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Introduction
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School started out like any other day. The students were sitting in their homeroom waiting for the announcements of the day. Among the students sat four best friends who loved to solve mysteries that occurred at the school. This has taken them on some interesting adventures during the school day.

In the small town of Tibbett, Ohio, there stood an ordinary school called United Middle School, with rolling hills and lush, growing plants surrounding it. The school was used for students during the day, but at night and on the weekends it housed community activities. The building was the color of fire-red, with tall glass windows and rows lined with lockers.

A typical day at United Middle School started with a loud bell telling students to go to their homerooms. Laughter and talking happened as students made their way to their classes. Friends were glad to be together, and teachers were sharing what was happening in their classes that day.

The four friends looked forward to each day. Each day brought another adventure for them to jump into. Jake, Emily, Amy, and Max lived right down the street from the school. In fact, their parents were neighbors. The four students were best friends and formed a close-knit group that loved to solve mysteries that happened around the school during the day and play together in the evening before it was time to go to bed. Because of their love of problem-solving, they earned the reputation as the school’s very own mystery solvers, known as the Young Investigators.
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MIA TORRES—THE FEARLESS one. Always up for a challenge, she thrives on excitement and probably would chase an actual burglar just to see where they’re going. Is very creative and has original ideas.

Chip Bennett—the wildcard 2.0. Chip loves chaos, solving puzzles, and eating snacks mid-investigation. If there’s a mystery, he’s in it for the fun, not necessarily for the logic.
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JAKE IS A NATURAL LEADER of the group. He has a keen sense of justice and the ability to listen and collaborate with others. He is the glue that holds the group together. Jake is tall for his age, with a big mop of brown hair on top of his head, and he smiles a lot. He’s always the first to jump into action whenever he sees something out of place. But his leadership was never about being in charge; instead, he liked to have input from every member of his group, and his friends were very helpful in that respect. His friends knew they were better together than if they struck out on their own.

Emily is a very cautious and analytical person. She was always right by Jake’s side, helping him solve every single case. She has a knack for noticing details that others miss. Her cautious nature stems from a desire to be precise in all she does, and she is very thorough in her investigations. Emily’s dark eyes seem to see right through situations that others overlook. She can look at a puzzle and solve it right away, and she is also able to dissect information. Despite her tendency to be methodical, she embraces the group’s adventures, although it causes her to step out of her comfort zone again and again.

Amy is an imaginative dreamer and the very heart of the group. She sees the world through a lens of wonder, often envisioning things that aren’t there and making the most mundane things come alive. Amy’s vivid imagination and creativity often lead to solutions in their mysteries. She has auburn hair, always adorned with a colorful clip or ribbon that bounces as she walks through the halls, letting everyone know she’s there. She can lost in her thoughts as she goes about her day. Amy’s curiosity is boundless; she believes there is a mystery around every corner of the school, just waiting for her and her gang to solve.

Max is skeptical in the group. He’s practical and grounded, often questioning everything someone presents as a mystery. Max balances the team’s dynamics with his quiet strength, sturdy build, and calm demeanor. Although he’s skeptical at first, Max learns to trust the bond with his friends, relying on their support and guidance when they don’t know what’s happening around them.
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Chip, Mia, and the Runaway Mouse
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IT ALL STARTED WITH a cheese cracker and a little too much excitement.

“His name is Mr. Nibbles,” Mr. Penrod announced proudly as he unveiled the newest addition to the science classroom.  He was a fluffy white mouse with twitchy whiskers and a nose that never stopped sniffing.

Mia gasped. “He’s the cutest thing ever.”

Chip leaned sideways in his seat. “It’s a rodent in a hamster wheel.”

Mia didn’t hear him. She was already brainstorming mouse-themed names for Mr. Nibbles’ future children, and possibly a mini-mansion made from leftover cereal boxes.

The mouse spun in its wheel, then scrambled over to a seed tray.

“He’s so fast,” Chip muttered. “I give it two days before he escapes.”

“You’re just jealous because Whiskers can’t run like that.”

Chip gave her a look. “Whiskers naps in the sun and eats leftover meatballs. She is not exactly an escape artist.”

Whiskers, Mia’s cat (who thought she was a dog), would have been offended, if she hadn’t been currently stuffed inside Mia’s backpack, fast asleep.

When the bell rang for lunch, Mia stayed behind a few seconds to “wave goodbye” to Mr. Nibbles.

She may or may not have opened the cage to give him a tiny cracker. “Don’t tell anyone,” she whispered. “It’s your cheat day.”

Then she slid the cage door shut.

Probably.

By the time 4th period started, the screaming had begun.

“Where’s Mr. Nibbles?!” cried Jason from the front row.

The cage sat empty. The wheel still spun slightly. The cracker? Gone.

“I knew it,” Chip said grimly. “The mouse has left the building.”

Mr. Penrod blew his whistle and ordered a room-wide sweep. Desks were checked. Backpacks were opened. The science skeleton was suspiciously squeaky, but not guilty.

The mouse was gone.

By the time they reached the hallway, Mia was leading Operation Cracker Trail.

She dropped little cracker pieces every few feet, muttering, “He’s probably scared. Or hungry. Or both.”

Chip rolled up beside her with a box of wires, wheels, and a repurposed RC car.

“What’s that?” Mia asked.

“The Mouse Tracker 3000. Uses sound sensors to follow squeaks.”

