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Chapter One


‘At last!’ Finn shouted, jumping down off the wall and swinging his school bag up on to his back. ‘Look, everyone – Maestro has finally left the building! Mate, what took you so long?’


As he took the school steps two at a time, Ethan smiled, happy to see that his friends had waited for him like normal. ‘Sorry, me and Mr Jenkins were just talking football,’ he replied with an awkward little shrug. It was meant to say ‘no big deal’, but it failed big-time.


‘I knew it!’ Omar exploded with his usual mix of love and rage. ‘It’s always the same with you, man – chit-chatting on and on about the game, when we could be PLAYING it instead!’


With those last words, he handed Ethan his penalty for being late: a heavy kit bag filled with all their football trainers, which smelled far from fresh. It was now his turn to carry it all the way home. Urghh, maybe he should have just lied and said something about homework instead …


‘You know, if you become any more of a teacher’s pet, they’ll be rubbing your belly and buying you a collar!’ Isaac added, and they all burst out laughing, including Ethan.


‘Come on, let’s gooooo,’ Finn announced, walking off ahead. ‘The others will be waiting!’


Ethan, Finn, Omar and Isaac – the four of them had been best friends since their first days at Princetown Primary, and now as Year 9s at Chesham High they were still as close as ever, and just as crazy about football.


‘Hey, Ethan, have you seen that new camera angle of the Hurricanes’ winning goal yet?’ Finn called out over the roar of busy traffic as they walked home together towards Horton Crescent, the estate where they all lived. ‘Man, your team got lucky last night … AGAIN! As the ball comes in, Danny Masters gives the defender a clear shove in the back. It’s a blatant foul; I don’t know how the ref missed it!’


‘I do,’ Omar replied bitterly. ‘How does the song go again? Oh yeah. Same old Hurricanes, always cheating! Look, check it out for yourself …’


‘Nah, I’m not so sure, you know.’ Isaac shook his head, taking the opposite view to Omar as usual. ‘The defender goes down a bit easy for me!’


‘Mate, you know NOTHING!’ Omar shot back with a loud snort. ‘OK, let’s find out what Ethan thinks then. Try not to be too biased, yeah?’


As with most of their friendly ‘debates’, it was left for him to decide. In their gang of four, Ethan was the quiet, thoughtful one; the wise one, especially when it came to football. The others really respected him for that, and so while he watched the short clip a few times, they waited eagerly for the result, like anxious fans at a match.


As painful as it was going against his own favourite team, Ethan always gave his honest verdict and he always believed in fair play. ‘That’s a clear foul,’ he admitted eventually. ‘The defender would have got to the ball first if Masters hadn’t barged into him like that.’


‘See!’ Omar cheered, dancing down the pavement and declaring himself the winner. ‘Maestro says no goal.’


They had first started calling Ethan that back in Year 5, when he won the school’s special World Cup quiz without getting a single question wrong, including the name of the Uruguay national team manager. Easy! Óscar Tabárez, and he had even got a bonus point for knowing his nickname too: ‘El Maestro’, ‘The Teacher’ in English.


Ever since, ‘Maestro’ had been Ethan’s nickname too, a tribute to his football knowledge, but also to his style of play out on the pitch, as he was hopefully about to show …


When the boys finally reached Horton Crescent, they didn’t head back to their different homes; the night was still young and neither cold nor wet, so they rushed over to the old tarmac court at the centre of the estate, or ‘the Cage’ as all the local kids called it. The court had rusting basketball hoops at either end, their nets long gone, but really, it was a football pitch. Their football pitch.


‘Sorry, we’re late – blame Ethan!’ Omar called out as they quickly dropped their bags down on the concrete outside the Cage.


‘Hurry up, we’ve started without you,’ a boy called Mustafa shouted back from inside. ‘You missed an absolute worldie from Mason!’


‘Coming!’


