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CHAPTER 1:
The Social Experiment
Slade Cassidy was the grandson of the famous private investigator, Rex Cassidy. His father Emmett, son of Vanessa, worked with Slade's uncle, having taken over the detective business after Rex's retirement. Slade, like his father and grandfather, had tremendous looks and sex appeal. He was also very athletic, although not as well built as his predecessors. It was his first day at a new school and he was going to conduct a social experiment. 

'You sure you're gonna do this?' his father Emmett asked before he left in his Ferrari Hovercar that morning. 

'Oh for sure,' Slade grinned. 'It’ll be fun.'

'Not to mention, possibly dangerous to your health.'

'I'll be fine. We're tough breeds, us Cassidys, aren't we? I just feel I really want to do this. Just to see how the other side lives.'

'Well good luck. I'll be interested in hearing how things progress.'

Slade drove in his Ferrari Hovercar out from the huge palatial residence of his parents. They had just had the place built and it had all the state of the art high tech automation that any family could want. However it meant that they had to move to a different part of LA and that meant a new school for Slade. He'd left a lot of disappointed people behind, but had resolved to stay in contact. 
His intercom buzzed on his dashboard and the gorgeous face of one of his female friends appeared. 'Hi, Sladey!'

'Demi, hey! It's so great to see your beautiful face.'  He put his car on auto-drive and grinned at her. 
'I am so missing you already,' she said. 'It's not going to be the same at school without you around.' There was sadness in her eyes.

'I'm sorry, babe, but I have no choice. I'm only sixteen years old, after all.'

'God, I so want to bonk your brains out right now,' she said.

'Sorry. You'll have to wait for a few weeks when I come over to visit.’
'But there will be a whole lot of other girls wanting your attention too.'

'Don't worry, I'll get around to you too.'

She sighed. 'I so wish I was one of the girls at the school you're going to. It means you're gonna be so busy with them, you won't have time for us at Pasadena High.'

'I'll always have time for you girls. Besides, I'm not likely to be picking up too many girls here.'

'Why not? Girls flock around you wherever you go.'

Slade grinned. 'Well things are gonna be different this time.'

'Why?'

Slade laughed. ‘I’ll tell you about it another time, but I need to go, I'm almost at my destination.'

'Ok... I love you Sladey.'

'Love you too.' 

Her face flickered off. He smiled and pulled the car into a car storage yard. A garage door opened to reveal a line of cars. There was one vacant lot and he parked in it. He climbed out and gazed along the line of cars. They were all the latest, shiniest models out, all except for one. It was an old 2004 Porche and it had wheels. He laughed. It wasn't even a classic model. In fact anyone seen driving one of those now would be laughed at and deemed uncool, especially by high school kids.

He juggled some old fashioned metal car keys in his hand and advanced towards it. It was going to be strange carrying keys around. He'd have to remember not to leave them lying somewhere, otherwise he wouldn't be able to get back into the car. Although he doubted it would matter if he left it unlocked with the keys in the ignition. Nobody was likely to steal this old fashioned piece of crap. To think that an old friend of his father's used to drive this thing. Pete Cook must have been the uncoolest guy on the planet. Although back then cars like this were the in thing.
He caught sight of his reflection in the Porche's side mirror. He couldn't help but grin. He wore an old loose shirt and tattered baggy jeans. His hair was a little overgrown and he was in need of a shave. He touched his rugged chin and turned his head slightly. His bright blue eyes were way too blue. He didn't want to appear that good looking. Maybe he should have brought some contacts of a different colour. 

He climbed into the Porche and seconds later was on the road again heading to his new school. Heads turned and stared, some in disbelief, some with scorn on their faces. Fancy driving to school with a car with wheels. That's what Slade was sure was going through their minds. 
He climbed out of his car amongst snickers and stares. He delivered a group of them a nervous smile. 

'Nice car,' snickered one guy who stood next to a very nice one. 

A group of hot chicks stepped up with amused looks on their faces. 

'What on earth are you driving?' one said.

'Ah... umm... it's a porche. My uncle gave it to me,' he said in a timid voice. 

The girls snorted and laughed.

'Oh my God, why would you drive something like this?'

'I like it.'

The girls laughed.

One of them stepped up closer and looked him up and down. 'You know, you're kind of cute. But you seem like a bit of a dork.'

'Ummmm ahhhh.... thanks.'

The girls giggled. 

'Looooser,' said one.
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'You're new here, aren't you?' asked one. She stood out from all the rest. She was so much more beautiful and angelic. For a moment, all Slade could do was gaze at her. 
'Are you going to answer her?' said one of the other girls.

This girl had the most gorgeous long blonde hair and big brown eyes. Her skins was flawless and she had full rosy read lips and rounded chin. She was glorious. Slade wanted to take her aside and talk to her, but held back. He had to continue with his original plan and he couldn't let these beautiful babes distract him from that mission. 'Yeah!' He smiled. 'I... umm...' He stammered.
'What's your name?' The angelic one asked. Her voice was so deliciously smooth and her eyes seemed to sparkle.
'My name?'

'Yeah, you do have one, don't you?'

'Ummm.... ah yeah. I've got a name.'

One of the other girls replied with irritation in her tone, 'Then what is it?'

The other girls burst into giggles again, except for the angel who just continued to look at him. 
'Oh! My name it's... ummm... oh yeah, Slade.'

'He can't even remember his own name,' said one of the girls.

'What a dork alright.'

'I told you he was a loser.'

The angel spoke again, 'That's a cool name.'

'Th... thanks.' Slade delivered her the dorkiest smile he could muster.

'What grade are you in?'

'I... I'm not sure.'

'Oh my God...' groaned one of the other girls and rolled her eyes. 'How old are you then?'

'Eighteen.'

'Eighteen?' They all gaped at him.

'Shit, you're a bit old for this place,' said another girl.

'Yeah... I... I've never been... been very good at sch...school work. Had to repeat a couple of years.'
The angel gazed at him then began to speak, but one of her friends interrupted her. 'Oh come on, Brooke, this guy's a dweeb. Forget about him. Let's go.'

'Yeah,' said another. 'We haven't got time to deal with losers.'

Brooke glanced back at him, but left with her friends. Slade couldn't help but stare down at her shapely butt as she walked. Man she was so hot. Probably one of the hottest things he'd seen in ages. 

He was about to walk on, when a big burly individual blocked his path. The youth before him scowled. He was tall, like Slade and bulged with muscles. He was very impressive, not to mention intimidating looking. 'Who the hell are you?'

Slade shrunk back and delivered the burly guy a nervous stare. 'I... I... I'm Slade. I'm new here.'

'Yeah? Well I'm Gunther, and I'm the welcoming committee at this here school!'

A group of students assembled around, anxiety in their eyes. Their stared fell upon Gunther and Slade could see they were afraid of him. 

'Hey, c...cool.' Slade extended his hand. 'I've never been welcomed to a school before. Most schools just ignore you and expect you to figure the place out for yourself.'

Gunther glared at his hand for a moment then returned his nasty look back up to Slade. 'Are you trying to be funny, asswipe?'

Slade recoiled. 'No... I..!'

'Unlucky for you I don't find too many things funny! So I'm gonna welcome you to the school with a good ass whipping, how do you feel about that?'

Slade gave him a terrified expression. 'Please... no... I didn't mean to offend you, I...'

Gunther drove his fist towards Slade's face. Slade turned his head sideways and the blow hit him with full force. He sprawled backwards to the concrete, under gasps from the spectators. Gunther was a hard hitter and for a moment, he was in a daze. Gunther hauled him back to his feet and drove his fist into Slade's gut. Slade tensed up his abs, but only just enough to prevent the full force of Gunther's punch from really hurting him. He doubled up with a gasp of agony and staggered backwards and forwards. 'Please!' he appealed. 'I'm sorry! No more please!'

Gunther ignored him and sent another blow to Slade's head, which sent him crashing back to the ground. With that he smirked and walked away.

Some of those that had been watching, stepped up to Slade and helped him to his feet. 

'Why did he do that to me?' Slade whined in a childlike voice. 'I didn't do anything to him!'

'He does that to everybody, pal,' said one guy. 'Especially likes to pick on the new kids.'

'Especially wusses like you,' said another. 'Easy meat.'

Just then the bell rang.

'Class time,' said the first guy. 'What you got?'

'Physics,' Slade winced. 'Can you point me in the direction of the gymnasium?'

'I thought you said you had physics?'

'Isn't Physics done at the gym? You know, running and jumping and skipping and stuff?'

'Not physical education!' one of the guys snarled. 'Physics! That's in the science labs, you moron!'

'Oh...'
'Over that way bozo! Just follow the signs to E Block.'

'Thanks!' 

The spectators began to disperse. Slade rubbed the side of his face where Gunther's last punch had hit him. His head still span. 'Sheesh,' he said himself. 'This experiment may end up being more painful than I first thought.'

CHAPTER 2:
Model Student
Slade followed the signs to E Block. Students rushed around in all directions, in a hurry to get to their classes. Slade found the building and wandered in. He saw the classroom he needed to get to, but he was in no hurry to get there. He came to a coffee machine and paused to get himself one. He stood there for a few minutes, drinking his coffee watching as the last few late students trickled into their classrooms. Nobody took any notice of him, not even the odd teacher that walked by.
Once he'd finished his coffee he strolled towards the classroom, reached the door and knocked.

'Come in!' came the voice of a male teacher. Slade assumed it was Mr Potter, as that was the name of the teacher on his time table.

He slowly opened the door and peeked his head in, widening his eyes as he did. 'Ummm, hello... Are you Mr Potter?'

'Yes, that is me. You must be Slade Cassidy. Why are you late?'

Slade pushed open the door and timidly entered, staring around at all the faces. His eyes fell upon Brooke and for a moment he just stared at her, so pleased that she was in his classes.

'Excuse me, Mr Cassidy! I asked you a question.'

