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ONE RIVAL. ONE DISAPPEARANCE. A TANGLED WEB OF CRIME.

Justin Macdonald is thrust into a dangerous mystery when his rival, basketball team captain Daryl Peters, suddenly disappears. 

With suspicion falling on Justin, he’s determined to clear his name and uncover the truth. His investigation reveals a tangled web of underage sports betting, criminal sisters, and a ruthless enforcer. 

As threats escalate, Justin’s home life is shaken by a mysterious visitor, a visit related to his father’s operative, Matt Logan. 

Racing against time, Justin and his best friend Van manage to track Daryl and finally rescue him, where Justin and Daryl finally confront their rivalry. 

Does this mean the end of their feud?
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Chapter 1
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NEWS OF DARYL PETERS’ disappearance was all over the school. The captain of the basketball team didn’t show up for practice after school on a rainy Wednesday, which in itself wouldn’t be that big a deal, except Daryl never missed practice—he was the captain after all. He had to set a good example for his teammates.

His cell phone was called numerous times—no answer. His father was notified, but he hadn’t seen him since that morning when he saw Daryl leave for school. 

Soon the police were called to the Peters’ home and then to the school. His girlfriend Courtney was questioned, but she hadn’t seen him since lunch the previous day, when they had had an argument over whether he was going with her to the Spring Fling dance the following weekend. 

I was questioned because—well, it was a well-known fact that I didn’t like Peters, and he didn’t like me—we were enemies in every sense of the word. I hadn’t seen him since the evening before. I had no idea where he was. 

No one had any idea where he was.

He had just vanished.

*
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THE DAY BEFORE, TUESDAY, I was sitting in English Lit class looking out the window and listening to Ms. Stanhope drone on about Shakespeare—how great a writer he was and how his plays shaped English literature. Yada yada. 

“Justin?” I heard a voice call my name. I turned to face the front, where Ms. Stanhope was staring at me with a questioning look on her face, her dark hair cascading down her back. 

“Yes?” I asked, sitting up in my chair. 

“Daydreaming again?” She asked, and the class tittered with laughter. 

“Something like that,” I muttered.

“Well, we were discussing Hamlet and Shakespeare’s use of—.” Just then the bell rang to end the class, and I jumped up out of my seat. 

“Remember to read chapter 8, class, the concordance on Shakespeare, and be ready to answer some questions next class,” Ms. Stanhope said over the din of students grabbing their books and notes. 

As I made my way up to the front of the class, I felt something brush against my shin and suddenly I went down, face first, my books flying out in front of me. 

I landed on the floor and rolled slightly to break my fall, the sound of laughter behind me. I sat up and faced back. Daryl Peters was seated at the front desk, smirking at me, one of his buddies next to him trying not to laugh. 

“Are you OK, Justin?” Ms. Stanhope said, coming up to me. 

“Yeah,” I muttered, glaring at Peters. “I must have tripped on my shoelace.”

“Very well,” she said. “Oh, but your shoes are both tied up,” she added as I got to my feet and went to gather my books. 

“Oh, yeah,” I said as I picked up my binder. “I’m just clumsy, I guess,” I said, then went out into the hall.

“Are you OK, bro?” a voice said, as a dark-haired guy came up to me. My best buddy, Van Gilman, was looking at me with concern on his face.

“Peachy,” I said with a grunt. 

“Hey Macdonald, hope you didn’t break anything,” another voice piped up. I turned to face Peters, who had come out of the classroom with one of his buddies, Carl Martin. 

“Not this time,” I said. 

“This never gets old,” Peters said to his friend. “He always ‘falls’ for my pranks. Ha!” he said with a loud guffaw. 

“What’s not old is that I’m still going to pound the snot out of you,” I said, moving towards him, my fist coming up. Peters put his hands up to defend himself as someone called out — “Justin!”

