching the snow. He was still so tired from getting no sleep the night before that he decided to nap a bit. He pulled his legs up onto the swing and the gentle swaying lulled him to sleep.

It was about 5:15 pm when Antonio Garcia pulled into his driveway. He walked up the path to his porch and went into the house.

He went upstairs and changed out of his uniform and into regular clothes, and then headed out to shovel the walkway before his wife and son got home. He turned on the porch light, walked out the door, and was surprised to find Kendall sleeping on his porch swing. He reached down and gently shook the boy's shoulder, softly calling his name.


"Hey buddy, what are you doing sleeping out here in the cold?"


Kendall awoke with a start, confused as to why he was so cold and stiff. He saw Antonio smiling down at him with concern in his eyes.

Kendall swung his legs off the swing and started shivering from the cold. "H-Hi, Papa G, sorry about that."

"Kendall, why are you sleeping out here in the cold? Shouldn't you be at practice with the other boys?" Antonio asked.

"I really need to talk to you about something, Papi. Something happened at school today and I- I'm not sure what to do," Kendall whispered, still trembling from the cold.

Antonio knew it had to be something serious—Kendall only called him "Papi" when he was frightened or sad. He leaned the shovel against the house, gently took Kendall's arm and guided him into the warm house.

Antonio led Kendall to his study, sat him down on the couch, and wrapped a blanket around him. Then he went into the kitchen and quickly made some hot chocolate for the both of them. They sipped their hot chocolate and Antonio waited for Kendall to warm up a bit before questioning him. He watched Kendall and knew the boy was trying to figure out how to say whatever it was that he needed to say.

"Doing a little better?" Kendall nodded.

"Yeah, a little. Thanks for the hot chocolate. I didn't realize how cold it was." "So, what's going on?" Antonio asked gently.

Kendall tried to think of how to begin, so he started with the night before, telling

Antonio about Katie being sick all night and how he didn't get much done in the way of homework or sleep. Antonio listened patiently, knowing these details were somehow important to what was bothering the boy and that it might take some time to get to the root of the problem.

Finally, Kendall got to the part where he asked his teachers for extensions.

"Most of the teachers were really understanding about it and told me I can turn my work in on Monday."

"Most? Who had a problem with it?" Antonio asked.

"M-Mr. Deesie, the new English teacher," Kendall told him. "Okay, what was his problem?"

Antonio noticed that Kendall was no longer looking up and he was subconsciously clenching and unclenching his hands. At this point Antonio got extremely worried about what he was going to hear.

Kendall finally continued. "I stayed after class to ask Mr. Deesie if I could turn my assignment in on Monday. I still have a paper to finish, and he gave us a long questionnaire to fill out, so he can figure out exactly how much we know about English, literature and things like that. He told me to take a seat up front, and started lecturing me about how important it is to turn our work in on time. I guess because it makes him look bad otherwise."

"Did you explain to him about your sister being sick?" Antonio asked.

"I tried, but he didn't really seem to care about that. He told me that he wasn't finished speaking and that we don't shrug, whatever that's supposed to mean."

Antonio smiled and shook his head knowing Kendall's low tolerance for what he deemed to be pointless rules. "Go on."

"I guess I started to tune him out, trying to figure out how I could just leave, when I realized he was standing behind me. He started holding onto my shoulders, still talking about what’s expected of his students and he s-started rubbing my neck. I started to get a little nervous and wasn't sure what to do."

Antonio nodded, his expression neutral, but his heart in his throat. "Go on."

"I finally told him that I agreed with him and that I should get home and get started right away. I tried to stand up, but he wouldn't let go. He said he wasn't finished speaking and that he hadn't excused me yet."

Kendall paused and took another sip of his cocoa. He started shivering again, but Antonio knew it wasn't from the cold. He smiled softly, reached over, and patted the boy's hand, encouraging him to go on.

"Then he whispered in my ear and asked me how badly I needed the extension. I asked him what he meant and he k-kissed me on the neck," Kendall said quietly.


Antonio inhaled sharply. "Kendall, look at me."


Kendall looked up at Antonio and he saw the concern in the older man's eyes. "Did he do anything else to you?" Antonio asked.


Kendall shook his head. "N-No." "You're sure?" Antonio gently prodded.