'Oh... yeah...' He broke his stare and turned to Mr Potter. 'I'm sorry I'm late Mr Potter.'

'Why are you late?'

'I... I got lost, sir.'

His classmates snickered. 

'I am very strict about people arriving on time to my class, Mr Cassidy, so I suggest that in future you make sure you're on time.'

'I'm sorry, Mr Potter. I really am. I won't let it happen again. I promise, I'll be on time for every class.'

A voice called from the back. 'Ass kisser!'
Everyone laughed except for Mr Potter. 'Please do take a seat. I was just in the middle of calling the roll.'

Slade walked over and then suddenly lurched forward as if losing his balance. He knocked into a desk of one of the boys, which caused the boy to snap. 'Watch it, you great thumping moron!'
'I'm sorry!' Slade gaped. 'I didn't mean to, I just tripped that's all.' 

He moved aside but in the process knocked into the table of a very attractive blonde.

'Watch out, you buffoon!'

Slade, flinched and walked to his desk where he sat down, amongst snickers from his classmates. He turned and gazed over at Brooke who returned a gaze, with sympathetic eyes. 

Mr Potter returned to his desk. 'Ok, onto the boys. 'Baker?'

'Here.'

Bowman?'

'Yep.'

'Carter.'

'Yeah.'

Mr Potter turned to glance at Slade. 'And Cassidy is here.'

'Present sir!' Slade said.

Once again snickers came from his classmates. Mr Potter peered at him again and smiled. 'Yes, I know. Nice to have a polite student in our midst.'

'Bunny!' called out someone. 

'At least he has some respect! Craigsmere.'
'Yo!'

'Evans.'

'Yep.'

Suddenly a piece of screwed up paper flew over and bounced off Slade's head. He turned to see one of the boys at the back with a big smirk on his face. Mr Potter didn't notice, so Slade rose his hand.

'Yes, Slade?'

'Excuse me, Sir, I hate to interrupt your roll calling, but someone just threw a piece of rubbish at me.'

Mr Potter groaned. 'Who threw it?'

'That guy there.' Slade pointed to the culprit. 

The said culprit delivered him an evil glare. 

'Oh for God's sake, Miller, do you have to act like you're in elementary school all the freaking time? Detention. Lunch time!'

'Oh, what?' Miller groaned. He gave Slade an even dirtier look. 

'At least try to make the new guy feel welcome!' Mr Potter said.

'He's a dork.'

'That's beside the point! No more throwing stuff.'

The rest of the period continued without incident, but at interval he received a visit from some of his classmates, including Miller and Craigsmere. 

'Why the hell did you tell on me, new guy?' Miller snarled.

'You threw rubbish at me!'

'So what? Now I'm on a damn detention thanks to you!'

'Well,' Slade said, with anxiety in his voice. 'Maybe you will think twice before throwing rubbish around the class next time.'

Other students began to assemble around them, perhaps expecting trouble or at least some form of entertainment.

Craigsmere shoved him. 'Jerk! What's the big deal, slip sliding into Potter's class like that? What a bunny.'

'I was just being polite, like my mother told me to.'

'Ohhhh, he's a mummy's boy is he?' Miller scowled. 'What a dweeb!'

'Let's teach him a lesson for opening his big mouth.'

'Yeah, lets!'

'My Dad told me not to get into any fights,' Slade said. 'If you hurt me, I'll tell the teacher.'

'You wouldn't dare! We'll just get you even more later on after school!' Craigsmere snarled.

'Ah, fuck this,' Miller scoffed. 'Let him tell the teacher, I don't care.' Suddenly he sent his forward with full force at Slade's head. It connected and Slade went crashing back to the ground with a thump. He tried to climb up and Craigsmere kicked him.

'Please, no!' begged Slade. 'I'm sorry!'

'Fight back, moron!' Craigsmere ordered.

'I can't!'

He heard some murmurs from some of the spectators.

'I don't get it,' said one. 'He looks pretty tough.'

'Yeah, he's got a good physique. Why doesn't he fight?'

'Because his daddy told him not to,' scoffed someone else.

Slade made no effort to defend himself. Craigsmere hauled him to his feet and they both delivered body blows, which brought him back down again. 

'He's a complete wimp!' said someone. 

'I told you. Loser,' said a girl.

Craigsmere and Miller, having felt that justice had been done, walked away. Another boy came by and gave Slade a kick. 'Wuss.' He too moved on. 
'Useless,' said someone. 'Won't even stand up for himself.'
Slade wiped blood from his mouth. He already had a bruise from the beating he took from Gunther that morning, but now he had more injuries. The pain wasn't that bad, but he winced and flinched to give the impression he was really hurting. 

‘He's cute, ‘ said one of the girls, ‘but he's not worth bothering with.'

‘He won't be very cute for long if he keeps getting beatings like that,' said another.

The angel crouched down next to him. 'Are you ok, Slade?'

‘Leave him Brooke, he’s not worth the bother.’

Slade turned his eyes up to see her gorgeous face. 'It hurts.'

Concern was in her eyes. 'Do you want me to take you to sick bay? You're bleeding.'

'Ok,' he whimpered.

She led him along the path in the direction of the office blocks. 'I'm sorry that you had to go through that,' she said. 'There are some real jerks in this school.'

Slade said nothing. He just followed her.
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On reaching the sick bay, a nurse advised him to sit down while she dressed his wounds. Brooke remained there and stood by as he was dressed.

'It's ok,' Slade said. 'You don't need to hang around for me.'

'It's ok.'

'You should go. Your friends will be wondering where you are. They'll be wondering why you're helping a dork like me.'

'You're not a dork!'

Slade smiled. 'That's not what your friends think.'

'Who cares what they think?'

'You should go,' the nurse said. 'You're due for your next class.'

'Don't want to be late,' Slade said. 'You might get growled at.'

'I guess.' She gave him one last smile and departed.

Slade immediately rose to his feet. 'Thanks, nurse. That'll do fine.'
'But I haven't applied anti-septic to that cut on your lip.'

'No worries. It'll be fine.'

The nurse reeled. 'Are you sure you're ok? I mean a moment ago you seemed weak and shaken.'

'I'm fine.' Slade said. 'It's not like I haven't been in a fight before.' He winked and walked out of sick bay.
CHAPTER 3:
Day Trip
At lunch time, Slade went to the library where he spent the entire time reading an encyclopaedia. A couple of girls stepped up to him and gazed down at him.

'What are you reading?' one asked.

'Ummm... a book!' He held it up for them.

'We can see it's a book! Why would you want to read that. Are you studying?'

'No, just reading for fun. This is fascinating. I never knew that salt was made up for two deadly chemicals.'

'Geeeeee,' the second one scoffed. 'How fascinating. Not!'

'You should read it. It's great.'

'We'll pass.' 

They moved on. 

Later he picked up a different book and pretended to study it intently. It was then that Brooke arrived on the scene. She was with some girls. Craigsmere was also with them.

'Hi, Slade,' she said.

'Oh!' Slade stared up at her and he quivered. 'H... hi, Brooke. So sorry, I was so engrossed in reading this...'

'Dictionary?'

'Yes! It's enthralling reading.'

'Ah... yeah, I'm sure.'

Her friends and Craigsmere snickered.

'Did you know that you can spell license two different ways?'
'Umm, no.'

'Well... y... you can. You should... should read it, there's heaps of interesting stuff like this.' He stared at her, refusing to break his gaze from her.

'What a nerd, Cassidy!' Craigsmere scoffed. 'Reading dictionaries. I've never met anyone as dorky as you in my life.'

'How are the war wounds?' Brooke asked.

Slade flinched. 'They still ache like crazy.' He peered timidly at Craigsmere.

'Yah, get over it!' Craigsmere snarled. 'It was only a little beating and you deserved it! You don't squeal on my friend.' Craigsmere grabbed the dictionary and thumped it violently over Slade's head, causing him to cry out and flinch in pain.

'Leave him alone!' Brooke scolded him. 'Quit being such a jerk!'

'Oh, don't you start that crap again. Come on girls, let's go. We can't be bothered wasting time on that loser.'

The other girls agreed and they left, but Brooke remained behind. 'Slade, why do you let him treat you like that? You should punch him one.'

'Punch him? But I might hurt my fist. No... not me. I don't like getting into fights. I always get hurt.'

'I don't get it. You look like you could take out anyone. You're so tall and... and muscular.'

'No, I'm no good.' He turned his eyes back down to the dictionary. 'But anyway... I better keep reading my book.'

Brooke stood there for a few seconds, then let out a defeated sigh and walked away.

At Gym that afternoon, Mr Flatchings, the Gym teacher had half of them playing basketball, while the other half did weightlifting. It was intended that halfway through the period, they would all switch routines.

Slade had on shorts and T shirt, which really brought out his impressive physique. Mr Flatchings was impressed. 'You're in great shape. I'm expecting great things from you.'

Slade had basketball first off and played atrociously. Every time he got the ball, someone easily stole it from him. Whenever someone passed the ball to him, he dropped it. The occasional time he got to take a shot at goal, he missed by miles. His team mates were hating having him on the team.

'Do we have to have this loser?' Miller snarled.

'Yeah!' Craigsmere agreed. 'This guy had no ability whatsoever!'

'Just play the game,' ordered Flatchings.

When it came to the weights, Slade struggled to bench press even 60 pounds and grinned from ear to ear after he did. 'Cool! That's a personal best!'
'A personal best?' Flatchings scratched his head. 'I don't get it. How can you have such a great physique and not be able to lift small amounts like this. Are you pulling my leg, Cassidy?'

'I'm sorry, sir, but I don't normally lift weights. I use a special exercise machine that belongs to my mother.'

Some of the boys snickered at the mention of his mother.

'Well that must be some exercise machine. What is it, I'll have to buy one myself.'

'Oh, I don't know what it's called. My dad made it for her.'

'He should sell them. He'd probably make a  fortune.'

