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To every child who attends Breakfast Club,
this is your starting point.
The world is full of possibilities,
you just have to let your mind take you there.









Chapter One
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O ut of the shadows came three terrifying creatures. They had long ragged hair all over their bodies, sharp claws and even sharper teeth.


‘Humanity has ruled over the world for far too long.’ One of them leaped up onto a chair and grunted. ‘It’s time for us werewolves to take control!’


‘Exactly, it starts with this school, but soon it’ll be the world!’ a second werewolf added.


The creatures began to howl in agreement. They were long, deep howls, except for one which came out a little high-pitched.


‘Did you hear that?’ one of the werewolves said, noticing the strange howl.


‘Hear what?’


‘One of our howls, it sounded a little bit, you know, uncool.’ Their werewolf eyebrow raised.


‘Hmm, now that I think about it, you’re right.’


The third werewolf, also known as Marcus, began to sweat underneath his heavy costume, as the two other werewolves turned to look at him. Had his howl really been that bad? Being an undercover werewolf was hard. They were all standing in an empty classroom, the window blinds were down.


‘Err, maybe the weird sound was just the room. Sounds can sometimes echo in empty rooms, right?’ Marcus said, speaking quickly and shuffling backwards towards the classroom door.


‘But I didn’t hear an echo, I heard a BAD howl.’ The first werewolf turned to Marcus, the sharp teeth glistening in the low light.


Marcus felt his heart begin to POUND. He let out a fake laugh and tried to wave away the accusation before it could fully form against him.


‘Let’s all howl again,’ the second werewolf said, ‘but one at a time.’ Marcus was about to say no but stopped himself. If he refused that would give him away, he had to give it his best shot.


‘That sounds great, I love howling, it’s one of my favourite things.’ Marcus anxiously tapped his foot.


‘OK, given that you like howling so much why don’t you start?’ the first werewolf said.


Marcus felt his heart drop.


‘You want me to go now? Like right now?’ Marcus said, glancing from werewolf to werewolf as they menacingly closed in on him.


‘Yep, let’s hear you howl,’ the second werewolf said with a shrug. ‘Every good werewolf knows how to howl.’


Marcus swallowed, cleared his throat, and then he howled. It sounded less like a werewolf’s howl and more like the sound a cat makes when it accidentally falls into water.


The werewolves stared at Marcus. Marcus stared at the werewolves, then he shrugged and bolted towards the classroom door. The werewolves raced after him, rampaging through the room, throwing tables and chairs out of the way.


Marcus tossed the head of his costume off and then pressed his phone to his ear.


‘Sorry guys, change of plan. I got discovered!’ Marcus yelped as he dashed down the corridor.


‘What, already?’ Asim said down the phone.


‘I told you I wasn’t good at howling!’ Marcus said in between gasps of air.


‘We’re still working on our trap, can you keep them busy for a couple more minutes?’ A new voice came on the phone, it was Lise.


Marcus glanced over his shoulder. The werewolves had devoured the distance between them and him, getting closer and closer and closer . . .


‘No, I can’t!’ Marcus said.


And then—


‘Wait, this doesn’t sound like my case. My case is about the phantom cat, remember?’ a girl said.


The Breakfast Club Investigators were sitting at their usual table at the far end of the canteen, underneath a particularly noisy air conditioner. They needed it to keep their conversations away from listening ears. Today, a girl, wearing cat-ear headphones around her neck, was sitting opposite them and staring intently at each of them in turn. Her name was Simone and she had given the BCI their latest case.


‘Yes, we were getting to that, it’s just that as we were looking into your case, we got caught up in a werewolf conspiracy to take over the school,’ Stacey said simply.


‘A werewolf conspiracy?’ Simone said.


‘More like a school kids’ conspiracy. When we captured the werewolves we realized that they weren’t really werewolves. They were just wearing costumes,’ Marcus added.


‘Back to your case, you kept seeing this extremely white cat, at school, right? One that vanished if you ever tried to follow it,’ Marcus said, while Asim held up a sketch of the cat that he had drawn when Simone had first brought the case to them. The sketch was of a regal-looking white cat with dark eyes.


‘It made sense for it to be a ghost or a phantom. It could disappear and reappear and only showed up at night. Sounds like a ghost to me,’ Stacey said.