"H-He didn't touch me again, but he l-locked the door and asked me how badly I needed the extension. Then he pointed out that I needed a passing grade to play hockey."


"He locked the door? You're absolutely certain about that?"

"Yes, I heard the click when he turned it, and I had to unlock it when I left." "Okay, what then?" Antonio asked, trying to keep his voice even.


"T-Then he started walking towards me, and I told him I'd tell the principal and coach," Kendall told him.


"What did he say to that?" Antonio asked.


"He asked me if I really thought that they'd believe me over him. I told him, yes, because it was true. He told me to keep believing that and called me s-sweetheart."


"What happened next?" Antonio asked.


"He kept coming towards me, but I ran around his desk and got the door open. I got my stuff from my locker and met the guys outside," Kendall told him.

They both sat quietly for a few minutes, Antonio trying to decide what steps to take next, and Kendall just wishing he had stayed home today.


"Did you tell the other boys about this?" Antonio asked Kendall.


"No, I haven't told anyone but you. I feel bad. I told them I was feeling sick so I could skip practice and come talk to you. I really didn't want anyone else to know. What if they don't believe me?" Kendall asked quietly as he found himself shivering again.

Antonio smiled softly at his godson and pulled him into a famous Garcia bear hug. "There is no way they would take that man's word over yours," he told him.


Kendall hugged him back, thankful for the safety he felt in Antonio's arms. "Thanks, Papi. I didn't know where else to go," he whispered.


"I'm going to make a phone call. I want you to stay in here and keep warm, and then I'll drive you home," Antonio instructed.


"Okay," Kendall nodded.

Antonio walked back into the kitchen and called his partner's cell phone.

"Aren't we done for the day?" Officer John Bennet joked as he answered the call.

"Not by a long shot," Antonio said. "I need you to meet me at the station in half an hour.


We have a problem regarding a new middle school teacher, and I want to get right on this before something really bad happens."


"I'll see you there," Bennet replied, all trace of humour gone from his voice.
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Chapter 3~ Meeting the Deadline
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A few minutes later, Antonio and Kendall arrived at the Knight house. Antonio parked in the street and turned the lights off. "Okay Mijo, I'm going to head down to the station. Bennet is going to meet me there, and we're going to run a background check on this Deesie and see what turns up. I don't think we should tell your mom about this quite yet. She’d head right down there and confront him, which might complicate the investigation. Are you alright with that?"

Kendall nodded. "It's not like I want to talk to my mom about something like this anyway."

Antonio smiled. "I know you don't. Do you think you'll be able to get that paper finished tonight?"

"Oh, I’m definitely finishing it, even if I have to stay up all night," Kendall said.

"Good. Tomorrow hand in your work as usual and leave immediately after class. I don’t want

you staying behind, and make sure you're always with someone," Antonio instructed.

"Okay, but what if he tells me to stay after class?" Kendall asked, trying to think of anything that could go wrong.

"Tell him you can't and leave. I'm very serious about this, Kendall. I do not want you in there alone with him. I also want you to let me know if you see him approaching any other students after class. Alright?"

Kendall smiled at Antonio. "Will do!"

Antonio smiled back. "Alright, you should get inside. Try and not stay up too late, and call Logan if you need help finishing your paper. I'll call your cell once we find something out."

Kendall nodded, opened the door, and got out. Before he could close the door, Antonio called out to him. "Kendall, you did good today, son. I'm proud of you."

Kendall smiled. "Thanks Papi."


∞


Kendall started up the sidewalk and walked the short distance to his house. "Hey mom, I'm home!" Kendall announced as he walked in the door.

Jennifer walked out of the kitchen where she was making dinner. "Hey sweetie, you're home a little early. How was practice today?"

"Umm, I didn't actually go to practice. I didn't get much of my homework done last night and Papa G offered to help me with a couple of the problems," Kendall told her.

"That was nice of him," she said, kissing his cheek.

"I still have a paper to finish, so I'm gonna head up and get started. How's Katie feeling?"

"She's doing much better, no temperature, and she's actually keeping food down," Jen told him. "Thank God! I really don't think I could handle much more puke. She throws up a lot for

someone so small!" Kendall said, heading up the stairs.

"Yes she does." Jen laughed as she went back to the kitchen. He poked his head into Katie's room.