The next day in English, Mrs Pratt handed out some results of a test they had done the day before. Slade had been given a different test paper, one to gauge his English skills. She stepped up to his desk and placed his results on the desk. 'I'm appalled, Slade. 5%? Is that really the best you could do?'

'I tried really hard, Mrs Pratt. I did. But it's so hard.'

'But it's basic stuff! I can't believe you couldn't do better.'

'I did my best.'

She sighed. 'Well I can see you're going to need some after school tuition if you hope to pass this subject. I shall be giving you extra homework too.'

'Yes, Maam. That's a good idea. I need some interesting stuff to do at home, because I get sick of watching the Disney channel. That's the only station my parents let me watch.'

The others in the class snickered.

Over the next few days, Slade was constantly harassed, beaten and abused. Even those who wouldn't dare challenge anyone else, were keen to stamp their dominance on him. There was a biology trip and they all boarded a bus to head to some mud flats do examine life that lived amongst the mud. 
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Brooke sat down next to Slade. ‘Hi.’

‘Oh…’ Slade stared at her. ‘Hi, Brooke.’

‘Mind if I sit here?’

‘Yes! I mean no. I mean you can sit here.’

‘Good.’ She smiled.

Slade really did think she was gorgeous and he really didn’t want to deter her from chatting with him. ‘This… this trip will be cool. I can’t wait to examine the life in the mud. But I hope there’s no spiders. They scare the bejesus out of me.’

‘Oh, they do the same to me.’ Brooke grinned. 

Slade stared out the window of the bus. For a few minutes, they said nothing as the bus drove along the road and then Brooke spoke again. ‘I don’t get you.’

‘Huh?’ Slade turned his head to her.

‘It’s just that you are a really amazing looking guy… a lot of the girls think you’re cute, but you just don’t act the way you look.’

Slade peered at her with a confused look on his face.
‘I know, I probably don’t make any sense. But… there’s something about you. It’s like there’s something that nobody else sees, that you keep hidden.’
‘What do you mean?’

‘I don’t know. I just think that maybe you just need to relax more and be yourself, because I think you have some qualities that you just don’t show.’

Slade continued to peer at her, amazed by the things she said. He couldn’t help but marvel at her intuitiveness. 

‘I hope I didn’t offend you.’

‘No… no, it’s ok,’ Slade said. He couldn’t help but ask her some questions too. ‘I don’t get you.’

She giggled. ‘Why not?’

‘Why do you even bother with me. I am so uncool and you seem to be one of the…’ he was going to say “hot girls” but changed his words at the last minute, ‘…popular girls.’

She smiled. ‘Maybe, but that doesn’t mean you can’t be nice to people. I just feel bad for you because of the way people treat you.’

‘So… you feel sorry for me?’

‘It’s… it’s more than that. I don’t know… It’s like I said, I get the feeling you are so much more than you let on. I guess I’m really intrigued by you.’ She smiled. ‘You know, this is the first time you’ve ever really talked to me? And this time you’re not stammering.’
‘I… I’m not?’
She laughed. ‘No. Not until just then. Maybe you’re getting used to me.’

‘May… maybe.’

‘Did you ever have a girlfriend at your old school?’

‘G… girlfriend? No, none of the girls ever liked me.’

Just then a head popped over the seat in front. It was Craigsmere. ‘What? Never had a girlfriend? So you’re a virgin are you, Cassidy?’

‘Donald!’ Brooke scolded him. ‘Were you listening in? Why don’t you mind your own business.’

‘So old Cassidy’s a virgin, huh?’ Craigsmere said loudly. ‘I guess that’s the way it is when you’re a complete and utter geek.’

‘Shut up, Donald. Just leave him alone.’

‘What’s the matter, Brooke? What’s with you? Do you go for complete and utter losers now do you?’

Slade could feel anger build up inside of himself, but continued to peer over at Craigsmere with anxiety on his face. 

‘He’s not a loser!’

‘Oh he is too. God, he’s a complete and utter dickwad.’ Craigsmere turned back around again. 
Brooke fumed. ‘Don’t listen to him, Slade. He’s just a complete and utter jerk.’

Slade delivered her a tentative smile then turned to look out the window again. 

Fifteen minutes later they arrived at their destination on the mud flats. They were to split up into pairs and Brooke turned her eyes to Slade. She was about to speak when one of the other girls slipped in between them. ‘Sladey! How about you and me?

Slade could see the annoyed expression on Brooke’s face, but ignored it. The girl who had intervened was considered one of the hottest girls in the class. She was a stunning brunette and the head of the cheerleading squad. Her name was Claire.

‘Ummmm…’ Slade said. ‘Sure.’

‘Awesome.’ Claire grinned. She turned to Brooke and smirked. ‘Is there something you want, Brookie?’ 

Brooke gave her a dirty look and walked away.

‘Sladey, I’m so lucky to have you as my partner.’ Claire turned and smiled at him sexily. ‘You know…’ She ran her finger down his chest. ‘I think you’re kind of cute.’

‘Th…th…thanks!’

Claire laughed. ‘You are such a sweetie, you know that?’

Slade peered out the corner of his eye to see a small group congregating. Some girls, Craigsmere and Miller. They were chuckling and giggling and peering over at the two of them. Slade knew they were all good friends of Claire and even suspected her and Miller to be a couple, so realised there was something up. Perhaps they had some kind of practical joke planned?
‘Come on!’ Claire looped her arm through his. ‘Let’s go. Hey, maybe we can sneak off somewhere together, what do you think?’

‘I… I… that would be… be cool.’

‘Good.’ 

The main object of their assignment was to collect certain specimens and to photograph any crustaceans of bugs around the place. Claire was not very keen to get her hands dirty and insisted that Slade do the digging. He did so, without complaints. He noticed off to the corner of his eyes, others of Claire’s friends spying in their direction. 

‘Let’s go over there,’ Claire pointed to some mangroves.

‘We’re not allowed over there. We were told to stay here.’

‘Oh, Sladey, don’t you want a little adventure? I’ll make it worth your while.’ She bobbed her eyebrows up and down and ran her finger down his chest again.

‘O… Okay.’

He followed her over and noticed the rest of Claire’s friends moving over in that direction too. They walked around through the mud so that they were out of the way of the teacher’s line of sight. Once there Claire wrapped her arms around him and moved closer to him. ‘Now I’ve got you all to myself.’
Slade gasped and opened his eyes wide. ‘What are you doing?’

‘Oh, Sladey… don’t be so naïve. Don’t you know that I think you’re really hot? You know what I’d like us to do?’

‘I… I don’t know.’

‘Make out. But I want you to take your shirt off for me.’

‘Ummm… It’s cold. I don’t want to…’

‘Sladey!’ she said sternly. ‘I really want you to take your shirt off. You wouldn’t want to make me mad now would you? I always get what I want and I want you.’

Slade could see some movement in the mangroves near them and knew it was the others spying on them. Whatever she had in mind, it probably meant some kind of humiliation, but he didn’t want to take his shirt off, not with the girls around. 

‘Come on…’ Claire said softly and moved her lips closer to his. ‘You want me, don’t you? Don’t you?’

‘Y… yes… but… but I’ve never kissed a girl before.’

‘Well, it would help if you take that off.’ She began to unbutton his shirt. He let her and continued to gaze into her eyes as she did. She delivered him a sexy smile and pulled his shirt free. Then she stopped and stared. ‘Oh my God!’ Her eyes widened as she gazed at his hairy, muscular chest. ‘Wow!’ She peered back into his eyes, then back down to his chest. She touched it and gazed at it some more. There was no longer any devious look in her eyes, just wonder. She turned her eyes back up to him and breathed deeply. ‘Oh God…’ She planted her lips on his and began to kiss him passionately.

Just then Miller’s voice came from the mangroves. ‘What the fuck are you doing Claire?’

The group who had been watching appeared and traipsed through the mud through them. Claire gasped and pulled back, wide-eyed. ‘Oh my God.’

‘Claire, you were only supposed to get him to undress, not make out with him!’ Miller glared.

‘I was… I was just…’ She stared at Miller and turned red. ‘It was just part of the act.’

‘We never said anything about you kissing him!’ He growled.

‘W…what’s going on, Claire?’ Slade asked.

‘You moron!’ Miller snarled and stepped up to him with an evil glare. ‘You are such a dick head! You really think she likes you? It was just an act. She was supposed to get you down to your underwear and then steal your clothes away.’

‘Can I have my shirt back please?’ Slade asked, eager to cover up his chest. Already he could see that the other girls had their eyes glued to it. 
Miller snatched the shirt. He bent down and dunked it into the mud. ‘You want your shirt back? Here you go?’ He planted the shirt into Slade’s face, smearing him with mud. ‘There’s your fucking shirt!’

‘Hey!’ Slade protested. ‘Don’t.’ He stepped back and nearly collided with Craigsmere who’d come from the other side of him. 

Criagsmere grabbed him. ‘You stupid clutz, Cassidy! Look what you’ve done to your face. Looks like you need it washed.’ He hauled Slade over to a pool of muddy water and shoved him face down into it. He held his head under the water. Slade put up a pitiful fight, trying to break loose from Craigsmere’s grip, but the bully held him tight.

‘Drown him, dude!’ Miller ordered.
Slade could just make out Brooke’s voice from under the water. ‘Stop it! You’ll kill him!’

Craigsmere wrenched Slade back up and Slade coughed and spluttered. ‘Surely you don’t care about this loser?’

‘He’s not a loser! Let him go, Donald!’

‘Duck him again!’ Miller ordered.

Craigsmere did. Slade allowed him to dunk his head back into the muddy water and to hold him there some more.

‘Let him go!’ Brooke demanded.

Craigsmere pulled him up again, he hauled him to his feet, then shoved him with full force into the pool. Slade went plunging in, fully immersed. He climbed to his feet, shaking mud and water from himself and stared across at the bullies with wide horrified eyes. ‘Please! No more!’ he begged.

Brooke splashed through the water towards him. ‘Slade, are you ok?’

