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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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Marcus sprinted down the school corridor, chasing a tall figure.


The first rays of the early morning sun shone through the windows and with every HURRIED step that Marcus took he got a better look at the runaway.


The person was wearing a large, dark cape that billowed out behind them wildly. As Marcus edged closer to them, he was able to see that the cape had a number of holes in it, and it looked a bit like an old bedsheet.


Marcus’s lungs were BURNING, but he didn’t stop – he couldn’t. He pushed harder and harder and got closer and closer . . . and then he leaped forward with his arms outstretched.


[image: Marcus sprints with his backpack, his arm outstretched and his index finger gesturing as he moves.; A boy runs with a cape flowing behind him. He's dressed in a shirt and waistcoat with long sleeves that have ruffled wrists.]


He SMASHED into the person he was chasing, and they both CRASHED to the floor and rolled to a stop.


‘Did you get them, Marcus?!’ a voice called out behind him. It was Stacey, the Breakfast Club Investigators’ fearless leader. ‘The plan worked, right?’ she said, as she caught up with him, looking triumphant. ‘Have we caught a real VAMPIRE?’


Lise and Asim, the remaining members of the Breakfast Club Investigators, followed up behind.


‘That looked painful,’ Asim said, trying to catch his breath.


‘Good thing we had that tracker on them, otherwise we would have been left in the dust,’ Lise said, fiddling with her beeping tablet.


They all looked down at the person on the ground. Their face was covered by their long cape. It was time to finally solve the mystery and end the case.


Marcus slowly pulled back the fabric to reveal who the mysterious figure was and jumped back in shock.


It wasn’t a real VAMPIRE it was . . . a boy with slicked-back black hair.


‘I will suck your blood!’ the boy hissed, refusing to give up the act.


[image: A boy, wearing a cape along with a shirt and waistcoat, widens his eyes and reveals his sharp canines, resembling vampire teeth. He sits on the ground, supporting himself with his hands planted firmly.]


It was Stanley!


‘I’m sorry, Stanley, I think your teeth are on the floor,’ Lise said, pointing at a pair of large, plastic VAMPIRE teeth.


‘Ah, my bad.’ Stanley’s hand whipped out and he stuffed the teeth back into his mouth. ‘I will suck your blood,’ he hissed again.


The group didn’t say anything, they just awkwardly looked at one another.


‘It’s over, isn’t it?’ Stanley’s shoulders drooped.


‘Yes, I think it is,’ Marcus replied.


‘I would never have been caught if it wasn’t for you lot,’ Stanley scowled. ‘The Breakfast Club Investigators.’ Just as he said that Mr Anderson arrived on the scene. Mr Anderson was a tall music teacher with short grey hair and a seemingly unending supply of tweed jackets. He was an older man, but his blue eyes were bright and alert.


‘Another mystery wrapped up. It looks like you guys are on a roll!’ he said.


‘We’re trying,’ Marcus replied.


‘So, Stanley, it looks like you have some explaining to do,’ said Mr Anderson, helping Stanley to his feet and then walking off with him to Mrs Miller’s office.


Marcus and the other investigators took a moment to celebrate. They’d cracked the case of the RUTHERFORD VAMPIRE! There was no feeling quite like solving a mystery. It was a great start to the day. When Mr Anderson and Stanley disappeared around the corner, Marcus, Lise, Asim and Stacey walked in the opposite direction, down the long hallway towards Breakfast Club.


[image: Anderson strolls, sporting an overcoat, arms crossed over his chest, his gaze fixed on Stanley. Stanley, clad in vampire attire, exudes a sombre demeanour. Anderson arches a single brow as he regards Stanley.]


Breakfast Club was always exciting, but on days when they had solved a case it was ultra-exciting.


Well, it was for everyone except Stacey.


‘So, the Rutherford Vampire wasn’t really a VAMPIRE?’ Stacey said with a frown as they sat down at their favourite table under the noisy air conditioner. The rest of the canteen was filled with other kids all enjoying their breakfasts, while chatting and playing board games.


‘I’m afraid not,’ Asim shrugged.


‘Yeah, that was definitely Stanley Moore in Year 8,’ Marcus said. This was typical Stacey. She loved the SUPERNATURAL. She was always hoping to catch something OTHERWORLDLY.


‘But have we properly considered that Stanley might be a VAMPIRE . . . ?’ Stacey continued, with a raise of one eyebrow. ‘Technically we have no proof that he’s not a vampire.’