"Hey Katie-Bug! How are you feeling? The guys all asked about you and said they hope you feel better."

She was sitting up on her bed playing video games. "I do, I haven't hurled once this afternoon," she said, waving him off as she tried to concentrate on the game.


"Okay, I'll let them know. Do you need anything before I get started on my homework?" "Nope, I think I'm good. Thanks for staying with me last night, it really did make me feel better,"


she said, smiling.


"Anything for you, Baby Sis," he smiled back.


∞

Kendall had barely gotten started on his paper when his cell rang—it was Logan. "Hey Loges, how was practice?"

"Not too bad, there were a couple of other guys out sick, so coach just had us practice passing and such. How are you feeling?"

"I’m, okay. I think I'm mostly tired. I took a nap and feel a little better. I'm working on my English assignment now, so I can hand it in tomorrow," he said.


"Mr. Deesie wouldn't give you an extension?" Logan asked.


"No, apparently he doesn't believe in them. He told me we have deadlines for a reason, blah, blah, blah. I'm trying to get it done now. I finished the questionnaire, and I'm about two- thirds finished with the actual paper," Kendall told him as he typed away on his laptop.


"You do know that this paper is half of this quarter's grade, right?" Logan asked. "Yeah, Mr.


Deesie made that painfully clear," Kendall said.


"Do you need any help? I'm finished and can come over and give you a hand," Logan offered. "No, I think I've got this handled. I know what I need to write, I just have to get it typed up,


thanks!"

"No problem. Why don't you email me your paper before you print it up and I'll proofread it and organize the footnotes for you?" Logan said.

"Really? That would be great! I hate proofreading. It takes me longer to do that than it does to actually type it up."

"That's because your typing skills suck, you never know when to start and stop a paragraph, and I'm not even going to get into your lack of punctuation skills," Logan teased.

Kendall rolled his eyes. "I'm not even going to reply to that. Mostly because I don't want to do the proofreading, but just so you know, that was just mean."


Logan chuckled. "The truth hurts, buddy. By the way, how is Katie feeling?"


Kendall laughed back. "She's feeling much better tonight. No hurling today and she's able to concentrate on her video games."

"Well, at least her priorities haven't changed. Give her a hug for me and let me know when you send your paper," Logan said.

"Will do for both! Thanks again, Loges! Talk to you later." Kendall hung up and concentrated on his typing, deliberately ignoring paragraph placement.

Three hours later, Kendall called Logan to let him know he was getting ready to email the paper. "Send it on over and I'll give you a call before I send it back. It'll probably take me a couple of hours. Maybe you should try and get some rest until then, you don't want to come down with what

Katie had," Logan suggested.

"I think I'll do just that. Thanks Logan, I really do appreciate this. I don't know what I'd do without you!" Kendall told his friend.

Logan smiled, thinking back on all the times Kendall had literally saved his butt from bullies. "I'm happy to do it. After all, someone has to keep my correcting skills up-to-date."


Kendall smirked. "You're a funny guy tonight, aren't you?" "I do what I can," Logan said, laughing.

∞


He saw John's car already there and smiled. He knew his partner of five years was as dedicated as they came, and he was lucky to have him.


He walked into the station and went straight to his office.


Bennet looked up as Antonio walked in. "So, what's going on? Who's the teacher and what's the problem?" Bennet asked as he followed Antonio into his office. He listened carefully as his partner relayed his conversation with Kendall.

"Okay, why don't we just go pick this perv up then?" he asked when Antonio had finished. Antonio shook his head. "Several reasons."

"Such as?"

"One, Deesie made sure to point out to Kendall that it would be his word against his and as there were no witnesses, that's pretty much the case. Two, Deesie claims that he’s well respected in the teaching community. I want to check that out first. We need to see if there have been complaints of any kind filed against this man. My hunch is there aren't. If he had ever been investigated for something like this, there would have to be a record of it, and there's no way he would have been hired as a teacher here. At least, I hope he wouldn't have. Three, Kendall just turned fourteen and I really don't want to traumatize him with any publicity until we have all the facts. While it's a nice theory that they don't release the name of a minor in these cases, you and I both know somehow people always find out," Antonio explained.

"Okay then, we'll have Sally start a background check on Mr. Robert Deesie and see what we come up with. What's the plan if there's nothing on him?" Bennet asked.