‘Y… yes.’ 

Brooke turned to the group. ‘What the fuck are you playing at? Claire? Why would you do this? He’s a nice guy.’

Claire just stared. 

Brooke looked down at Slade’s chest and for a moment couldn’t seem to break her gaze, but finally turned her eyes back up to his face. ‘Come on. We need to get you cleaned up.’
CHAPTER 4:
Further Humiliation for Slade
Brooke stood with some of the girls as Slade, soaked and covered in mud, disappeared with a change of clothes, into a nearby changing room. He was such an enigma to her, not to mention extremely good looking, despite the scruffy appearance and unflattering clothing. She couldn’t believe what an amazing physique he had too. Even the other girls had been amazed after they’d seen him.
‘He’s a God!’ Kelly Madison said.

‘Hardly,’ Laura Mason replied.

‘Look at him! That body.’

‘And that’s not the only thing that’s magnificent,’ said Bessie Henderson. ‘Take a look down further.

Brooke had already noticed. His trousers were soaking wet and they clung to him, revealing a very large bulge between his legs.

‘Wow,’ Laura said. ‘No wonder you like him so much, Brooke.’
‘That’s not the reason. I… I didn’t even know. He wears such baggy clothes.’

‘Why would he wear such baggy clothes when he has the body of an Adonis?’ Kelly asked. ‘It’s almost as if he doesn’t want people to see how hot he is.’

‘He’s shy,’ Laura said. ‘An introvert.’

They turned their heads when they heard an argument going on. It was Ron Miller and Claire Patterson. 

‘I don’t know!’ Claire said. ‘He… I… something just came over me, like this uncontrollable urge.’

‘Uncontrollable urge?’ Miller stared. ‘You had an uncontrollable urge to shove your tongue down Slade Cassidy’s throat?’

‘I did what you wanted me to, I lured him out to the mangroves.’

‘You weren’t supposed to throw yourself at him and try to shag the guy!

‘I wasn’t trying to shag him!’

‘I bet you would have if we hadn’t come marching in there.’

‘You are such a jerk!’ Claire began to walk.

‘Don’t walk away from me like that!’

‘Go to hell, you creep!’ She stormed off leaving Miller standing there bewildered.

‘Wow,’ Bessie said. ‘Drama. So Claire tried to make out with Slade?’

‘She was luring him over there so they could humiliate him,’ Brooke said.
‘Sounds like she wanted more than that,’ Laura said. ‘Sure has me bamboozled. I mean, he may have the body of an Adonis, but he has the personality of a hedgehog. He has to be one of the most nerdiest, wimpiest guys ever!’

‘He is not!’ Brooke said. ‘He’s a really nice guy, you’ve just got to give him a chance.’

‘What do you see in him, Brooke?’

‘I told you. He’s nice. And he’s cute… and now we know he has a killer bod. But I don’t know, there’s just something about him. I think if we gave him the chance, he’d turn out to be really cool.’

‘He’s either cool now or he isn’t!’

Kelly spoke up. ‘Why waste your time with him? He’s just so shy, anyway, he’s like a bumbling fool around us girls. Why don’t you hook up with Dale McKinnon, he really likes you. He’s hot and he has a personality.’

‘Yeah, come on, Brooke, I thought you liked Dale.’

‘I do.’

‘Then what’s holding you back?’

‘I don’t know. I’m just not sure, that’s all.’

‘Well you better make a play for him before you lose the opportunity,’ said Bessie. 

In the bus, Brooke once again sat with Slade who peered out the window of the bus. It frustrated her because she really wanted to get to know him better, but he said so little. Yet, she was sure that he fancied her, he saw it in his eyes whenever he looked at her. 
‘Slade…’ She touched his arm. 
He turned to her.

‘I’m so sorry about what happened.’

‘It’s not… not your fault.’

‘I should have got to you first before Claire did. She is such a bitch. I knew she was, but I didn’t think she’d stoop that low.’

‘It’s ok.’
‘Slade… I was wondering. Would you like to go to the movies with me this Saturday night?’

Slade stared at her. ‘I… I… I don’t know.’

‘Why not? You do like me don’t you?’

‘Y… yes… but… I get nervous with things like that.’

‘That’s ok. I don’t mind you being nervous. We’ll have fun.’

‘I…I…I don’t know. I’m…I’m not ready for that sort of thing yet.’ He turned his head away.

‘You don’t have to be nervous with me, Slade.’

‘I… I can’t help it.’

‘Are you sure? I promise you I won’t try to humiliate you or anything. I’m not like them.’

‘No…’ Slade finally said. ‘I… I wouldn’t be able to handle it. Thanks anyway. He turned to look back out the window again.

Brooke sighed. It seems that it was going to be harder to get through his shell then she thought.

The next Monday at school, she arrived at English class and was just in time to see one of the boys, Drake, bullying Slade. 'Hey, you moron, that's my desk. Get the hell away from it.'
Slade sat at the desk and peered up at him with wide eyes. 'I was here first!'

'I don't give a shit! That's my desk. Now get the hell out of it!' He grabbed Slade by the hair and shook his head violently. 'Get out!'

'Ok ok!' Slade wailed. He quickly climbed up from his chair. Drake grabbed him and shoved him roughly into the table next to him. Slade's books scattered to the ground, along with a single red rose. Slade doubled over the desk with a grunt of pain. 'Owwwww. That hurt!' 

'Ah shuttup you big wuss!' Drake growled and stopped suddenly when he saw the rose on the floor. 'Well what have we here? A rose? Who's that for, Slade? Mr Drinkwater?'
'No...' winced Slade 'It's for...' His words trailed off when Drake, with an expression of evil glee stamped his foot on the rose and ground it into the floor. 'Ha ha ha ha!'

'Hey! Why did you do that for?'
'Because I felt like it, Cassidy!'

Slade gazed down at his rose. He picked it up, but most of the petals fell off. The bulb was crushed. He collected his other books. 

Brooke walked over and picked one up for him, feeling bad for him. She gave Drake a dirty look, but said nothing to him. She turned. 'You ok, Slade?'

Slade rubbed his side where the main impact with the desk had occurred. 'It hurts.'

'I'm sorry.' She handed him the book.

'It's not your fault.'

She glanced at the rose that Slade had returned to the top of his book pile. She wondered who he'd intended it for. She was to find out soon enough. Slade moved to another desk and sat down, but then he looked up when Claire entered the room and his face lit up. He immediately rose to his feet. 'Claire!'

The beautiful brunette walked towards him, intrigue in her eyes. But when she noticed all the eyes of her classmates upon her, her expression changed to one of disdain. 'What do you want?'
'I... I have this for you...' Slade extended the damaged rose towards her.

She stared at it in disbelief, then flickered her eyes around the class once again. Her eyes returned to the rose and she snorted. 'You're going to give me that?'

'I'm sorry... it kind of got damaged.'

'Oh my God, do you really think I want a rose from you?'

'Well... I thought you... I thought you liked me.'

'Whatever! Why would I be interested in a dweeb like you? Don't you know I was only playing games with you?'

Brooke gazed at the heartbroken look now appearing in Slade's eyes. She wanted to go over there and shake him and to demand to know what he was thinking, getting that girl a rose. She'd dared hope that maybe the rose was intended for herself. So much for that. 

'Oh my God, you really thought I liked you?'

'You... you kissed me... and touched me.'

'It was just an act!'

Just then Millar barged forward. He stepped up, fury in his eyes. 'What the hell are you doing, Cassidy? Giving my girl a rose? I ougtha kill you!'
'But... but... she French kissed me. She was really passionate.'
Claire's eyes widened. Brooke knew it was true, she'd heard from the others and of course she'd seen Claire and Miller arguing. It probably wasn't very wise of Slade to mention that though and would only rile up Miller even more.  

'Why you son of a bitch!' Miller grabbed Slade and brought his fist up.

Just then a voice boomed from the doorway. 'What the hell are you two doing?'

'It was Mr Drinkwater the English teacher and he looked pissed. He marched across to them. 'I will not have fighting in my class! Detention! The both of you!'

'Mr Drinkwater, I didn't do anything!' Slade said. 'He was picking on me!'
'I don't want to hear that crap! I know what you boys are like. Always goading each other.'

'But Mr Drinkwater, Slade wasn't...' Brooke started.

'Quiet. I don't want to hear any excuses. It takes two to tango.'

Brooke wanted to stick up for Slade, but she dared not mess with Mr Drinkwater. When he thought he was right, nobody was going to convince him otherwise.

'Now sit down, all of you!' Drinkwater snarled. 

They obeyed. 

'Now I want you to all turn to your text books to page 23. I want you to read the article there and answer the questions that follow. We'll then discuss the answers afterwards.'

Brooke peered across as Miller. He continually glared in Slade's direction, motioning to him regularly that he was going to break him. As for Claire she too continually glanced in Slade's direction, but her expression definitely wasn't one of contempt. In fact Brooke could swear there was desire in her eyes. She was just too proud to admit she wanted him in front of her classmates and definitely didn't want Miller thinking she did. 

As a matter of fact, many girls had their eyes on Slade. Despite his nerdy persona, it seemed that the rumours had spread about his hotness. Now perhaps people were starting to take notice of him because of it. 
'Mr Drinkwater!' Slade rose his hand.
'Yes?'

'What's this word?'

Many of the class groaned and shook their heads in disbelief.

Drinkwater sighed in frustration. 'Do we have to go through this every period?'

'Well I don't know it. How am I meant to understand the text if I don't know the word?'

'Have you tried to read it in context?'

'I... I don't know.'

There were snickers from the others.

'Read around the word. Try to figure out what that word might be based on the rest of the sentence.'

Slade read the text. 'John stepped across the floor and walked towards the machine where he turned to his friend, something and said...'

There were more snickers. Mr Drinkwater stared at him in disbelief. ' My God, boy, can you not see that it’s somebody's name?'

'Oh... is it?'

'Of course it damn well is. Are you some kind of moron, Cassidy?'

