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  I’M OLIVER




  Hi! I’m Oliver Ranulph Templeton Tibbs, mild-mannered comic-reader and EXTREME PIZZA-EATER. Also Known as Oliver ‘Fibbs’, just because I tell

  people I’m DABMAN, the Daring and Brave, dashing and bold DEFENDER OF PLANET

  EARTH (D.O.P.E.).
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  Meet my [image: ] family:




  Mum, Charlotte Pomeroy Templeton Tibbs, is a life-saving brain surgeon.




  Dad, Granville Fitzwilliam Templeton Tibbs, is an award-winning architect.




  My big twin sisters, Emma Letitia and Gemma Darcy Templeton Tibbs, go to the National Ballet Academy: ballet, ballet, ballet – it’s all they talk about.




  Then there’s my little brother, Algy – Algernon Montgomery Templeton Tibbs. He’s a maths genius, chess champion and King of Sneakiness.
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  And how could I forget Constanza, our Italian nanny? She’s a bit dizzy, but she gets me.




  At school, I’ve got my best friend Peaches Mazimba on my side. She’s the most sensible person ever, so I’ve recruited her to be a D.O.P.E. like me: she’s ‘Captain Common Sense’.
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  Unfortunately, I’ve got the [image: ] Gang against me:
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  Bobby Bragg can break bricks In half with his bare hands. Aka ‘the Show-off’, he has the Power to [image: ].




  Hattie Hurley is a Spelling Bee Cheerleading Champion. Aka ‘the Spell Queen’, she has the Power of [image: ].




  Toby Hadron is a science whizz. Aka ‘the Boffin’, he has the Power of Inventing [image: ].




  And finally there’s my teacher, Miss Wilkins, Keeper of the [image: ] Points, and dispenser of detentions, especially when she thinks

  I’m telling [image: ] – but as I keep telling her (and everyone else): they’re not [image: ],

  they’re stories!
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  The [image: ]’s red eyes blazed into life. Yellow and white lights flickered and flashed across the bulging metal chest

  as electricity surged and sparked along the tangle of wire nerves inside. Plastic arteries throbbed as oil and water pulsed through them, pumping energy and power into gleaming limbs. Wheels

  whirred and cogs clicked as the android’s head slowly swivelled to stare at its creator, me.




  ‘Yessssssssssssssssss!’ I cried, punching the air. ‘I’ve done it! The [image: ] actually works!’ I

  lifted the metre-tall metal man carefully off the desk and placed him upright on my bedroom floor. ‘This is sooooooooo cool.’
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  My little brother, Algy, stood eye to eye with the [image: ]. ‘It doesn’t look like a toy,’ he said, his voice full of awe.

  ‘It looks . . . alive!’




  I nodded. ‘This Construct-a-Bot kit is the best thing Mum and Dad have ever bought me.’




  ‘What about the Atom-Splitter Home Laboratory chemistry set?’ said Algy.




  I shot him a fierce look. ‘Don’t mention the chemistry set.’




  ‘But it was [image: ] having all those firemen in the house.’ A naughty Dr Devious-style grin spread across his face. ‘And

  what about the Wonder-Wok Chinese cookery course they sent you on?’




  ‘I poisoned the twins.’




  Algy gave a dastardly chuckle. ‘I know.’




  I laughed and pressed a button on the remote control. ‘Let’s see what this [image: ] can do.’




  Algy began to giggle. ‘It’s doing a pee!’




  A trickle of yellow fluid dribbled down the [image: ]’s leg and formed a spreading puddle at its feet.




  ‘I don’t think that’s supposed to happen,’ said, checking the instruction booklet. ‘The [image: ] can walk, talk

  and shoot rubber rockets from its arms, but it doesn’t say anything in here about going to the toilet. One of the hydraulic pumps must be leaking.’
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  ‘What’s that smell?’ asked Algy, sniffing the air.




  Wispy white smoke drifted up from the [image: ]’s bottom. My brother’s eyes widened and he opened his mouth to say something

  else.




  ‘No,’ I said quickly. ‘It doesn’t do that either.’




  The Zybot made loud fizzing, popping sounds. It began to perform a weird jerky dance, lurching backwards and forwards, head swivelling, arms whirling like propellers.




  I pressed the red OFF button on the remote control again and again, but the [image: ]’s barmy bopping just became even more [image: ]. The Zybot was out of control!
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  It marched across the bedroom floor towards Algy, growling, ‘[image: ]  [image: ]’ Thin beams of red light zipped from its eyes. A rubber

  pocket blasted from its right arm and fizzed past my brother’s head.




  Algy backed away into a corner of the room as the terrifying toy closed in on him.




  ‘Stop it, Ollie! Save me!’ he cried.




  In a flash, I remembered what had happened at the end of my new comic, [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]. My hero was guarding a special meeting of world leaders. Just as President O’Bandana reached out to shake hands with

  President Putty . . .
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  Now I knew how to save my brother from my faulty Zybot.