“Does it work?”

Chip shrugged. “We’ll find out.”

From inside Mia’s backpack, Whiskers let out a muffled yawn.

It was 6th period when the shout echoed down the hallway:

“I saw him! He ran under the lounge door!”

Mia gasped. “The teachers’ lounge? That’s like forbidden territory.”

“We’ll be in and out in sixty seconds,” Chip said, wheeling his robot forward.

They burst in just in time to see Whiskers leap from Mia’s backpack, tail high, chasing something white and fuzzy under a vending machine.

“WHISKERS!”

The mouse darted under the fridge. The robot zoomed after it, only to hit a coffee table and launch a tray of cookies into the air.

One landed on Mr. Penrod’s head.

Mrs. Pease screamed as her knitting yarn tangled in the robot’s wheels. Mr. Reynolds, the gym teacher, dropped his protein shake.

Chaos broke out! 

“We’re so expelled,” Mia moaned as they were marched into the principal’s office.

Principal Thompson stared at them over his glasses. “Do I want to know why a cat, a robot, and a bag of crackers have turned my teachers’ lounge into a snack battlefield?”

“Nope,” Chip said immediately.

“Definitely not,” Mia added.

“Clean it up. Then quietly find that mouse.”

Back in the janitor’s closet, Mia sat on an overturned bucket while Chip tinkered with a flashlight.

“We need something calm,” she said. “Mr. Nibbles is probably scared.”

They created a cozy trap: a cat bed lined with Chip’s sweatshirt, a slice of Mia’s sandwich, and Mr. Penrod’s science coat nearby for a familiar scent.

They left it beside the lost-and-found, turned off the lights, and waited.

Ten minutes later, there he was.

Mr. Nibbles peeked out from under a bench, sniffed the air, and tiptoed toward the sandwich.

Mia held her breath.

Whiskers watched from her perch, smugly licking a paw.

Mr. Nibbles curled up in the bed like he’d never left.

They returned him to his cage (this time latching the door three times), apologized to half the staff, and received a stern lecture from Principal Thompson.

But Mr. Penrod was strangely pleased.

“Excellent thinking under pressure,” he said. “I’m giving you both five extra credit points in science.”

Mia beamed.

Chip shrugged. “Totally worth it. Even if Whiskers is now banned from the west hallway.”

Whiskers didn’t care. She had claimed the janitor’s mop bucket as her new throne.

And Mr. Nibbles?

He was already planning his next escape.
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IT BEGAN WITH A VENDING machine. And ended with a hallway revolution.

Chip was staring at the vending machine as if it had personally betrayed him.

“Three minutes. Three whole minutes to get here, pick a snack, and get to class. That’s unacceptable.”

Mia sipped her juice box. “Or you could pack snacks like a normal person.”

“That would admit defeat,” Chip replied dramatically.

His locker was at the far end of the 300 hall. The vending machines that were glorious, humming, and stocked with barbecue chips were all the way near the front office.

I wasted fifteen seconds dodging the Tuba Twins,” Chip muttered, flipping open a notebook labeled: Operation: Locker Swap.

Mia’s eyes widened. “You’re really doing this.”

“Of course I’m doing this. I’ve mapped out ideal locker locations, created a swap grid, and listed potential trade partners.”

He held out a color-coded chart. Mia blinked.

“This one’s near the vending machine, the water fountain, and has a perfect backpack hook. It’s the holy grail of lockers.”

Mia raised an eyebrow. “You want to switch lockers with someone... in secret?”

“No one has to know. It’s just... a strategic realignment of storage.”

The First Swap

Step one: Convince Nigel Thompson, current occupant of Locker #142, to switch.

Chip approached him at lunch with a very official-looking document labeled: Locker Optimization Assessment Form and a bag of gummy worms.

Nigel blinked. “You’re giving me snacks to move to a bigger locker?”

“Exactly,” Chip said. “More airflow. Better acoustics. Room for a poster of your pet iguana.”

Nigel was sold.

That afternoon, the switch was executed quietly between periods. Chip moved his stuff. Mia stood guard.

“Easy,” he said. “Too easy.”

The Domino Effect

The next day, three more students came to Chip.

“You helped Nigel get a locker upgrade,” said one. “Can I trade too?”

Word spread. Locker envy soared. Chip and Mia soon ran an underground locker exchange program.

They used code names like “Operation Side-Hinge” and “Hook Swap Alpha.”

Mia made badges. Chip made spreadsheets.

Everything was going smoothly... until someone mixed up Locker #156 and #165.

Which wouldn’t have been a big deal except #156 belonged to Coach Reynolds. And it wasn’t a student locker.

“I found someone's science project and an empty energy drink can in my supply locker!” he roared at lunch.

Chip slowly lowered his sandwich. “That may have been... a clerical error.”

By Monday, the hallway was in chaos.

Students couldn’t find their lockers. Teachers were missing whiteboard markers. One poor kid kept opening random doors looking for his gym clothes.

Principal Thompson summoned Chip and Mia to the front office.

“Do either of you know why there’s a waiting list for locker trades?” he asked coolly.

“Define ‘waiting list,’” Chip said.

She gave him a long look.

“Effective immediately, no locker swapping without administrative approval. And if I see one more ‘Locker Liberation Form’ in my inbox...”

“You've got the forms?” Mia asked
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