‘That’s exactly what I thought, but some of my friends said that animals can’t be ghost s,’ Simone said.


‘Well, they’re completely wrong. It’s even in my book of the supernatural.’ Stacey pulled a very large book out from underneath the table, then she began to flick through the pages. ‘Where’s that page again?’ she mumbled.


‘So, as Asim said, we spent quite a few evenings here staking out the place, trying to get a glimpse of the cat, but we couldn’t find it,’ Marcus said.


‘And that’s how we stumbled upon the werewolves,’ Stacey added.


‘Yep, and after we dealt with them, we realized we needed to get some cat food to trap the ghost cat.’ Marcus nodded.


‘So, you actually saw it? It was such a cute cat, wasn’t it?’ Simone said.


‘Soooo cute,’ they all said together.


‘But it ran away from us and vanished,’ Lise said.


‘Just like it did with me,’ Simone said.


‘And that’s when we brought out the big guns,’ Marcus said, pointing at Lise.


‘I made a cat trap.’ Lise shrugged. ‘It wasn’t that hard. I’ve seen YouTube videos of people catching stray cats, so they can take the cat to a vet, so it was easy to make my own.’


‘I thought it was a very high-tech trap,’ Marcus said.


‘Thanks, Marcus,’ Lise replied, smiling.


‘So, that worked and you trapped the phantom cat?’ Simone said.


‘Things didn’t exactly go to plan,’ Marcus said. ‘I will just say that the cat was very smart. Smarter than any cat I’ve ever seen.’


‘At this point I was sure it was a ghost cat. I mean, what cat is that smart, and can vanish like that?’ Stacey said, still searching through her book’s many pages.


‘It somehow ate the food without triggering the trap,’ Asim said, scratching his head and still confused about how it had happened.


‘I actually got caught in the trap myself while trying to check it. Not fun,’ Marcus said, with his head down.


‘So, how did you actually solve the case?’ Simone asked.


‘It was time to bring in the big dogs,’ Marcus said. ‘I mean, literally – it was time to bring in a dog.’


‘We snuck my dog Saint into school, and she found the cat in no time,’ Asim said, proudly.


[image: Saint swiftly chases a cat.]


‘It’s sort of silly that we didn’t try doing that straight away. Sometimes the lowest-tech solution is the best,’ Lise said.


‘Did she chase the poor phantom cat?’ Simone said.


‘No, Saint actually loves cats,’ Asim said. ‘She mostly wants to cuddle them, not chase them.’


‘It turns out that it was a real cat, not a phantom one,’ Marcus said. ‘I guess it just seemed to be a phantom because it had found a way to hide in the school’s vents.’


‘I’m sure there’s a phantom cat out there somewhere, but unfortunately, not in our school,’ Stacey sighed.


‘But why was there a cat at our school?’ Simone said.


‘Someone brought their cat to school after a lunchtime vet appointment, but it got loose,’ Lise said.


‘And who was that?’ Simone asked.


A bunch of loud footsteps came from behind Marcus. He turned around to see one of his favourite teachers, Mr Anderson, a music teacher who was often in charge of Breakfast Club. He had short grey hair and was wearing a tweed jacket.


‘I thought I said that you couldn’t tell the story about my cat to anyone else?’ Mr Anderson whispered down at the table.


‘Sorry, Mr Anderson,’ Marcus replied.


‘We’re only telling her because she brought it to us first as a case,’ Stacey said. ‘We have to tell all the details to our clients.’


‘Like I said, I am very appreciative, but let’s not tell everyone that my cat was on the school grounds for a whole week,’ Mr Anderson said. ‘Simone is the last person you tell, OK?’


‘OK,’ the Breakfast Club Investigators said together.


‘We won’t tell anyone else,’ Marcus added.


Mr Anderson walked away.


‘So, there it is, the case of the Phantom Cat, solved,’ Stacey declared, finally closing her book.


‘That makes sense, but what about the werewolves?’ Simone asked.


‘Ah, well . . .’ Marcus started.


Marcus was running faster than he’d ever done before. His lungs hurt so much, it felt like they were going to burst out of his chest. He had to get away.