My fist stopped an inch from his face, then lowered to my side. I turned to see my girlfriend, Melissa, staring at me, a look of horror on her face. Peters and his buddy raced off down the hallway as I turned to Van. “Saved once again,” I said, glancing back at Melissa.

“You weren’t going to hit him, were you?” Melissa said, eyeing me suspiciously.

“I was seriously considering it,” I said, glancing at Van. “We've got to get that guy back somehow,” I said. “This is the second time this week he’s tripped me.”

“Yeah, you could have broken a fingernail,” Van said with a smirk. “Then where would we be?”

“This isn’t funny,” Melissa said, taking my arm and glaring at Van. I moved off down the corridor with Melissa, Van following. 

“I know,” he said, sobering. “It’s not. But this never used to bother you,” he said, coming up and walking beside us. 

“That was when he just hated me. Now, these silly pranks. If I go to Principal Anderson, then I look like a suck. But I could have been hurt. I just wish someone would see him do something, then I wouldn’t have to blab on him. That’s what he wants. Then I’ll look like a sissy in front of the whole school. I wish the guy would just go away for a few weeks. On a permanent vacation.”

“Who’s that?” A voice behind me said. I turned to face one of Daryl’s basketball teammates, Jake Prestwick. He had recently moved to Port Salser and was one of the few ‘jocks’ who kind of saw what a jerk Daryl Peters was. But in order to stay on the team and to save face, he had to follow along with Peters. He was actually a pretty cool guy, though.

“What business is it of yours, Prestwick?” Van said. “We’re having a private conversation.”

Jake just stared at Van. “Sorry, Gilman,” he said. “I just wanted to ask Macdonald a question.”

“Sure,” I said. “What’s up?”

“Could you help me—later on — in the library? I need to talk to you about something—is that OK?—it’s—personal,” he added, glancing at Melissa and Van.

“Sure, Prestwick,” I said. “I have a spare right after lunch. How about then?”

Jake looked relieved. “Thanks, Macdonald, see you then.” With that, he walked down the corridor. 

“What was that all about?” Melissa asked. 

I shrugged. “I have no idea.”
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AT 1:00, I HEADED TO the school library, located in the center of the school. It was two stories with a large skylight that currently let in the bright sunlight. I found a table over by the magazine rack and took out my geography notes. I had a test last period and needed to study.

Jake Prestwick came up a minute later and sat across from me. “Thanks for talking to me, Justin,” he said.

“We haven’t talked yet,” I said with a smirk. “What can I help you with?”

“It’s Daryl Peters.”

“OK?” I said. “So what about him? If you’re looking for a hitman, I’m not in the business anymore. Too dangerous—and the pay isn’t great.”

Jake just stared at me. 

“My weak attempt at humour,” I said. “Just ignore me. What’s up with Peters?”

“He’s really starting to bug us guys—on the team, I mean. He’s telling us now that he wants us all to get ten hours' sleep a night and no parties. He’s been a real hardliner for the past few months.”

I just nodded. “So what can I do about it? I’m not on the team. And I’m not on speaking terms with him, so if you want me to talk to him—.”

“Some of us guys on the team have known for a while that he’s up to some shady stuff,” Jake interrupted. “We don’t know exactly what it is, but if you can maybe do some—like investigating — then you could find something on him.”

“To get him into trouble?” I said, sitting up in my chair. “I’m interested in hearing more. What kind of ‘shady stuff’ are we talking about?”

It was Jake’s turn to shift in his seat. “We know about your rep as a detective, like your old man.”

“Right,” I said.

“We don’t know exactly what Peters is up to, but we have suspicions.” 

“I’m listening.”

Jake just sat there for a moment, looking like was debating how much to tell me. “He’s been disappearing from practice for like half an hour and then coming back. Mick followed him one time and saw him in the parking lot at school talking with someone in a van.”

I nodded, prompting him to continue. 

“We confronted him about it—you know, we thought maybe he was buying — you know — some illegal substances, but he freaked out on us, said we had no right spying on him. We stood up to him. Mick searched him but didn’t find anything
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