'I... I didn't realise...'

'It's a name. The name reads Horatio. You should have been able to tell it was the name of one of the characters.'

'But... but I didn't know how to pronounce it.'

'It's a name, for God's sake. Does it matter how you pronounce it? All you have to do is recognise it for what it is and know that it's a particular character in the text. That's all you need to do!'

The others in the class continued to laugh. 

Brooke flinched. Sometimes Slade seemed very intelligent, but other times he could be really dumb. Still, she didn't much like the way Mr Drinkwater was being so condescending towards him.

Mr Drinkwater turned, but Slade spoke again. 'Mr Drinkwater!'
'What?' Drinkwater span around. 'Can you not just read the text in silence like everyone else?'

'I... I just wanted to know, how much of the text do we have to read?'

'The whole damn thing! There are questions at the end which I want you to answer!'

'I was looking at one of the questions. It's asking us to find all the tautologies we can in the text. What's a tautology?'

Mr Drinkwater groaned. 'We talked about that last Friday! Don't you remember?'

'No.'

'God damn it, Cassidy, you must be the most useless sack of shit I've ever had in this class! A tautology is when you use different words to say the same things twice. Like in that sentence you just read, it says "stepped across the floor" and "Walked towards the machine", in effect repeating the same thing. At least one of those phrases is redundant. Do you understand?'

'Ummm... No, I don't get it. He stepped across the floor, but he might not have been going to the machine. It wasn't until he stepped across the floor that he then decided to walk towards the machine.'

The class laughed. Mr Drinkwater's fumed even more. 'Damn it, for God's sake boy! He had to cross the floor to get to the damn machine. How else did he get there? Do you think there was something else apart from floor between him and the machine?'

'I don't know. There might be.'

Mr Drinkwater rolled his eyes and let out a deep sigh. 'I can't believe how dumb you are, Cassidy! How can you be so thick? God, it's a wonder you're even in this grade, you should have been kept back!'
'They already kept me back two years.'

'What? Are you for real?'

'It's true. I'm eighteen.'

'What? I thought you were sixteen.'

'No sir.'

Drinkwater stared at him for a few seconds. 'But my rec...'

'And I don't get this other question,' Slade interrupted. 'Question number five. It says something about that guy Horra sho or whatever his name is bought a can of drink from the machine. But he hasn't bought a can of drink from the machine. I don't get it.'
Drinkwater groaned. 'God damn it, Cassidy, I have had enough of your damn stupidity! The reason why he hasn't bought the can of drink is because you haven't read that part yet! Try going back to the story and read the entire thing, then do the questions! Not the other way around.'

'But I...'
'I don't want to hear another gormless question you stupid dickhead!'

The class gasped at his words that time. Brooke could feel anger bubble up inside her. No teacher had the right to talk to a student the way he did. His previous words were bad enough, but this was too much.

'I mean it!' Drinkwater growled. 'Just get back to your damn work and read the damn material. I don't want to hear another word out of you. If you can't figure it out, then there's nothing I can do for you and frankly I don't give a stuff!' He stormed back to his desk.

Slade stared after their teacher with a shocked expression on his face. But then Brooke noticed something... a gleam in his eye. It was almost as if he had deliberately been acting obtuse. But why would he do that? Brooke gazed at him. Yes, there was something more to Slade than he let on and she really wanted to find out what that was.

CHAPTER 5:
More than meets the eye
'Damn, Cassidy, you are so dumb!' said Drake after class. 'What is the matter with you, did you get your brain from an Irish garage sale or something?'

Slade stood there and shivered. 'I just didn't get it, that's all.'

Just then Miller and Craigsmere pushed their way through.

'Cassidy!' Miller snarled. 'I have unfinished business!'

Slade froze and stared at the two in horror. 

Miller grabbed him and shoved him roughly. 'Trying to make the moves on my girl!'

'I... It wasn't my fault, she was the one who tried to French kiss me last week!'

'She was just leading you, on you stupid fuck!' He nailed Slade in the gut. Slade let out a burst of air and doubled over. Miller followed up with another blow that sent Slade staggering back and tripping over to the ground.

Suddenly Brooke ran in. 'No! Leave him alone Miller! He didn't do anything to you!'

'He made the moves on my girl.'

'He gave her a damn flower, that's all! You guys shouldn't have tried to set him up like you did. It's your own silly fault!' She bent down and touched Slade's arm. 'Are you ok?'

Slade pulled himself up and flinched. 'It's not my fault.'

'I know it's not.' She turned and glared at the two. 

Just then Claire stepped through. At first she seemed appalled at what had happened, then smirked. 'You shouldn't have came on to me like you did, Slade!'

'What?' Slade stared up at her.

Brooke became enraged. She leapt to her feet and faced Claire. 'That's not what happened! It was you that came on to him.'

'I did not!'

'You did so! It was all part of your plan to humiliate him.'
'Whatever!'

Brooke smirked. 'That was the plan. But then you saw something you liked, didn't you Claire? You found yourself drawn to him. You really did want to kiss him. You really did want to make the moves on him.'

'That's crap!'

'Is it? Come on! Everyone knows all you had to do was lure him over there and get him to take his clothes off. But no, when you got his shirt off you realised that you really did want him. And you got carried away.'

'I did not!' Claire screamed. She lunged at Brooke and grabbed at her. Suddenly Miller and Craigsmere came in and pulled her off.

'Settle down, Claire!' Craigsmere said. 

'I'll kill her!' screamed Claire.

'Shut the fuck up!' Miller snarled. He glared at her. Slade could see in his eyes that he was still very upset with Claire and he hated it whenever the topic of Claire's unscheduled advances came up.

'I thought you like me,' Slade whimpered. 'I thought you wanted me.'

Miller sent another blow to Slade's guts, causing him once again to double up in pain. 'Shuttup! I don't want to hear that bullshit! Say anything like that again and I'll kill you, Cassidy!'

Craigsmere touched his shoulder. 'Chill dude. There's teachers coming.'

Immediately the crowds dispersed leaving Slade and Brooke alone. Mr Flatchings, the PE teacher stepped up. 'What's wrong? Slade, are you ok?'
'Yes,' whimpered Slade. 

He peered down at him. 'Damn it, Cassidy. You're way to solid to take a beating like this. What the hell is the matter with you?'

Slade said nothing. He just stared at the ground.

Flatchings shook his head in despair and walked away. 

Brooke touched his arm. 'Slade? We could tell him it was Miller and Craigsmere.'
Slade shook his head. 'No... Don't worry about it. There time will come.'
'What do you mean?'

'Well you know... Karma? What goes around comes around?'

'Oh yeah... sure. Well I hope they get what's coming to them soon.'
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The weekend arrived and Slade was dressed up. He had shaven, brushed back his hair and put on a cool outfit, something far different to anything he wore at school. He was in his room tying up his Reeboks when a knock came at the door.
‘Come in!’

The door opened and when he saw who was there he got quite the shock. It was Brooke.

‘Brooke! What… what are you doing here?’ 

She stared at him for several seconds, dumbfounded. ‘Wow! You look amazing!’

‘Oh… yeah, I decided to shave.’

‘More than that. You’re wearing some really stylish clothes. Gosh, I can’t believe your house. You guys are so wealthy. Why do you drive that old porche with the wheels?’

‘I like it.’

She stared around his room then back at him. She smiled. ‘I knew there was more to you than met the eye.’

Just then his visiophone lit up and music played.

‘Looks like you have a phone call,’ said Brooke.

‘Yeah… looks like it.’

‘Are you going to answer it?’

Slade really didn’t want to, but he couldn’t very well ignore it. He spoke. ‘Answer.’

The gorgeous holographic image of Demi appeared. ‘Hi, Sladey! How are you? All us girls can’t wait to see you this weekend. We miss you so much. It’s going to be so cool.’
‘Hi, Dem. Hey now’s a bad time, I…’

‘Ohhhh, wow, who is that? She’s hot. Hi!’

Brooke stared at the image and raised her hand.

Demi grinned cheekily. ‘I knew it wasn’t going to take long for you to replace us.’

‘Ummm, I really have to go.’
‘Ok, sexy. Oh, I have this gorgeous outfit I can’t wait for you to see… and then peel off me. I’m sure I’m gonna look sexier than the others and you’ll want to give all your attention to me.’ She winked. ‘Call me later.’

‘Ok.’

Her image flickered off.

Brooke stared at him as if in disbelief. ‘What was that all about?’

‘Oh… Just a friend of mine from my old school. I’m going back there next weekend for a visit.’

‘Was… was she your girlfriend?’

Slade laughed. ‘If you mean was I in a steady relationship with her, then no, she wasn’t.’

‘Sounds like your popular with the girls there. She seemed very keen on you. Talking as if she had lots of competition.’

Slade put on an embarrassed laugh. ‘Oh, she’s just teasing. It’s a game. I’ve known her all my life, that’s why we’re good friends.’

‘Seems she fancies you.’

‘Yeah… I guess she does.’

‘Seems to talk as if you two are into each other. You know… like sex.’

Slade laughed again. ‘She’s a big tease.’

‘Oh…’

‘So… um… why did you come over?’

‘I… I just wanted to see you. Thought you might like to hang out a bit. You look as though you’re getting ready to go out.’

‘Yeah, driving off tonight to Pasadena.’

‘Now?’

‘In about half an hour.’

‘Ohh…’ She lowered her head. 

‘Sorry.’

‘It’s ok…’ She looked back up at him. She pointed to him. ‘Why don’t you dress like this every day?’

‘I don’t know. Lazy I suppose.’

‘You look so good. I just don’t get you. You’re a mystery to me, you really are.’

‘You… you’re a mystery to me too. I mean, what do you see in me?’

She stared at him, as if unable to believe he’d asked such a question.

Slade continued. ‘You’re a cheerleader. You hang out with jocks. You can have any guy in this school you want, but you want me?’

She blushed. ‘I like you. There’s something about you.’