‘Year 8 are reading Dracula in English right now. I reckon his imagination went a little wild,’ Lise said, putting a hand on Stacey’s shoulder. ‘Who knows what his reasons were for messing around like that. I’m sure he wasn’t actually trying to do anything bad, really. But the main thing is we cracked the case! I’m sure we’ll find something SUPERNATURAL soon.’


‘Next case,’ Stacey said with a sigh. ‘Wait a second, do we even have any cases waiting to be solved?’


‘I’m sure we do. We were pretty backed up a couple of months ago,’ Marcus said, scratching his head before digging into a bowl of porridge topped with yogurt and honey.


‘That was before we went on our roll,’ Asim added with a smug grin. ‘Since then, nothing’s been able to stand in our way!’


‘It’s true. Now we have no cases at all,’ Lise said.


The table fell quiet for a second, then Asim spoke.


‘Well, that’s not exactly true. I have something I need your help with,’ he said. The excitement seemed to have suddenly vanished from his face. He looked down. But just as he was about to continue, the school bell RANG.


‘What is it?’ Stacey asked excitedly.


‘Uh, don’t worry,’ Asim said, standing up quickly, looking a little distracted. ‘Why don’t we talk about it after school? Meet at the hideout?’


‘Meet at the hideout,’ they all agreed.


Marcus followed his friends towards the classrooms but didn’t say anything. It was strange, Asim didn’t usually ask for help. Which meant that this must be something important.









Chapter Two
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At lunchtime Marcus met up with his best friends Oyin and Patrick at the gym.


He sat with them on the floor, and copied their poses as they stretched.


‘Are you sure this is going to work?’ Marcus said, trying to touch his toes.


He looked up and around him. Lunchtimes were when Gymnastics Club practised in the gym, but anyone was welcome to join. The large hall was buzzing with activity as kids bounced off pommel horses and balance beams. Some were doing roly-polies and practising flips, others were climbing ladders and ropes. But Patrick had convinced Marcus that it would be good to stretch and try some yoga moves.


[image: Marcus and two other young individuals stretch their legs and arch their upper bodies sideways while seated on a yoga mat.]


‘Coach said it’ll help improve our football skills and I think it makes sense,’ Patrick said, pushing his glasses back up his nose. ‘Imagine missing a goal because you couldn’t stretch far enough to reach the ball. Or if you’re playing as goalie, and can’t reach across to make a save. We need every advantage we can get if we want to win the next couple of matches.’


‘Sure, I just didn’t expect stretching to be this hard,’ Oyin grunted. Her forehead was sweaty.


‘It’s a little hard now, but it’ll get easier. And then we’ll be able to turn QUICKER and reach FURTHER. Those are perfect skills for football,’ Patrick countered.


‘They’re skills for much more than football,’ someone piped up behind Marcus. He turned around to see a gymnast grinning.


‘This is Akira,’ Oyin said. ‘She’s been helping us out.’


‘And you clearly need help!’ Akira said, looking at Marcus. ‘You’re not stretching hard enough to get the benefit.’ She slowly pushed Marcus’s torso further down.


‘Ach!’ he said. The stretch hurt a little for a moment, but then it started to feel good.


‘You’re welcome,’ Akira replied, then walked away to do some exercises of her own. She was flexible and quick. She ran on the spot and did some star jumps to warm up before launching into a long series of stretches and jumps.


[image: Akira, wearing a long-sleeved top and trousers and her hair in a bun atop her head, smiles while standing with her hands on her hips.]


‘Maybe we need her to join our football team,’ Marcus joked, pushing further into the stretch. ‘She’s got the speed of a winger and the strength of a defender.’


‘I heard you and the Breakfast Club Investigators solved another case,’ Patrick said, changing the subject.


‘Really? It’s like you’re all invincible this month,’ Oyin said.


‘Yeah, I don’t remember the last time you didn’t close a case,’ Patrick added, as he changed into a new stretch. The others stood up with him, reaching up to the ceiling.


‘I guess we’re doing well,’ Marcus said as he stretched upwards. ‘We have loads of experience working as a team now.’


‘The only bad thing would be if you ran into someone who was a match for you,’ Oyin laughed, waving off the thought.


‘Hmm, I don’t know if it’d be that bad,’ Marcus replied thoughtfully. There had been a time when he thought the cases were becoming too difficult for the Breakfast Club Investigators, but they’d overcome every challenge thrown their way. ‘Maybe we need more of a challenge.’