Antonio sighed. "Then we have to get proof of what happened, which means asking my godson to wear a wire while confronting this guy. Something I really don't want to do."

"Understood. So, I guess we make sure we find all of this perv's dirty little secrets, no matter how well hidden," Bennet said with a smile.

"Exactly," Antonio said.
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Chapter 4~ Deesie
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Robert Deesie leads a structured life. His clothing is always clean and pressed, even his 400 thread count Egyptian cotton pajamas. His shoes are always proper dress shoes, polished so that he can see his face in them. If you looked in his closet, you would find the wooden hangers spaced precisely two inches apart, so that nothing creases. His shoes are set out precisely one and a half inches apart, so as not to scuff.

He has no ornamentation in his house, with the exception of a few well-placed antique mirrors. His kitchen is immaculate. There is nothing on the counters, with the exception of a stainless steel toaster oven (regular toasters are barbaric and leave too many crumbs). His dishes are white,

some might say plain looking, others elegant.

In the living room, there is a burgundy and gold tapestry sofa, rather dated, but in perfect condition. Two dark burgundy leather-sitting chairs were placed, one on either side of the fireplace. Over the mantel is a full-size mirror. The coffee table is dark wood and has several books of art and poetry, placed just so. There is one silk potted palm in an oriental pot sitting next to the front window—real plants leave a mess.

In his study, there are the usual books one might find in the home of an educator, with others that were hidden under false covers. On the walls a few accolades that he has acquired, nicely framed.


He has no family photos on the walls, no trinkets or knick-knacks that would collect dust.


His basement is much the same as the rest of the house. An immaculate laundry room with racks for drying personal items. Clean but otherwise empty, with the exception of one room, where there sits a locked antique trunk. In the trunk are various little souvenirs he has collected over the years.

Things you might find in anyone's keepsake box, except these items did not really belong to Robert Deesie. They belonged to a variety of young people that he has come across over the years. Personal items he took as reminders of his time with them, even a few photos. Every now and then, he will take out the key, open the trunk, and look at these things, sometimes smiling, sometimes crying. Always by the time he is finished though, there is hunger in his eyes.
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Chapter 5~ Rumours
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About an hour later, Antonio pulled back into his driveway. He smiled as he got out and was greeted by his son, who had been shoveling the walkway.

"Hey Papi!" Carlos yelled from where he was standing in the snow, where it was nearly a foot deep.

"Hey Carlitos, how was school today?"

"Okay. Kendall got sick and didn't make it to hockey practice. I guess Katie has the flu and he was up all night with her. Where were you?" Carlos asked, noticing his father was already wearing his street clothes, which was strange. He usually came home wearing his police uniform.

"I had to run back to the station, John needed help with something. So, do you know what's for dinner?" Antonio asked.

"I think Mami made chicken tonight."

"Good, I'm starving." He smiled as he put his arm around his son's shoulders and they walked into the house together.

After dinner, Sylvia and Antonio were in the kitchen cleaning up after dinner. "So, what's bothering you?" Sylvia asked her husband.

"What do you mean?" he asked.

"You've been distracted all evening, and I did notice that you were not in uniform when you got home. Which means you went back out, which means something happened," Sylvia surmised.

Antonio smiled at her. "John just needed help with something, so I ran down to the station to give him a hand."

"Something important I take it?" "Why do you say that?"

Sylvia just looked at him, arms crossed, with a knowing look on her face.

"What?" Antonio asked as she arched an eyebrow at him. The one person he could never bluff was his wife. "Really sweetheart, everything's fine. I'm going to go help Carlitos with his homework," he said as he headed up the stairs.

A short while later, Antonio was helping Carlos finish his math homework. "Papi, can I talk to you about something?" Carlos asked.

"You know you can talk to me about anything Mijo," Antonio smiled.

"I'm worried about Kendall. He looked really strange after school. He said he wasn't feeling well, but I don't think that was all," Carlos said quietly.

"Didn't you say he was tired from being up all night with Katie? That could be part of it," Antonio

said.

"I know, but he never misses hockey practice. Remember last year when he had bronchitis and

the doctor told him to stay home? He still went to practice. The year before that, he played the day after dislocating his knee."