Once their school jumpers were off and their best trainers were on, the four boys raced into the Cage and were quickly split between the two teams: Omar and Isaac on one side, Finn and Ethan on the other.


‘Right, show-time!’


With so many players and so little space, their matches were always fierce, loud and fast-paced, with lots of goals and lots of skills. What could be better than that? Basically, it was a super-fun free for all, and there was only one thing you couldn’t do: simply blast the ball between the posts.


Boooooo – boring! No, the aim of the game was to score in the most stylish way possible; the more ridiculous the move, the better.


Stepovers were standard, rainbow flicks were popular and so were rabona shots, but to get the biggest cheers of all, you had to have at least one cheeky …


‘NUTMEEEEEEEG!’


Those were the rules of street football, and they suited some players more than others. Finn and Omar, for example, loved nothing more than showing off their flashiest footwork. They were both at the Ridgefield Rovers academy, doing serious training three nights a week, so this was their chance to relax and have some fun.


‘Waaaaaaaaaa, I hope you got that on video!’ Omar called out to the kids watching on the outside, rattling the metal railings like a prisoner gone wild. The pitch itself was a no-phone zone, so they relied on spectators to film their highlight reels for social media. ‘I’m telling you, that’s gonna go VIRAL!’


Ethan, on the other hand, was a player who didn’t like to show off. Tricks and flicks weren’t his style at all. He was all about the basics – control, pass, move, control, pass, move … Amid all the chaos of the Cage, he was the calm one who played the ball around quickly and cleverly, never giving it away, and making his team tick.
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The Maestro in midfield.


No, it wasn’t as entertaining to watch as a beautiful bit of skill, but it was very effective. Whichever team he was on almost always won, and that wasn’t a coincidence.


‘Ethan is an old-school baller,’ Finn liked to say if anyone asked why he always picked his friend first. ‘Look, he’s even got the plain black boots to prove it!’


There was another reason why he wore old, battered Adidas Copas, but the fact that his dad couldn’t afford a new pair was something Ethan preferred not to talk about, just like he preferred not to talk about his big dream.


‘I want to be a professional footballer one day’ – no way, that sounded way too stupid to say out loud, especially now that he was thirteen years old and still didn’t even play for a local club, let alone a proper academy like Finn and Omar. So instead Ethan kept his dream hidden in his own head, right next to the last words his mum had said to him: ‘Find what you love the most and do it forever.’


For Ethan, that was football – he was 110% sure about that – but on the pitch, he often struggled to stand out. He wasn’t the fastest player in Horton Crescent, or the tallest, or the strongest; he didn’t do many skills, or score many goals. Yes, he did have the best football brain, but did anyone really notice, or care, about that? Not academy scouts, apparently …


Time always flew when they were having fun in the Cage, and before he knew it Ethan was looking up at a dark sky. ‘Whoa, what time is it?’ he asked.


One of the kids on the outside checked their phone. ‘Nearly eight.’


‘No way, guys. I’ve gotta go! Dad will kill me if I’m not home soon.’


As he turned to rush off, however, Finn put an arm around his shoulder. ‘OK, Maestro, but first … NEXT GOAL WINS?’


Ethan paused for a moment to weigh up his options. Football or family? Football or food? Football or homework? And then nodded. ‘Next goal wins.’


‘All right, let’s do this!’


By then, many of the other players had gone home, leaving just four v four. Perfect! Ethan was brilliant in tight spaces, but a little extra room was always useful, especially if he was going to stand out.


‘Yes!’ He called for the ball in the middle of the pitch, and as it rolled towards him Ethan didn’t just stand there waiting for it. His eyes were always busy, scanning the space around him:


[image: Ethan shifts the ball to his right, shuffling it with his right foot, while shielding the ball with his body which is also tilted to the right.]


Where was each of his opponents?


Where was each of his teammates?


Wait, what was that?


Out of the corner of his eye, Ethan spotted something moving in the darkness outside the Cage, but he didn’t have time for that now. His brain was focused on planning his next move on the football pitch.