‘Really?’ Oyin and Patrick said in unison.


‘Yeah, it’s always good to have a little bit of competition,’ Marcus grinned.


‘Well, just be careful what you wish for,’ Oyin said.


As the afternoon wore on, Marcus spent his lessons distracted by the thought of Asim. What did his friend need help with? When the school bell finally RANG, he tried to rush to the wooden shack at the back of the school car park that the Breakfast Club Investigators used as a hideout. He got stuck in a crowd of students on his way, all walking towards the school gates. But one person was walking the opposite way, back towards the school. Akira. Marcus smiled at his new friend, but she didn’t see him. She dodged through the crowd like a striker dribbling past a group of defenders.


When Marcus finally made it to the hideout his friends were already there. For some reason they were all huddled outside the front door. Why were they waiting outside? It was clear that something was not right. And Marcus felt the strange thrill that normally came at the start of a new case. A feeling of excitement that bordered on nervousness.


‘What is it?’ Marcus said uncertainly, as he approached.


Wordlessly, the group parted to allow Marcus to see what they were looking at.


A dark, olive-coloured card was pinned to the door, with two letters typed on it: ‘PT.’


[image: Marcus stands next to Stacey, while Lise stands beneath and Asim sits, all in uniform and carrying backpacks. They are positioned on steps near a door that bears a sign reading P.T.]









Chapter Three
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Inside the Breakfast Club Investigators’ hideout, Stacey pulled Asim’s sketch of the Rutherford VAMPIRE off the cork-board and pinned the small card in its place.


‘What does it mean?’ Marcus said as Stacey marched off towards the desk.


‘I don’t know, it reminds me of something but I can’t think exactly what it is,’ Lise replied. She got up close and studied it over her glasses.


‘It doesn’t look like anything that’s in my book of the SUPERNATURAL.’ Stacey was flicking through her book, The Encyclopaedia of the Supernatural, on the desk.


[image: Stacey holds an encyclopaedia and eagerly flips through its pages.]


Marcus didn’t think it could be anything SUPERNATURAL – it was just a card, after all. She went through the index and skim-read each entry under P and T. ‘There are poltergeists, pixies and phoenixes. Or trolls and titans.’


‘Are you sure? But what if it’s something really important?’ Lise said. The fact that the card wasn’t in her encyclopaedia seemed to make her even more eager to find out what it was.


‘If it was important it would be something more dramatic than just a card. I think we’re getting a little sidetracked,’ Marcus said, sneaking a glance at Asim. They were there to help him with his problem; they couldn’t waste time with this card.


‘I remember something. I’ve seen this before!’ Lise suddenly said.


[image: Lise holds a cardboard box on a table and raises a card that reads P.T.]


‘Wait, really?’ Marcus said.


Lise rushed over to the table and began to search through a cardboard box that was under it. She rooted around for a couple of seconds, tossing out bits of paper and stationery, and the odd souvenir from one of their old cases. Finally she picked something out and waved it over her head.


‘Here it is!’ Lise EXCLAIMED, showing them a dark green card. She was right. Sure, it was a little dusty and dog-eared, but there was no denying it, it was identical to the one they had just found. ‘I found it a couple of days ago when I walked into the hideout, it was tucked underneath our door,’ Lise said.


‘Why didn’t you say anything about it?’ Stacey said, staring at Lise.


‘I don’t know. I just didn’t think it meant anything, and it was right in the middle of our last case. We were so busy with trying to catch the Rutherford Vampire. I’m sorry.’ Lise muttered her way through the words and then dropped her arms by her sides.


‘You don’t have to apologize. We all understand.’ Marcus gave her a grin.


‘Yeah, it’s fine,’ Stacey reassured her. ‘When you’re focused on clues for one case, it’s hard to pay attention to anything else.’


Stacey went over to Lise and got the older card from her. She pinned it onto their cork-board next to the one that was already there.


‘Two mysterious cards delivered to our hideout,’ Stacey said, looking at the cork-board. ‘We have to take this seriously.’


‘Okay, maybe something is actually happening, but we don’t know what it is yet,’ Marcus said. He turned to Asim, who was staring out of the window. He realized Asim hadn’t said anything about the discovery, which wasn’t like him at all. Normally he’d be the first person to come up with a theory about a new clue.


OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg8.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg21.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg16.jpg
{1
. L[
- L
NS
13
!

(,/%






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg23.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg24.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg14.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/titlepage.jpg
Alex Falas






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg2.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg1.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg5.jpg