Marcus listened, something was wrong. He couldn’t hear the werewolves any more. Not their ROARS, or SNARLS or the thumping of their feet against the ground. It had all just stopped. Marcus slowed to a jog, and then to a walk. He looked behind him, he’d turned a corner and then nothing, the werewolves had vanished.


On his tiptoes, he crept back the way he’d come, keeping his eyes and ears open for any sign of his pursuers. Nothing. How could that be? When Marcus reached the bend in the corridor, he took a deep breath and then leaned forward, glancing down the hallway where he had lost them.


A tall boy and girl in werewolf costumes sat in the middle of the hallway. A sleek-looking white cat walked between them. Their werewolf masks were off and they cooed as they stroked the cat.


Marcus lifted his phone and put it to his ear.


‘Are you still alive?’ Stacey asked.


‘Yep, and I think I’ve caught our werewolves.’


‘Really? All by yourself?’ said Asim’s voice down the phone.


‘No, I had some help,’ Marcus said, staring at the white cat.


Marcus glanced at his fellow investigators. He didn’t really know what to say.


‘Cases cross over in weird ways sometimes. It can be like a web of cases, this one helps with the other one which helps with the oth—’ Stacey started.


‘Werewolves love cats,’ Marcus blurted out.


‘OK, good to know, I guess,’ Simone said, as she walked away.


The Breakfast Club Investigators were alone again.


‘So, that’s it, right?’ Marcus said, hopefully.


‘Yep, we officially have no more cases to investigate. We’re done for now,’ Stacey said, taking out her notebook and crossing something out. Marcus nodded. She was right, it was only a few more weeks and then it would be the half-term holiday and Marcus was excited to relax and play loads of football. It would be him, Oyin and Patrick on the pitch for a whole week, like it used to be before Marcus joined the Breakfast Club Investigators.


But before half-term, there was one more thing that Marcus would have to do. An author visit was about to spark the most difficult case that the Breakfast Club Investigators had ever tackled.









Chapter Two
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Marcus was trying very hard to concentrate on the maths questions in front of him, but there was something stopping him. A voice.


‘So, you’re sure you’ve never read The Great Hunt before?’ Lise leaned over and whispered to Marcus.


‘Yes, I am absolutely sure I haven’t read it,’ Marcus mumbled. Normally, sitting next to Lise in maths class was great for his concentration. She was always focused on her work. Today was different.


[image: Marcus sits next to Lise, both holding a book open together as they appear puzzled.]


‘I mean, I can understand not reading the original webcomic but there are copies of the comic in the library now!’ Lise said, excitedly.


‘Erm, I’ll keep that in mind,’ Marcus said, trying very hard to remember the next step for solving the maths question he was working on.


‘You do know the artist and author, Kevin Silverwick, is visiting us today, right?’


‘Yes, you’ve only been talking about it for weeks,’ Marcus said, absentmindedly.


‘Well, maybe it’s a good time to go over the story, just so you know what’s going on. I mean, he’ll be here in a few hours.’


‘Lise, please stop badgering Marcus,’ Mr Crawford called from the front of the class.


‘OK, sorry, sir,’ Lise replied. Her head dropped for a couple of seconds, but as soon as Mr Crawford’s attention was pulled elsewhere, she continued. ‘So, it’s about a group of mismatched outcasts from all across the galaxy. They come together for what’s called the Great Hunt,’ she said. ‘It’s kind of like a big, galactic investigation.’


Marcus’s ears perked up. He wasn’t that interested in space, but an investigation sounded awesome. He turned to Lise.


‘But what are they hunting?’ he asked.


‘Treasure! But no one knows what it actually is. All they know is that there’s a prize if they find it.’


‘Which is?’ Marcus asked.


‘Something both simple and priceless. A wish for anything you could want,’ Lise replied.


‘That actually sounds really cool,’ Marcus said, looking up from his textbook.


‘I know, right?’ she said. ‘So the story is all about them travelling the galaxy, fighting bad guys, finding CLUES and trying to complete the Great Hunt.’


‘So, was the ending good? What did they wish for?’ Marcus asked. He was on the edge of his seat.


‘It’s not finished yet. It’s an ongoing comic series. We get one issue every month, but it’s near the end now. I’m going to ask the author about the ending today. Maybe I’ll get some hints.’
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