How long would he have on the ball?


And most importantly, what was he going to do with it?


So when the pass arrived, Ethan already knew exactly what he was going to do next.


With his first touch, he shifted it to the right, shielding the ball with his body as Isaac rushed in from the side.


And with his second, he fired a slick pass into a small space that had opened up between Omar and Jason …


‘Yessssss, Maestro!’


Finn was on to it in a flash, and he started celebrating before he’d even touched the ball. Although the goal in front of him was empty, he couldn’t help finishing things off in style, with a risky, no-look rabona flick. This was street football, after all.


GOOOOAAAALLLL!!!!


While Finn had scored it, there was no doubt who the real matchwinner was.


‘MAESTROOOOOOOOOO!’ Mustafa cheered, lifting Ethan high into the air.


As he twirled around in triumph, his first thought was, What a feeling – this is why I love football so much!


And his second thought? Wait, who’s that strange man over there?


Yes, even as he enjoyed his most glorious moment in ages, Ethan’s eyes were still scanning, and his brain was still whirring.


[image: A baseball cap with an eagle motif on its front.]


The last spectators had left a long time ago, but there was definitely still someone there, lurking in the shadows cast by the silver birch trees and doing his very best to stay hidden. Ethan had noticed a flash of movement there earlier, and now he could see his dark puffer jacket and the baseball cap pulled down low to cover his face, which had a picture of an animal on the front. A bird, perhaps? Ethan couldn’t be sure from that distance, but he stored the tiny detail away like a squirrel preparing for winter, along with all the other odd facts and random memories in his head.


So this mysterious man in the baseball cap – who was he and why was he watching their game? Unfortunately Ethan didn’t get a chance to find out because when his feet landed back on solid ground and he took another look, there was no one there.


Hmmm, had he already headed off to the car park on the left? Nope, no one there.


Or maybe he had rushed off along the path to the right? Nope, no one there either.


The guy had somehow disappeared without a trace!


‘That’s weird,’ Ethan muttered to himself, but he didn’t have time to stop and give it any more attention. He was already late for dinner, and Dad would probably be thinking about throwing his food in the bin …


‘Great game, guys. Until tomorrow!’ he yelled out over his shoulder as he raced off towards Tredwell House.
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Chapter Two


Ethan burst through the front door like a runner at the finish line, seriously out of breath after climbing the ten flights of stairs in record time.


‘S-sorry, Dad, I was just—’ he began to say, but his excuses were interrupted by some worrying sounds coming from the kitchen.


The clang of a foot hitting the pedal of the bin.


The scrape of a knife against a china plate.


And finally the wet slop of something heavy landing in the bin.


Noooooooooooo, not his dinner! Ethan kicked his trainers off and legged it into the kitchen as fast as his tired legs would carry him, while wondering if the five-second rule worked for the bin in the same way it did for the floor …


‘Ha, gotcha!’


As he turned the corner, his dad was standing there waiting for him with the biggest grin on his face and his own, now-empty plate in his hand. Even after a long, hard day at work, Nigel Fox could never resist a good old prank.


‘Just in time – here you go, son,’ he said, handing Ethan a plate piled high with spaghetti bolognese, piping-hot and straight out of the microwave.


‘Thanks, I’m starving!’ he replied, tucking in so quickly that he burned his mouth. Oh well, a numb tongue wasn’t the worst thing to have when it came to tasting his dad’s food. No offence to the man – he was doing his best, and definitely getting (a bit) better – but he just wasn’t born to cook. Not like Ethan’s mum.


‘So how did it go down there?’ his dad asked, tilting his head at the window that looked out on the Cage. ‘You win?’


‘Seriously, Dad?!’


Ethan had been too busy gobbling down food to hear his sister enter the room, but there she stood, hands on hips, looking furious with both of them.