‘Wouldn’t you rather have an athlete? Someone who can stand up for himself and defend himself and you if necessary?’

She shrugged. ‘Sure I like athletic guys, I like a guy who can stand up for himself, but that’s not important. What’s important is a guy’s heart. You’re a lovely guy, Slade and you have a lot to offer a woman, you just don’t see it.’
‘I’m a wimp. And I’m boring.’

‘No you’re not! You are so intriguing. I can’t tell you how intriguing you are.’

‘You say you think there is more to me than meets the eye. What if you find it’s something you don’t like? What if I turned out to be a jerk. A con artist maybe? Or someone with a deep dark secret.’

Brooke stared at him for a few seconds and then laughed. ‘I find that hard to believe. I think you’re a good guy and if you had more confidence, you’d be a force to be reckoned with.’
Slade smiled. ‘You’re really something, you know that?’

She opened her eyes wide. ‘Why do you say that?’

He chuckled. ‘Don’t worry about it.’

‘You see? This is why you are such a mystery to me. You’re talking to me so confidently right now. You show this amazing personality, but it’s like you try to suppress it the rest of the time, especially at school.’
‘You really think so?’

‘Yes!’

Slade laughed. 

‘What’s so funny?’

‘Never mind. You’ll find out.’

‘When?’

Slade paused for a moment and then replied. ‘On Monday.’

‘Why? What’s happening on Monday?’

‘Oh you’ll see. And I hope you really like what you see.’

CHAPTER 6:
Transformer
Slade arrived at the car storage yard the following Monday morning. He was dressed stylishly and had shaven. He'd even had his hair restyled, back to its normal look, the style which his lady friends loved. He parked his Porche and climbed into his Ferrari Hovercar. He pulled back out onto the road and headed in the direction of High School.

Seconds later he had Demi on the intercom. 'Hi, baby,' he said. 

'Sladey! Oh, you don't know how magical it was this weekend. You were amazing as usual. I can't believe what you've been doing. It's no wonder you looked so scruffy those other times I called. Is this really it? Is this where you show them the true Slade Cassidy.'
Slade grinned. 'It sure it. And they're gonna be in for a shock.'

'Even your sweetie, Brooke?'

'Well, I think she won't be quite as shocked as everyone else. She's the only one who's worked out that I'm more than what I claim to be.' Slade sighed. 'I'm just worried about how she'll react.'

'She'll love you!'

'But the guy she likes is the nerdy, wimpy Slade. And when she finds out I've been playing everyone, including her, she might not be very happy.'

'Oh well. Don't worry. There are heaps of girls who will just be clamouring to get to you, I guarantee it. You don't need her. And you still have us at Pasadena.'

Slade grinned. 'That I do. But she's amazing. She's the only one who's really tried to look beyond my facade and try to reach the real me. She's something special and I hope this little social experiment of mine doesn't cause her to want to have nothing to do with me.'

'Oh, Sladey, don't worry, you have a knack, you'll have her eating out of your hand like you do all of us. She might be pissed at first, but she'll get over it and she'll want you as badly as every other girl in the school.'
'I hope so.'
Minutes later he arrived at school and he drove slowly through the car park, giving everybody an eye full of his state of the art car. As expected every head turned and every jaw dropped. But they didn't know it was him, not yet, because his windows were on tint. He looked forward to their responses when he, nerdy, wimpy Slade Cassidy climbed out of the car looking spectacular. 

He saw Gunther, the creep who had beat him up on arrival, the first day standing near his own car, a convertible, along with a couple of his sleazy mates. Slade picked up a coffee he had picked up on his way to school and wound down the window. As he passed he lobbed the half full cup into Gunther's car causing coffee to splash all over his upholstery. He quickly shut the window and smirked into his side mirror as he saw an enraged Gunther stride after him, his two pals behind. 
Other's drew nearer as Slade pulled into a parking spot. He climbed out and came face to face with an enraged Gunther. When the bully saw who it was he reeled. 'What the fuck? Cassidy?'
Slade smirked and shut the door behind him. 'Hi, eejit. Sorry, did your car get in the way before? I was aiming for the trash can... oh no, wait, that was your car, not a trash can. Gee, they look kind of similar, don't they?'

'Why you...!' Gunther attempted to grab Slade, but he ducked out of the way.

'Hey now, Gunther, that's not nice, that's not nice. You should really try to be a bit nicer to people, you know?'

People assembled around now, staring at both Slade and his car.

'Is that Cassidy?' someone asked.

'Oh my God, is that his car?'

A girl said. 'What a transformation. He is so hot!'

'He won't be for long, once Gunther pounds the stuffing out of him,' said a guy.

Gunther snarled at Slade. 'I'll teach your for throwing coffee in my car!'

He took another swing at Slade who dodged out of his way again. 'You know, Gunther, I'm still a pissed at you for the way you greeted me on my first day of school here. I think you have some apologies to make.'

Gunther snorted. 'Are you for real, Cassidy? I'm gonna make you apologise for what you did to my car!' He lunged at Slade again. 

Slade ducked, grabbed his arm and span him around so that his arm was locked behind his back. The crowds gasped in amazement.  'Let's go take a look at your car, shall we?' He pushed Gunther along. The big bully screamed out in rage and attempted to break free, but Slade had him in his grasp and forced him along the carpark in the direction of his car. His two buddies, seeing that their friend was being over powered came charging at Slade. 

Slade shoved Gunther hard, sending him sprawling to the ground. He met the first of Gunther's friends with a side kick to the chest, sending him crashing down on top of Gunther, then sent several fast furious blows to the head of the other, sending him too, crashing to the ground.

All the crowds gasped even louder. The first friend of Gunther attempted to rise to his feet, but Slade was there grabbed him and nailed him in the jaw with a powerful blow which send him back down to the ground.

Gunther was on his feet now and with a cry of rage lunged at Slade. Slade grabbed his arm, twisted it behind his back and once gain shoved the bully towards his car. 'You really need to calm down a bit, Gunther, your rage just makes you easy pickings.'
The crowds followed, eager to see what Slade was going to do with the bully. Slade turned back to see who was there but could not see Brooke or any of his classmates. That suited him fine because he wanted to deal with guys like Craigsmere and Miller separately. 

He finally reached Gunther's car. 'You know, Gunther? I think this car of yours needs a little redecorating. Coffee just doesn't really go well with the paintwork. I think it needs a little red added. He took Gunther's head and slammed him face first into the bonnet of the car. Gunther screamed out in pain. 
Slade released him. 

Blood poured down from the nose and mouth of the bully. 'I'll get you, you son of a bitch!'
He took another swing. Slade blocked it and sent a right hook to his head sending him crashing into the front windscreen. It shattered! Slade pulled him up.  'From now on asswipe, you start treating people around here with a bit of respect. You're gonna be out here welcoming every one every day and you're gonna do it with a smile and a nice pleasant demeanour...'

'Go to hell, Cassidy!'

'Ah ah, that's not the demeanour I'm talking about, eejit.' He grabbed Gunther, picked him up and lifted him above his head, much to the amazement of the onlookers. He hurled him with full force down onto the boot of the car. Gunther bounced off leaving a huge dent in his wake. Slade strolled around, picked him up and sent another stiff blow to his face, sending him crashing back onto the car. 

'Look out, Cassidy!' someone shouted.

'Both of Gunther's buddies were back and charged at Slade. Slade quickly went into a bevy of martial arts moves, dispatching both boys with a few chops, kicks and snipes. They once again lay flat out on the concrete.

He hauled a groggy Gunther to his feet. ''Now I'm gonna say it again, asswipe. You're gonna be out here every morning welcoming people in a nice friendly manner. And you will do it if you don't want me plastering your blood all over your nice convertible here. Do you understand, eejit?'

'Yes!' gasped Gunther, blood streaming down his face. 'Yes!'

'You better be! Because I'm gonna make sure you do and if I find you've assaulted or intimidated one person, you are gonna get another beating like the one I've just given you. Got that douchebag?'

'Y...yes! Yes, I promise!'

'Oh and that apology. Do I get one?'

'Yes! Yes! I'm sorry. I'm sorry about what I did!'

'Good. And you're sorry that your car got in my way when I threw that cup of coffee aren't you?'

'Huh?'

'Aren't you?'
'Yes! I'm sorry!'

'And you're sorry about all the blood all over your bonnet?'

'Yes! I'm sorry!'

'And for the damage done to your car?'

'Yes! Sorry! Sorry!'

'Why are you apologising for damage done to your own car?'

'You... you told me to!'

Slade chuckled and turned to the on-lookers. 'Isn't it amazing just how much some assclowns grovel when justice comes their way?'

There was laughter from the crowds.
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'You're an eejit, Gunther!' Slade shoved Gunther violently into one of his side mirrors, causing it to break off. He let out a scream of pain one last time and went plummeting to the hard concrete where he lay groaning. Slade dusted his hands and walked through the middle of the onlookers, under a round of applause and cheers.
It was off to the first class of the day, English. He had further business to take care of. 
He met up with Brooke along the way who appeared shocked. 'Oh my God, Slade! You look great! I'm glad you decided to keep that look.’ 

Just then a girl rushed up. 'Slade, is it true what I heard. Did you just beat up Gunther and his buddies in the carpark?'
Slade chuckled. 'Me beat up someone? Where did you hear a ridiculous rumour like that?'

The girl stared at him. 'Everyone's talking about it. They said you looked completely different. Wow, you do!'

Slade entered the class room with Brooke beside him. Once in there he peered towards one of the desks. Drake sat at it. He turned his head to Brooke who continued to gaze at him. 'Do you feel like seeing some justice?'

She glanced at Drake then turned back to Slade. 'Hell yes. But... but you can't mess with him.'

'Why not?' Slade grinned. He strolled up to Drake's table and spoke, 'Hey, you eejit, that's my desk. Get the hell away from it.'
Drake span his head to face Slade and a scowl came over his face. 'Who the hell do you think you are, Cassidy? This is my fucking desk! Now fuck off, moron!'