  Algy hod his loaded water pistol in my bedroom, ready to ambush our sisters, Emma and Gemma, when they came home from ballet school that evening. I snatched the gun from the windowsill, and

  squirted the maniac [image: ].




  The toy made a coughing, whining, crackling sound, and smoke billowed out from every nook and cranny in its body. It staggered to a halt, arms frozen in mid whirl. With a deafening [image: ], the head pinged into the air like a party-popper and landed with a thump on the floor at Algy’s feet.
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  We stared at the soaking, smoking ruins of the [image: ].




  ‘Mum and Dad won’t be happy,’ remarked my brother, gingerly prodding the Zybot’s head with his foot.




  ‘Just because I fixed Dad’s glasses doesn’t mean I’m going to be an amazing mechanical engineer,’ I said.




  ‘But you know what they’re like – they’re desperate to find something you’re [image: ] at apart from

  fibbing.’
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  ‘I don’t tell [image: ], Algy – I tell stories.’ My shoulders sagged, and I flopped down onto my bed. ‘I was going

  to take the Zybot to [image: ] at school tomorrow morning. It would’ve been spectacular.’




  I held my head in my hands. [image: ] was going to be [image: ][image: ] again. My arch-enemy, Bobby Bragg, leader of the [image: ][image: ][image: ], was going to have a field day. I could hear his mocking voice in my head: ‘You’re a [image: ] Tibbs – [image: ]




  Dead And Buried, more like.
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  The next morning, our nanny, Constanza, drove us to oar schools, shouting angrily in Italian at the other drivers on the road, while the twins twittered on about tours

  and temps and sous sous (whatever they are), and Algy played chess on his computer. I just stored out of the window, wondering what I could do to escape my fate.




  [image: ] . . . Constanza drove through a time portal, and we found ourselves monkey-rustling with my ancestor, the notorious pirate Block Jack

  Tibbs?




  Or, [image: ] . . . a black hole had appeared under the school and sucked it to another part of the universe, so we all got the day off!
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  Or [image: ] . . .




  Constanza braked to a halt outside my school gates. I sighed. It was still here: no time portal, no black hole. My best friend, Peaches, met me in the playground, and even though it was warm and

  sunny she was wearing a plastic raincoat.




  ‘It said on the weather forecast that it might rain,’ she explained when she saw my puzzled look. ‘So I put this on, just in case. Did you finish your Zybot?’




  ‘Yes,’ I said, pulling the [image: ]’s head from my bag to show her. ‘Honest, Pea, it would have been the best

  [image: ] ever. There was no way Bobby Bragg could have made fun of me. But the [image: ] went berserk and attacked Algy, so I squirted it with water and it exploded.’ I held up the smoke-stained head. ‘This is all I’ve got to show.’
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  When we got into class, there was a boy standing next to Miss Wilkins. Everyone stared at him, like they always do with new kids, but he didn’t look away, or look down at his feet, or move

  closer to the teacher – he just stared back at them, like he wasn’t new at all, like he’d been in the class for years. I couldn’t help staring either; this kid was

  different – his smart clothes, his long hair, the way he stood with his hands casually shoved into his trouser pockets . . .
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  ‘We have a new addition to our class,’ said Miss Wilkins when we’d all settled down at our tables. ‘I’d like to introduce Zoot Zipparolli, who will be joining us

  until the end of summer term. Zoot is Bobby Bragg’s cousin.’




  Everyone turned to look at Bobby, who leaned back in his chair, his arms folded, smiling at Zoot.




  I groaned quietly. [image: ], I thought, [image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ].




  ‘Now then, Zoot,’ continued Miss Wilkins. ‘Normally we do [image: ] on a Monday morning, and as your last name begins with Z,

  you should go last. However, I think everyone would like to know a bit more about you, so, just this once, why don’t you go first?’




  Zoot shrugged. ‘Sure, no problem,’ he said. His accent was American, but with a bit of Italian mixed in, like Constanza’s. ‘My dad’s Antonio Zipparolli, the famous

  film director. He’s in town filming a new spy thriller starring George Looney.’
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  Everyone – including me – went, ‘Oooooooooo.’




  ‘When the filming’s done, we’ll be leaving for Australia to shoot his next film,’ continued Zoot. ‘That’s why I’m only here for a few weeks.’




  ‘So where do you live?’ asked Melody Nightingale.




  ‘We have a home in Los Angeles.’




  ‘Is it magnificent, gargantuan and luxurious?’ asked Hattie Hurlie, who was a National Cheerleading Spelling Bee Champion, and loved using [image: ].




  ‘It’s big and fancy, if that’s what you mean,’ laughed Zoot. ‘But I don’t get to see it much. I’m usually travelling around the world from place to

  place with my mom and dad.’




  The class gave out a low, whispered, ‘[image: ]
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