‘You’re not even gonna tell him off for being late, or tell him to go and do his homework? You’re just going to ask him about his stupid football match that doesn’t even matter? I give up!’


‘Izzy, wait!’ their dad tried to say, but it was too late. She was off, storming back to her bedroom, where she slammed the door behind her.


For a few minutes, Ethan and his dad just sat there at the table in silence: one eating while hating his sister; the other working out what to say to his daughter.


‘You never answered my question,’ his dad said eventually, but quietly, as if he didn’t want Izzy to hear. ‘You win today?’


Ethan nodded, and then once he’d slurped down the last of his spaghetti, he added, ‘And I set up the winner.’


‘That’s my boy!’ his dad said, giving his hair a ruffle that he would have to fix later. ‘Now, go and do your homework, yeah?’


Ethan nodded, grabbed his school bag from the hallway and then sat back down again. Annoyingly, there was nowhere for him to actually ‘go’. Izzy had bagged the second bedroom, leaving him with something that wasn’t really much of a bedroom at all; it was more like a big cupboard that just happened to have a bed in it, rather than a hoover, some spare lightbulbs and a pile of stinky old shoes.


He still loved it – it was a private place of his own and it was much better than sharing with his elder sister, that was for sure – but there was only enough space for sleeping and nothing else. So homework had to be done either in the living room in front of the TV if no one else was home, or there at the kitchen table if, like that particular night, Ethan felt as if he was being watched.


‘Ah, quadratic equations … fun! How’s Mrs Riley – still rocking those big platform boots?’


Izzy asked, plonking down two steaming cups of hot chocolate and sliding one along to him. It was a peace offering, and one that Ethan was very happy to accept as he stared down at a page covered in ‘x’s that unfortunately had nothing to do with football tactics. He certainly didn’t feel like a ‘Maestro’ at that moment.


Argghh, maths – it was the worst, his absolute nightmare subject. For once, not even his football knowledge could save the day.


Geography? Yes, Ethan was an expert on capital cities, countries and flags, thanks to watching all those international tournaments.


History? Yes, through the beautiful game he had learned about the Second World War, the Soviet Union, and when East Germany and West Germany became just Germany again (in between the 1990 World Cup and Euro 1992, in case you wondered).


Foreign languages? Yes, he could say ‘goal’, ‘win’, ‘score’ and ‘team’ in French, German, Spanish, Italian, Mandarin and even Arabic.


But maths? Football had taught him how to add up points and goals, how to times 45 by 2, but that was about it, really. Quadratic equations? Nope, not a chance.


Luckily, however, Ethan had a super-smart sister, who seemed to be in a good, peace-making mood …


‘Hey, you remember how to do this stuff?’ he asked, looking up at her with his best puppy-dog eyes. ‘Come, help a brother out … please!’


Ethan knew his sister, and he knew what she would do next. After rolling her eyes a little for effect, she smiled and took a seat next to him. ‘OK, but only because this is MY kind of maths …’


‘Thanks, sis – you’re the best!’


Izzy Fox was a name that every student at Chesham High knew, even though many had never actually met her. Instead, they had usually heard the name from their teachers, who, in Ethan’s painful experience, loved to talk about her ALL the time.


‘If you do the hard work, you’ll get the grades you deserve. Just look at Izzy Fox!’


‘Imagine what you could achieve if you were a little more like Izzy Fox!’


She had probably won more school prizes than Ethan had scored goals in the Cage at Horton Crescent, and her amazing exam results had even won her a place on the honours board in the hall. It wasn’t easy being ‘Izzy Fox’s younger brother’; it came with expectations that Ethan sometimes struggled to live up to, especially when it came to his least-favourite subjects like maths. The help with his homework was pretty handy though.


‘… so that means x must equal …?’ Izzy paused her rapid scribbling and looked up at Ethan.


‘Er, five?’ he replied. It wasn’t a guess exactly, but it certainly wasn’t a confident answer.