'No, asswipe. That's my desk. Now get the hell out of it!' He grabbed Drake by the head and slammed it down full force on the desk top. 

Those around him jumped with shock as Drake screamed out in pain. He clutched his forehead. 'What the hell did you do that for?'
Slade grabbed him and hauled him up from his chair. He flung him violently into a nearby desk, sending him crashing to the floor along with the desk. There he lay on the floor squirming in agony. He stared up at Slade, his eyes wide with fear. Everybody else just gaped, unable to believe that Slade was able to show such force. He turned his eyes to Brooke who stared in disbelief. He pointed to the now vacant desk. 'For you, beautiful Brooke.'

She blinked and then stepped forward, her eyes still locked on his. Slade pulled out the chair for her and she sat down.

'What's going on here?' Mr Drinkwater entered the room. 'Drake, what on earth are you doing on the floor? Why is that table knocked over? Get up this instant!'

Slade meanwhile took another chair and moved it to sit with Brooke who just gave him another wide-eyed stare. 

'Cassidy, what the hell are you doing? You can't sit there, that desk is taken.'

'I know,' Slade said. 'By a goddess.' He gazed into her eyes and then took her head and moved his lips forward. He placed a long smooth kiss on her lips.

'Cassidy! You can't do that in here!'

Everyone else in the classroom just stared, even more bamboozled. As for Brooke all she could do was drop her jaw in shock. 

Slade smiled at her. A smile slowly appeared on her face, but one more of astonishment than anything.
'Cassidy? Are you listening to me?'

Slade slowly turned around and crossed his arms. 'Mr Passwater. I'd listen to you if you had anything intelligent to say.'

His classmates gasped and Drinkwater reeled. 'What did you just say to me?'

'You heard, eejit.'

'You're make fun of my name and call me an idiot? The only idiot in this class is someone who dares to insult me.'

'Oh, I see,' Slade said. 'So it's ok for you to insult your students, but turn about is not fair play? Sorry, asswipe, but I don't do double standards.'

Drinkwater recoiled yet again, then his shocked expression turned to malevolence. 'How dare you speak to me like that!'
'Easy. I learn from you.' For the first time his classmates laughed. 'After all, you're the English teacher, right?' Slade grinned. Then he frowned. 'But wait, you don't teach, do you? You just give us text books to work from, you let us teach ourselves and then you just ridicule and put down those who don't understand.' 
More laughter echoed from around the classroom. Slade grinned. 'Well whadaya know, I just used a tautology!'
Drinkwater glared at him and trembled. 'I will not tolerate this disrespect. I want an apology now!'
Slade smirked. 'Ahh gee, you know, I think I'll pass on that one.'
'You damn well will not!'

'I damn well will so.'

Steam almost rose from Mr Drinkwater's face. 'Detention! You're on it at lunch times for the next month!'

'Nuh uh. Not a chance.'

'You will or I'll see to it you're ejected from this school!'

'Wrong. I have insurance for that type of thing.' Slade smirked.

'What do you mean insurance?'

'My great grandparents realised a long time ago that to keep their kids in school, it was advisable to pay the school a very generous monthly grant. You're wondering where all the new text books are coming from that have mysteriously appeared in the library? Maybe you're wondered why Mr Flatchings is in such a good mood about all the new sports equipment? Maybe you're wondering where the money is coming from to do up the staff room and replace your old coffee makers?' He paused to enjoy the now dazed look on his teacher's face. 'That's all compliments of the Cassidy family, Mr Passwater. It's what enabled my grandfather Rex to avoid detention. It's what enabled my Dad Emmett to avoid detention. And I can tell you from experience it will help me to.'
Drinkwater's eyes widened. Some murmurs came from the class. 'What? You... you're Rex Cassidy's grandson? Emmett Cassidy's son?'

'You got it.'

There were gasps from all around. They all knew those names because they were world famous, but never had they suspected they were in the direct family line of Slade. 

Drinkwater's face paled. 'Oh my God... One of those Cassidys?'

'Yeah huh.'

Drinkwater gulped. He turned and walked to the front of the class. The room had become stone silent and people stared in Slade's direction, Brooke included. She asked, 'You're really from that line? Emmett is really your father?'

'He sure is.'

Mr Drinkwater turned. 'What is this? Why all the games, huh? I checked your record. You're not eighteen, your sixteen like everyone else here and you were never held back any years. You were a straight A student at your last school and a record breaking athlete. What the hell are you playing at?'

'Let's just call it a social experiment. I wanted to see what it was like to be the underdog. To see what people here were really like, right from the beginning. I think it's been a lot of fun.' He turned to face Brooke. 'I just hope I haven't hurt people who didn't deserve to be hurt.'
'So, what?' Drinkwater said. 'Is this some kind of thing like the old Eastern mythological character Jesus Christ? The myth says he was God and came to earth as a man so that he could identify with mankind. Is this a similar thing? Identify with the underdog?'

Slade chuckled. 'I don't take any stock in old myths. From what I heard, that Jesus Christ guy was a sadistic bastard who threatened to burn people alive for all eternity if they didn't kiss his butt. I'm not like that. I just wanted to learn a few things. And that's what school's all about, right?'

Drinkwater said nothing. 

Slade rose to his feet.

'Where are you going?' Drinkwater glared.

'For a walk. Brooke. Would you care to join me? I'd really like to talk to you alone.'

Brooke stared at him for a moment, hesitant.

'You can't just walk out of my class!' Drinkwater growled. 
'So put me on detention for another month if you like.' Slade grinned. 'Not that I'll be turning up. Maybe when you get yourself some teaching skills and some people skills, I might hang around. But until then, I haven't got time to waste on assclowns like you. Coming Brooke?' He extended his hand to her.

'Brooke, I forbid you to leave.'

Brooke seemed uncertain, but finally she took his hand and the two left the class under astounded gazes from their classmates and a look of defeat from Mr Drinkwater.

CHAPTER 7:
Dishing out Justice
Slade led Brooke out from the classroom and found a place to sit where nobody would be likely to bother them. He turned and faced her and took her hands in his. 'So... here we are. You were right. There was more to me than met the eye. You must think I'm crazy, but I really wanted to do this. I really wanted to see how people would treat me.'
She shook her head. 'I knew there were things that you kept hidden, but this is like unbelievable! I never expected it to be all an act. I thought it was the real you, but just not feeling you could be yourself or something. Your whole personality is different.'

'Maybe. But it's the real me now. The old me was just an act, but deep down I'm still the same guy. And I've come to care about you a great deal.'

'This is too much for me to take. One moment you're this timid, sweet guy and the next, you're this ultra confident guy who's afraid of nothing.' She ran her fingers through her hair. 'Why would you put yourself through this? You got beaten up, ridiculed, humiliated... You let people do that to you. And just for an experiment?'

'Hey, nobody really hurt me.'
'You got cuts and bruises! You suffered.'

'Not really. I put on a lot of the pain.'

She flinched. 'So what else was put on? Do you really care about me at all, really?'

He peered straight into her eyes. 'Yes. I do.'

'Why... why didn't you tell me?'

Slade sighed. 'Brooke, when I came to this school, I never intended to get emotionally involved with anyone right away. I didn't want to hurt you. Hell I tried to put you off by making myself seem aloof and not interested in you, but that didn't seem to deter you.'

'That's because I saw something in you. Something I liked... but... but I don't know if I like this new you.'

'What you saw was the real me, Brooke.'

'What about that girl? Demi? Is she really just a friend?'

'I have a lot of girlfriends, I always have. Demi's great, but I've never been interested in anything deep and meaningful with her.'

'You mean, anything apart from sex?'

'It's more than that, but she's not the type I'm gonna go steady with. I've never found the person I've wanted to be committed to... until now...'

Brooke stared at him for a few seconds, then turned her eyes to the ground. 'This is too much for me to handle.'

'You said you liked athletic guys. Ones who could handle themselves.'

'I do, but... but you lied to me. You lied to everyone. About your age and everything. It's like how can I believe anything you tell me now? How can I trust you?' She peered up at him again.

'Because I care about you, Brooke and I want to be with you.'

She flinched. 'I... I can't do this.' She rose to her feet. 'It's like you're this totally different guy that I just don't know you.'
'Brooke, don't go. Let's talk about this some more.'

'No,' she whimpered. 'I can't deal with this. It's too much.' With that she walked away, leaving Slade sitting there, not knowing what to say or do. He considered chasing after her, but decided against it. She needed some time to think. Slade had to give her that time.
He wondered what to do next. He decided to leave school and go for a drive, have a think about how he could work things out with Brooke. He really didn't want to lose her, because he really did care about her. He really did want to be with her. 
When he returned it was lunch time. He went in search of Brooke, hoping she might be around somewhere. People stared at him as he made his way around and many of them had questions.
'Hey, Slade, did you really beat up Gunther?' asked one.

'Sure did.'

'Hey, Slade, are you really related to Rex and Emmett Cassidy?'

'Yep.'

'Why the charade?' asked another.

'Because it seemed like a fun idea.'

'You have a warped idea of fun!'

He checked out the cafeteria and came across some of Brooke's friends.

'Is Brooke around?'

They stared at him starry eyed. 

One of them replied, 'She didn't come to class last period. Slade, she likes you, really likes you. She must be totally freaked out at your sudden transformation.'

'I know. I tried to talk to her, but she's upset. I hope she's ok.'

'Well if you're looking for a girlfriend,' said another. 'I'm available!'

'Same here,' said another.

There were giggles and murmurs from the other girls.

'Thanks.' Slade grinned. 'I'll bear that in mind.'

He headed back out, but hadn't gone far when a group approached. Amongst them were Craigsmere, Miller and Claire.

Slade stopped when they reached him.