Antonio held his hand up before Carlos could continue with a complete rendition of Kendall's medical history. "Mijo, I know you're worried, but maybe he just didn't feel well. He was probably

exhausted after being up with Katie all night. Sometimes even the strongest get tired and need to take a break."


"Maybe," Carlos said, although he looked unconvinced.


"Carlos, if you're worried, give him a call. If he doesn't answer, it means he's probably getting some well-deserved rest. If he does answer, then maybe hearing his voice will make you feel better."


Carlos smiled at Antonio. "Okay, I'll give him a call and see how he's feeling. Thanks Papi." Antonio ruffled his son's hair and kissed him on the forehead. "Anytime Mijo."

∞

Kendall groaned as his ringing phone woke him up. "Hello?"

"Hey, I'm sending your paper back. It looks good, at least B material. Are you sleeping?" Logan asked, as he listened to his friend yawn. "I was," Kendall said, yawning again.

"Sorry about that, I should have just printed it up and brought it to you in the morning," Logan



said.

––––––––
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"No, that's okay, really. Thanks for all your help. You’re sure it's B worthy?" Kendall asked.

"Definitely. I thought Fahrenheit 451 was an interesting choice for your subject. I like Ray

Bradbury, although I haven't read much of his writing," Logan said.

"I wanted to pick something that was going to be unique, and I really like the book," Kendall told him.

"Well you did a good job with it. I'm sending it back to you now. Make sure you get some more sleep, and stay home if you start feeling sick. I'll print up a copy and take it in just in case."


"Okay, thanks Loges. Goodnight." Kendall smiled. "Night Kendall."


Kendall got up, turned his laptop and printer on, and a couple of minutes later he had his assignment printed out and safe in his folder. He fell back onto his bed and was just starting to nod off, when his phone rang again.


He groaned as he answered. "Hello?"


"Hey Kendall, I just wanted to call and check on you," Carlos said. "Hey Carlos, I'm okay, just tired is all," Kendall replied.

"Are you sure? You looked pretty wiped after school," Carlos asked, still feeling that something was off with his friend.


"Yeah, I'm fine. I got some homework done and was just going back to bed." "Back to bed?"


"Yeah, I finished my English assignment and sent it to Logan for proofreading. He called a few minutes ago to let me know he was sending it back," Kendall told him.


"I glad he does that for us. I hate proofreading," Carlos said. "Me too." Kendall laughed.

"Are you sure there’s nothing bothering you? You know I'm here for you, right?" Carlos asked


him.


Kendall smiled and silently cursed that Carlos could be so insightful. "I know you are. I'm okay, I'm just really tired."

"Okay, call me if you need anything, my phone is right here," Carlos said. "I will, thanks buddy.

I'll see you in the morning." "Okay, goodnight Kendall."


"Night Los," Kendall said. He finally fell into a fitful sleep, dreaming of running down elongated school corridors, unable to find his way out.

∞

Outside a man was walking down the street and paused, as if to fix the laces on his boots. He looked at the house across the street and smiled a twisted smile as he watched the upstairs lights go off.

∞

Kendall awoke the next morning completely exhausted. He jumped in the shower, hoping it would wake him up a bit. After the steam from his shower had cleared, he looked in the mirror. He looked paler than usual and had dark circles under his eyes. He quickly splashed some cold water

on his face and brushed his teeth. He ran his fingers through his hair as he went downstairs to grab some breakfast. His mom and Katie were already up and in the kitchen.

"Morning," he said as he walked in and grabbed a bowl for some cereal.

"Sweetie, you look terrible. Do you feel alright?" Jen asked as she put her hand on his forehead. "I'm fine, I was just up late finishing my English assignment, it's due today."

"Well, you don't have a fever, but if you start feeling sick call me. Okay?" "I will," he promised as he poured some cereal into his bowl.

"I have the late shift tonight, and Katie is going for a sleepover at Molly's. There's some leftover soup in the fridge, or I can leave you some money for pizza," Jen told him.

"Soup's fine, mom. We don't have practice tonight, so is it okay if the guys come over and watch a movie?" Kendall asked.

"Of course, but only if you're feeling okay. Wait, if the boys are coming over, they are not going to want soup. I'll leave money for pizza," she said, grabbing her purse.