‘That’s right!’ his sister beamed back. ‘See, you’re actually quite smart when your head isn’t focused only on football.’


Ethan smiled. ‘Thanks, I’ll take that as a compliment … I think.’


‘Whatever, bro!’ Izzy shrugged. ‘Look, I’m sorry about what I said earlier. I shouldn’t have got so mad; you know I’m just looking out for you, right? I just want to see you make the most of yourself – your opportunities, your surprisingly big brain.’


‘Surprisingly big?’


‘Yes, you heard!’ his sister laughed. ‘But seriously, I’m not saying don’t play football; I’m just saying don’t forget the reality.’


‘Which is?’ Ethan asked, even though he already knew the answer. It wasn’t his first time hearing this lecture.


‘That 99.5% of young players don’t make it to the top level,’ Izzy continued, ‘and that includes all those amazing academy kids like Finn and Omar.’


‘I know, I know – I get that,’ Ethan said. ‘But I can still dream the big dream, can’t I?’


He could see his sister getting ready to reply, so he quickly beat her to it. ‘And shine at school at the same time, of course!’


‘Good save,’ Izzy said as she got up. ‘And good night. Don’t stay up too late, OK?’


‘I won’t.’


Thanks to that lesson from his sister, Ethan was able to fly through the rest of his maths homework in a flash. Phew, done! After repacking his school bag, he placed it back in the hallway, ready for the next day. Right, time for sleep …


Wait a second! Out of the corner of his tired right eye, Ethan spotted a white envelope sitting there on the mat by the front door. Hmmmm, that definitely hadn’t been there earlier, when he’d rushed in after football! What was it – another boring bill that his dad needed to pay? No, when he picked it up and turned it over, he saw that for once it was actually something for him …


‘ETHAN FOX’ it said on the envelope in large, printed capital letters. That was it though; no address, and no stamp either, which meant it must have been delivered by hand. He didn’t remember hearing the rattle of the letterbox that evening, so maybe they’d slipped it under the door instead.


Hmmmm, interesting! Ethan quickly ripped the envelope open and began reading:




Dear Mr Fox


I am pleased to invite you to the initial trials for the Hurricanes FC Academy Under-14s team for the 2024-25 season. The trial will consist of a range of drills, followed by a series of matches.


As you are probably aware, the academy gives our players the opportunity to represent Hurricanes FC in the National Youth Super League, the highest level in England, as well as in the European Youth Champions League.







What you need to know -


Date: Saturday 7th September


Timings: Registration from 10.30 a.m. for an 11.00 a.m. start. Finishing at approximately 3.00 p.m.


Venue: Hurricanes FC Training Centre, London SE17 8BD




	Please bring full training kit.


	There will be shower and changing facilities available for you to use.


	Parents/carers are welcome to stay and watch.










Following the trial, you will receive a letter in the post informing you of the outcome. If successful, you would be expected to take up your place at the academy striaght away.


Yours faithfully,


Alex Chambers


Academy Director, Hurricanes FC





Whoa, WHAT?! No, this can’t be for real, Ethan thought at first, but then surely no one he knew would play a joke that cruel? Not his friends, not his sister, not even his prank-loving dad. Plus, the letter was clearly printed on official club paper, and, after waiting ages for his cheap smartphone to connect to their bad Wi-Fi, a slow Google search showed that Alex Chambers really was the Academy Director at Hurricanes FC …


But seriously, Hurricanes FC? They were the team Ethan and his dad supported, the best team in London, even better than Ridgefield Rovers, the club that Finn and Omar played for! As he reread the letter, Ethan had so many questions swirling through his head, including:




‘Why would they want a player like me?’


‘Who told them about me?’


‘How do they know where I live?’


‘How do they even know who I am?’





It was all so … weird. Hang on … in his late-night excitement, Ethan’s brain wasn’t whirring as brilliantly as usual, but he was getting there now. Aha, of course. How could he have forgotten?