'So!' Craigsmere snorted. 'This is the new, Slade Cassidy, huh? Mr Tough guy! Able to push around that runt Drake Hopkins and intimidate a teacher? Wow, man, that's really tough. Well as far as I'm concerned, you're still a loser, Cassidy and I'm we're gonna show you just what a loser you still are.'

Miller stepped up beside him. 'And I still owe you, jerk! Trying to make the moves on my girl.'

Slade turned his eyes to Claire to see her gazing at him. Others began to arrive and assemble around, perhaps expecting to witness Slade take another beating. He noticed Brooke amongst them and she had a concerned look on her face.

He turned his eyes back to the two boys and cast a smirk their way. 'I guess it's true. You two guys are a couple of ass clowns. I'll give you one chance now to turn tail and leave. One chance!'
A lot of the guys laughed, Craigsmere and Miller the loudest.

'Who do you think you are, Cassidy?' sneered Miller. 'You think that just because your dad and your grandfather are famous detectives, that makes you better than us?'

'We'll show you who's better!' snarled Craigsmere. 'We'll give you one chance and that's to get down on your knees and kiss our shoes!'

Slade calmly glanced around at the ever growing crowd of onlookers. He then grinned at both bullies. 'I knew you wouldn't listen. In fact I'm glad you didn't, because I really owe you two douche bags for the way you've treated me since I've come to this school.' He motioned towards himself. 'Come on. Do your worst.'

'We will, you son of a bitch!' Miller growled. He launched out at Slade. He found himself flying through the air compliments of a flip from Slade. Craigsmere honed in with his fist at the ready. Slade grabbed it and sent his own colliding with Craigmere's head.

Slade had no desire to play this one out. He just wanted the two dealt with so that he could go and talk to Brooke. He followed up his own attack with fast punches and chops as both tried to charge in on him again. 

Smack! Bam! Both of them hit the ground and the crowds wowed at Slade's martial arts expertise.

Two of the bullies friends attempted to grab Slade from behind, but Slade whisked them around and pounded them one at a time with his fist. He lifted one up and hurled him on top of Craigmere, grabbed the other and powerbombed him on the ground drawing a gasp from the onlookers. 
Craigsmere and Miller climbed painfully to their feet, there faces white with fear now.

'It's ok!' Craigsmere gasped. 'We give up!'

'No more!' Miller begged. 'We're sorry.'

'Sorry?' Slade snickered. 'You will be. Especially if you ever bully any other student in this school again. You hear me?'

He stepped up towards him. They recoiled and flinched.

'We won't!' Craigsmere said. 'We promise!'

'We're sorry!' Miller said. 'We won't do anything like that again.'

Slade placed one hand on the left side of Miller's head and the other on the right side of Craigsmere's. 'Good. And I'll be making sure you two keep your noses clean.' With that he slammed both their heads together violently. They both crashed together and dropped to the ground. There they lay unconscious.

The crowds let out a cheer and a round of applause.

'Way to go, Slade!' someone shouted.

'That's showing them, dude!'

'They deserved that, that creeps!'

Slade turned to Brooke. She still stood there, staring in amazement at him. 
Just then Claire stepped up and planted a big long kiss to his lips. 'Wow!' she said once she pulled free. 'That was amazing Sladey. I can't believe how easily you took them out! You really are something special. Of course I knew that from the day we kissed at the mud flats.' She ran her hand down his chest. 'And I'd like to go much further than that with you. How about it, sugar?'
Slade studied her for a few seconds. She really was beautiful, but there was one person far more beautiful than her and she had inner beauty as well. 'I'll pass.' He brushed past her, much to her horror. He pushed through the onlookers to Brooke. 'There's only one person I want. And she was able to see through the veneer. She looked further than just the outward appearance. She wanted to know the real me. And she found the real me, in there, I know it. Didn't you?'

Brooke gazed at him.

'You knew I wasn't really that nerdy, timid klutz. You knew that there was more than met the eye. And you cared about me, when nobody else did. That makes you something special in my books. I know that I've pretended to be someone I'm not and I'm sorry that you've been hurt. I never intended on anyone innocent getting hurt. All I know is that now, you're the one I want and I'll do whatever I have to do to make things right with you. Maybe, if you'll give me the chance, you can get to know the real me. I'm confident that you will like the real me.'
[image: image6.jpg]%\ )\ )\




For a moment longer she stared then she stepped forward and threw her arms around him. He lifted her up into the air and they kissed each other passionately. All those watching applauded and whistled. When Slade put her back down a huge smile was on her face. 
CHAPTER 8:
Star Player
That following night was the big Basketball game and Slade stood with Mr Flatchings while the Cheerleaders geared up the crowds. 

'You must be crazy, Slade, there is no way I'm putting you in this game. No way at all. You have no ability whatsoever.' 

Slade grinned. 'Mr F, you have got to trust me on this. Just give me five minutes out there and I'll show you what I can do. I guarantee you're gonna be shocked.'

Flatchings stared at him for a few seconds. 'This is nuts. You're telling me that you were only playing at being a crap player?'

'Absolutely. I was the star player for my last school. Come on, you know it was all an act now. You've heard the rumours, right?'

'Rumours yes. I heard how you dealt to guys like Gunther, Craigsmere and Miller and I must say I'm still finding it hard to believe, even though you have the physique for it... But I don't know, this just sounds too good to be true.'

Slade turned and eyed the weights at the corner of the gym. 'You need me to prove myself to you?' He strode over to some bar bells picked them up with ease and walked over to his Gym teacher. He began to pump the weights with his arms up and down, much to the astonishment of his teacher.

'My God! Even I can't do that. Wow!'

Slade went and put them back down. 'Is that enough to prove that the rumours aren't true? Five minutes, Mr F, that's all I ask and if I don't impress you I'll never ask for another shot.'

'Ok! Five minutes! I can't afford to give you anymore than that. This team is the best on the circuit, it's already going to be a walk over for them as it is.'

'I won't let you down.'

The whistle blew. The ball was in play and the opposition had it. Slade whizzed in, stole the ball, dodged three of the opposition, leaped and slammed dunked the ball into the hoop. The crowds went wild. Slade caught sight of Mr Flatchings who stared in amazement. 
The ball went into play once more. Someone tossed the ball to him, he dribbled it up and found himself intercepted by one of the opposition. Slade bounced the ball around, toying with his opponent and then dodged around him. He hurled it from outside the circle and scored, nothing but net!
For the next few minutes, Slade played the game virtually on his own, proving too fast and accurate for the opposition. The crowds were stunned some times and just let loose other times. He completely bamboozled the opposition. 

After five minutes, Flatchings called a time out. The team met up with him.

'Good God!' Flatchings stared. 'I can't believe that. The score's 20 nil to us! Cassidy, you weren't kidding. I can't believe you can play like that!'

'So do you want me to go back to the bench?'
'Hell no! You're gonna stay right out there. I want you at centre point, I want to see if you can get that ball straight away. Guys, get the ball to Cassidy whenever you can!'

Back out they went. Slade cast a glance at Brooke who was finishing up a routine with the other cheerleaders. She beamed at him and threw him a kiss.

 This time Slade was the man in the middle and when the ball went up, he leapt high into the air and grabbed it. He passed it on to one of this team mates, who dribbled it up. 

'Mark him!' the captain of the opposition yelled.

Two of his team mates headed over towards Slade. This didn't intimidate him. He ran ahead, ready to act as support for his team members. The ball came flying towards him. He grabbed it and dribbled it towards one of the ones marking him. The guy coming at him attempted a deliberate fowl and nailed Slade in the gut with an elbow. Slade just mowed through him, without even flinching, leapt up and slammed dunked.

The ref blew the whistle and called a foul on the opposing team. This meant as well as scoring that shot, Slade got three free shots. He netted each one perfectly. 

The game continued. The opposition were getting desperate and were trying every trick in the book to stop Slade and trying many dirty tactics to do it. None of them succeeded. Once Slade had the ball he was just too fast, too strong and too solid for anything to take effect, even deliberate fouls.

A brilliant intercept saw Slade go in for yet another brilliant slam dunk.
The score was 34 to 2 after the first quarter and 66 to 4 in the second.

'Ok,' Slade said to Mr Flatchings. 'I'm taking a break.'

'What?' 

'I'm sure the guys can handle it from here.'

'You can't just walk out in the middle of a game.'

'Don't worry. I'll be back if you need me.' Slade peered over at Brooke who was busy performing a cheerleading routine. 'Just make out you sent me to the bench for being such a lousy player.'

Flatchings stared in anguish as Slade strolled across the court towards the cheerleaders. Without even stopping he reached Brooke and to hers and her fellow cheerleader's shock scooped her up and began to carry her to the exit.

'Slade!' Brooke gasped. 'You can't just pull me away like that!'

Slade grinned. 'I am.'
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She smiled and began to kiss him as he carried her past the stunned crowds. He took her out back and into the first aid room where he kicked the door shut behind him. He walked over and lay her down on the bed. He turned and locked the door. She gazed up at him as he strolled over and sat down on the bed next to her. 'I know I'm a bit sweaty and the last thing I want is to spoil your cheerleading costume, but I just couldn't stand to see you looking so damn hot and not be able to have my way with you.'
She laughed. 'That's ok. I'm pretty sweaty myself after all that dancing at half time.'

'Great.' He leaned closer to her. 'Then let's get even sweatier.'

Around thirty minutes later a knock came at the door. 'Slade? Slade are you in there?'

It was Mr Flatchings.

'Yeah, Mr F. But I'm kind of busy.'

'Doing what? Ah, shit, forget I asked. Look Slade the score's 93 to 78. To them! We're desperate, we need you back, otherwise we're gonna lose the match. We've only got five minutes left!'

Slade sighed and kissed Brooke one last time. 'Ok, Mr F, I'll be right out.' He turned back to face his darling. 'I guess I've got a game to save. But don't worry. Once it's done we'll come right back and continue from where we left off.'

'Ok,' Brooke smiled. 'Now go out there and show them how a real Cassidy plays Basketball.'

'You can count on that!'
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