"You're the best," Kendall told his mom, kissing her cheek.

"I know...By the way, NO pillow, water, snowball, chocolate chip, marshmallow, or popcorn

fights! Especially in the house!" Jen said.

Kendall rolled his eyes. "Mom, we're not seven anymore."

"Didn't that just happen last month at James' house?" Katie smirked. "Stop helping," Kendall ordered.

Kendall finished his breakfast, rinsed his bowl, and headed out for school. He made sure his phone was on vibrate, so he could keep it in his pocket in case Antonio called him. Carlos caught up with him about two blocks from school.

"Hey, how are you feeling?" Carlos asked his friend.

"I feel okay, just a little tired. My mom said you guys could come over for pizza and a movie tonight. She's working late and Katie won't be there to bug us."

"Sounds good, I'll call and ask my mom at lunch." Carlos smiled.

As they continued walking, Carlos started feeling queasy. “Kendall I think I'm going to puke."

Kendall looked at his friend, who had turned pale. "Can you make it to school?"

"I really don't think so," Carlos mumbled right before throwing up on the sidewalk. "I'm going to call your mom so she can and come get you."

"Okay," Carlos whimpered, right before throwing up again.

Kendall quickly dialed the Garcia home and Sylvia answered. "Hi Mama G, it's Kendall. Carlos just got sick about a block from school. He doesn't think he can walk anymore." "Tell him to hold on, I'm on my way."

"Okay, uh, you might want to bring a bucket for the car ride home," Kendall told her as he watched Carlos throw up again.

"Okay, thanks sweetie. I'll be there in a couple of minutes."

"Hey buddy, your mom's on her way," Kendall told Carlos as he rubbed his friend's back. "Okay, thanks Kendall," Carlos said as the nausea eased a bit.

"No problem, buddy, it'll be okay. It's probably just the flu, like Katie had and it only lasted one day. Maybe we can do pizza and a movie next weekend."

Carlos nodded miserably. He looked embarrassed by the puke on the ground. Kendall smiled at his friend and quickly kicked snow over it.

A couple of minutes later, Sylvia pulled up next to them and got out. "Sweetie, are you doing okay?"

Carlos looked at his mom, bottom lip quivering, and shook his head no.

"Let's get you home and into bed. Thank you so much for staying with him, Kendall," Sylvia said as she opened the passenger door for her son.

"Anything for Carlos, Mama G," he said, helping his friend into the car and handing him the bucket he saw sitting on the floor. "Take care buddy! I'll call and check on you later."

Carlos waved goodbye as the car pulled away, and then quickly put his head in the bucket.

Kendall took off at a slow jog, realizing he was going to be late if he didn't hurry. He got to his locker just before first bell. He put his backpack in the locker and was pulling out his math book when someone slammed into him, pushing him against the lockers. He looked up and saw Jason Banks smirking as he quickly walked off.


What's his issue today? Kendall wondered.


Jason was one of the resident bullies at the school, but usually avoided Kendall and his friends since the day they let him know that beating on Logan and trying to lock him in his own locker was not going to be tolerated. They had issues every now and then, but the older boy (he had been left back twice) had finally figured out it wasn't worth going up against the four friends.

Kendall was on his way to first period and realized he was getting some strange looks from people. The next thing he knew, someone grabbed his arm and pulled him into the boys' restroom.

Logan had ahold of him and was visibly shaken. "Kendall, what happened yesterday?" Logan asked quietly.


"What are you talking about?" Kendall asked, thoroughly confused.

"What happened after English? Jason is telling everyone that he heard you proposition Mr.


Deesie in exchange for an extension."


"What do you mean proposition?" Kendall asked.

"He's telling everyone that you offered to go down on Mr. Deesie for an extension."


"That is NOT what happened, Jason wasn't even there!" Kendall yelled, visibly angry, now that he realized what Logan was saying.


"Then what happened? You were obviously upset after talking to him."


"I told you what happened. He said he doesn't give extensions. Do you really think I would do something like that?" Kendall asked his voice suddenly quiet.

Logan looked at his friend and saw the hurt in his eyes. "O-Of course not, I-I just wanted to warn you about what's being said. We were all worried about you last night, and now Jason is spreading this like it's wildfire," Logan stammered.