The mysterious man in the baseball cap! Could he have something to do with this?
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Chapter Three


‘You good, Maestro?’ Finn asked as they passed through the gates of Chesham High. ‘You’re even quieter than usual this morning.’


‘Yeah, just couldn’t sleep last night,’ Ethan mumbled.


As hard as he tried to tell his friends about the letter, the words ‘Hurricanes’ and ‘trial’ just wouldn’t come out. Every time he tried to form a sentence in his head, it sounded like either he was boasting or he was lying. While his heart was telling him one thing –


‘THIS IS IT, MAN: YOUR CHANCE TO FULFIL YOUR FOOTBALL DREAM AND MAKE YOUR MUM PROUD. ONE DAY SOON YOU COULD BE EARNING ENOUGH MONEY TO SET YOUR FAMILY UP FOR LIFE, SO WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR? JUST GO THERE AND SMASH IT!’ – his head was telling him something different: ‘Just be careful, OK, and don’t get your hopes up. A letter delivered under the door? That sounds pretty dodgy to me …’


For the rest of the day, his body drifted through the school corridors and sat in different classrooms, but his mind was miles away. Two point seven miles away, to be exact, at the Hurricanes FC Training Centre. Yes, the trial was the only thing Ethan could think about.


What was he going to wear?




	His one Hurricanes shirt? No, that would look way too try-hard.


	Maybe his plain black football top would be better, with black shorts and white socks. Yeah, a classic look.


	He would need to remember to borrow some shinpads from Finn or Omar.


	Should he ask to borrow Isaac’s boots too? They were both the same size, and his were a lot newer and brighter, plus a lot less busted …





How was he going to get there?




	Ethan knew the local buses so well that he didn’t even need to look up the best route: a five-minute walk to Ferndale Road, the 34 to Kingsley Bridge, then a five-minute walk to the training centre. Easy.


	
The more difficult part would be getting out of the extra maths class with Izzy though.





He would need a really good excuse to get past his sister, but what?




	That he was too ill for quadratic equations?


	That he had too much actual homework to do?


	That Finn and Omar had invited him to go and watch them play for Ridgefield Rovers?





Hmmm, he would keep working on ideas, but by the end of English Ethan had made up his mind about one thing. He wasn’t going to say anything about anything yet: not the mysterious man in the baseball cap, not the letter, and definitely not the Hurricanes trial. He would keep quiet until it was all over and he knew the outcome. That way, he wouldn’t look like a fool if he failed, or it was all just a prank. And if it was real and he was successful? Well, he would have a nice surprise to share with everyone, wouldn’t he?


How was he going to prepare?




During design technology, Ethan told Mr Newton that he needed to print out a weekly planner chart for his Wall Art project, but really he had a different purpose in mind:





Tuesday




	Research


	The Cage, then core workout at home





Wednesday




	(Finn and Omar training w Ridgefield Rovers)


	Control and pass drills (somewhere with a wall that’s far from the Cage, so the others won’t see – Griffin Park?)





Thursday




	The Cage, then video session at home





Friday




	(Finn and Omar training w Ridgefield Rovers)


	Running (5km and /or sprints?) then stretching – Griffin Park or Preston Fields?





Saturday




	THE TRIAL!





Writing the days down like that, it really didn’t feel like enough time to get ready for the biggest day of his life, but what choice did Ethan have? ‘It’s gonna have to be enough,’ he said to himself, folding the paper up and storing it away in his backpack.


After lunch, Ethan made sure he arrived nice and early for computing so that he could bag the computer in the far corner and continue his Hurricanes research without Mrs Lennon being able to see his screen.


So what had Ethan learned so far? Not much, to be honest, because as a massive fan, he knew most of the key facts about his club already, but he still wrote everything down in the back of his exercise book, just in case it came in handy later on.




OWNER: Joanne Campbell, a wealthy local businesswoman (apparently, she sold her tech company for MILLIONS) who everyone loves (even Izzy!).


FIRST-TEAM MANAGER: Liam Bonds, in his third season in the job. Loves to moan, hates to smile, but seems to get results.


ACADEMY DIRECTOR: Alex Chambers, the man who sent me the trial invitation!


UNDER 14S MANAGER: Shaun Ferguson, ex-Hurricanes player, now working his way to the top.


FIRST-TEAM CAPTAIN: Karl Ridgeley, goalkeeper who has spent his whole career at Hurricanes.


TOP-SCORER: Danny Masters (14 goals in all comps), sharp-shooter striker who also takes the penalties. A real ‘fox in the box’, as Dad would say.


STAR PLAYER (IMO): Samuel Torales, the OG midfield maestro, nickname ‘The Brain from Spain’.


CURRENT LEAGUE POSITION: 6th - not bad, but not brilliant either, especially as we finished 3rd last season.


OTHER COMPETITIONS: somehow through to the cup quarter-finals, but SO lucky!


Round 1: Ridgeley should 100% have been sent off.


Round 2: Masters was MILES offside when he scored.


Round 3: A clear foul by Masters in the build-up to Torales’ winning goal!





‘… and how are your ideas coming along, Ethan? … Ethan?’


Oh no, Mrs Lennon – she was on her way over! With three quick clicks of the mouse, he closed the other tabs on his computer screen just in time, leaving only the one his teacher was expecting: ‘Exploring Digital Media’.


‘Yeah, not too bad, miss,’ Ethan replied, trying to act natural as his brain raced to find an answer. ‘I … err … was thinking of writing about football magazines and the move from print to online content.’


‘Football – now, there’s a surprise!’ Mrs Lennon said with a smile and a friendly roll of her eyes. ‘But no, that sounds great, Ethan. Well done.’


Phew, good save! Once his teacher was safely on the other side of the room again, Ethan returned to his important research. There was one last thing he wanted to look up before the end of the lesson: the Hurricanes Under-14s squad. It was always hard to find out much information about youth-team players, but by searching through social media and signing up for a free trial on ‘ballerstats.com’, Ethan eventually did find a few more things to add to his fact sheet:




UNDER-14S CAPTAIN: Jayden Jones, a midfielder maybe? Wearing no. 8 shirt in the video.


[image: A football jersey with the number 8 and name Jones.]


UNDER-14S TOP-STARS: Lucas Peterson won Best Goalkeeper at the Torpoint Tournament and Dominic Okeke got the Golden Boot at last year’s London Youth Club.


[image: A football jersey with the number 9 and name Okeke.]
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But before Ethan could find out any more, the bell rang for the end of the school day. Right, time to go. He had work to do, a secret trial to prepare for, and the Cage was calling.


‘Thanks, miss!’ he called out as he dashed out of the computer room and down the corridor in a rush.


This time, Ethan was the one waiting on the wall outside for his friends to leave the building.


‘At last!’ he shouted as they emerged together. ‘What took you guys so long?’


Finn checked his phone. ‘Maestro, school only finished two minutes ago!’


Omar laughed. ‘So today you’re all about playing football, huh? About time!’


‘Whatever, come on, let’s gooooo,’ Ethan replied, lifting the heavy kit bag without even being asked. ‘The others will be waiting!’


‘All right, all right – chill out, man! The teachers not treating you so well any more?’ Isaac joked.
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Chapter Four


The next few days passed by in a busy blur of school and football practice, and all too soon Ethan was waking up and it was Saturday morning.


Beep! Beep! BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!


Arghhhhhhhhh, how was it trial time already?! As he lay there in bed, Ethan took a long, deep breath to push down the rising panic in his chest, but it only spread out to form butterflies that fluttered around his stomach. There was no escaping it; today was going to be a VERY BIG deal for him.


But before Ethan could start worrying about how he was going to handle the pressure at Hurricanes HQ, there was a more urgent issue for him to deal with first: how was he going to get away from his sister?
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