The bell rang and Kendal walked past Logan and out the door. He entered the classroom with his head up and walked straight to his desk. He sat down, pulled out his book and papers, and ignored everyone around him, including Logan.

All the while Kendall's mind was racing, and he felt as if his heart might explode out of his chest at any moment. He could feel eyes on him and heard whispering around him.

Logan kept trying to catch his eye, but Kendall wouldn't look his way. He felt horrible and knew he should have handled things differently. He could hear the whispers too and turned several times to glare at the speakers. He knew his friend would never do what they were saying and that was probably what he should have opened their conversation with, but he'd been in shock.

The bell rang and Kendall gathered his things and headed out the door without looking back. Logan raced to keep up with him, but decided he should probably get ahold of James, who had been excused from first and second periods, because he had a dental appointment.


"CALL ME! ASAP," Logan sent in a text to James.

He finally caught up with Kendall at their lockers and took ahold of his arm again.


"Kendall, please talk to me. I don't believe it and I handled that badly. I'm really sorry," Logan begged.

Kendall looked at him and it broke Logan's heart to see him so hurt. His eyes were wide and watery, his face ashen—he looked completely miserable. "So you do believe me?" Kendall asked quietly.

"Of course I do. I was just freaking out by what people were saying. I mean, it's Jason Banks and he has bullied most of the people in this school. You think they would be smart enough to take that into account. He probably just figured if he started a nasty rumour, it would be payback for all the times you put him in his place."

"Probably," Kendall said, but he had a sick feeling that this was not something that Jason had planned.

"Have you seen Carlos? We should probably let him know what's going on," Logan said. "He got sick when we were walking to school and Mama G had to pick him up. I think he has the same thing Katie had. He was throwing up all over the sidewalk."

"Okay, we can call him later then. I already messaged James," Logan said.

Kendall nodded, thinking he should call Papi and tell him what was going on. "It's going to be okay, really. Do you want to skip?" Logan asked his friend.

They had separate classes now, and he didn't want to leave Kendall alone. James usually had first and second period with Kendall, and Carlos had second and third, but with them not there, Logan thought maybe they should just go hang out somewhere.

"No, I'm not letting them have the satisfaction," Kendall said.

"Somehow I was afraid you were going to say that." Logan sighed. When the bell rang, they both set out to their respective classes.

"Thanks Loges," Kendall said as they parted. Logan watched his friend walk through what seemed to be a sea of people and prayed he would be alright.

Logan got to second period and took his seat. He heard a voice behind him. "Still friends with the manwhore I see," Jason remarked. People around them snickered.

"Why don't you shut up before someone puts YOU in a locker?" Logan retorted. "Logan, is there a problem?" Mr. Westin asked.

"No sir," Logan replied still glaring at Jason.

"Then perhaps we can begin class, if you are quite sure you're finished?" "Yes sir, sorry."

∞

Kendall handled second period the same way he did as first—ignoring everyone around him, doing his work, and then leaving as soon as class was over. When he was sitting in third period, he felt a hand on his arm.

"Hey Kendall, don't take what that jerk face is saying seriously. People are stupid to believe anything that bully has to say. Especially since he's beaten most of them up," Jenny Tinkler told him, smiling warmly.

Kendall smiled at Jenny. "Thanks Jenny, I'm sure it'll blow over soon."

"You and the guys have always been there for me, and I'm not gonna let some idiot convince me that you're something you're not," Jenny promised.

Kendall smiled at her again, and then winced as she totally missed her seat and landed on the floor, twice. She smiled broadly at him and managed to get into her seat without further complication on the third try.

Kendall quickly called Antonio after third period. There was no answer so Kendall left a message. "Hey Papi, can you give me a call?"

He ran into Logan at their lockers. It was lunch period, and Logan told him that James would meet them outside.

He opened his locker and some papers, that had been folded and pushed through the slots, fell out. Logan grabbed one and unfolded it. He quickly crumpled it, shocked by the graphic drawing on it.

"What did it say?" Kendall demanded, grabbing one of the other papers and reading it. "Manwhore for rent. Will do anything for a good grade. Call Kendall at ***-****."

Kendall just stared at it.

Logan snatched the paper from Kendall and read it. He gathered them all up and shoved them into his backpack, not wanting anyone to pull them out of the trash. "Come on," he said
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