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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 love to solve mysteries that occur 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 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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JAKE IS THE 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 aspect. 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 comes 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 get 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 the skeptical one 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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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. Has a talent for thinking outside the box—sometimes way, way outside the box.

Chip Bennet—the wildcat 2.0. Chip loves chaos, solving puzzles, and eating snacks mid-investigation. If there's a mystery, he's in for the fun, not necessarily for the logic.
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Chapter One: The Show Must Go On... Or Not
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Chapter One: The Show Must Go On... Or Not

The buzz in the United Middle School auditorium was louder than a cafeteria on pizza day.
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ROWS OF STUDENTS FILED in, chattering, giggling, and craning their necks to spot friends or talent show rivals. The lights dimmed just enough to signal that something exciting was about to happen. Teachers stood along the walls with clipboards and stern expressions, trying to maintain order, but even they looked curious.

Backstage, it was a different kind of chaos.

“Where is it?” barked Mr. Penrod, the science teacher-slash-talent show emcee, as he frantically rifled through a plastic bin of cords and cables.

“Are you sure you packed it?” asked Mrs. Pease, the school secretary, balancing a clipboard, a walkie-talkie, and a box of juice boxes for the third-grade jugglers.

Jake, Emily, Amy, and Max stood to the side of the stage, watching the scene unfold.

“The microphone is gone,” Mr. Penrod declared, straightening up with his glasses slightly askew. “I packed it in this bin myself. The wireless one which is our only working mic for the stage. Someone must’ve taken it!”

“Or maybe it grew legs and walked off,” muttered Max.

Jake shot him a look. “Not helping.”

Emily tapped her fingers against her notebook. “What if it wasn’t stolen? Maybe it got misplaced or... switched.”

“Switched?” Amy asked. “Like, with what? A banana?”

Jake grinned. “I mean, if they wanted the banana to sing...”

Before Emily could respond, the stage curtain twitched. A nervous sixth grader peeked out and whispered, “Um, my ukulele song is next. Should I go out there?”

Mr. Penrod flailed. “No! Don’t go out there without the mic! The audience will riot!”

“Do middle schoolers riot?” Amy asked.

“They whine in surround sound,” Max replied.

Principal Thompson marched in, arms crossed and expression severe.

“What’s the delay?” he demanded. “We’re ten minutes behind schedule, and the third graders are already doing handstands in their seats.”

Mr. Penrod gulped. “The microphone is... missing.”

The room froze.

Principal Thompson’s eyes narrowed. “I see.”

He turned to the four young investigators. “Jake. Emily. Amy. Max. I was hoping today would be mystery-free.”

Jake raised his hand. “We were just standing here.”

“Not anymore,” he said crisply. “You have twenty minutes. Find that microphone before this auditorium turns into a zoo.”

The principal turned on his heel and exited, shoes making a sound like punctuation.

Amy blinked. “Did we just get officially recruited again?”

Emily already had her notebook out. “Let’s check the equipment room, interview the stagehands, and retrace the last time someone saw it.”

Jake grinned. “Team, we’ve got ourselves another case.”

Max sighed. “Can we solve it before intermission? I was promised nachos.”

Together, the young investigators disappeared backstage on the hunt for the missing microphone, and maybe a few more surprises than they bargained for.
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Chapter 2: Clues and Cables
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Backstage at United Middle School felt like a cross between a flea market and a tornado. Props were everywhere, cardboard trees, sequin capes, a box labeled “LIVE DOVES – DO NOT SHAKE,” and a tangle of wires that looked like a spaghetti monster had thrown a tantrum.

Jake led the group toward the back corner of the stage, where the tech crew usually kept their gear. 

“Alright,” he said, “somebody moved or took that microphone. We just have to figure out who and why.”

Emily crouched beside a black equipment crate. “These are the mic cords,” she said, lifting one carefully. “But the wireless mic case is empty.”

Amy scanned the room. “So, someone opened it. But when?”

Max pointed toward a clipboard hanging near the light switch. “There’s a sign-in sheet. Everyone who checked equipment today had to write their name.”

They huddled around it.

Sound Crew Access – Talent Show Day

Mia 

Logan T.

Harper B.

Chip 

Mr. Penrod

??? – scribbled initials: ZB?

Emily tilted her head. “Who’s ZB?”

Jake frowned. “No idea. That’s not even a full name. Could be fake.”

Amy tapped the name “Chip .” “Oh boy. If Chip’s involved, this could get chaotic fast.”

Max pulled open a cabinet and yelped. “WHOA!”

Everyone jumped. “What? What is it?” Jake asked, rushing over.

Max held up... a broken karaoke microphone bedazzled with glitter glue and googly eyes. “False alarm. But what is this?”

Jake grinned. “Probably a Mia and Chip project. Or prank.”

Emily took a step back. “Wait. If Chip was here earlier, and the wireless mic is gone... Maybe it was a prank. What if he hid the real mic to replace it with this... sparkle-monster?”

Max  made a face. “Ugh. I don’t want to solve a glitter crime again.”

“Let’s not jump to conclusions,” Jake said. “We need to find Chip and Mia and ask some questions.”

Emily added, “And whoever this ‘ZB’ is. If that’s even a real person.”

Suddenly, the walkie-talkie clipped to Max’s hoodie crackled to life.

“...to all backstage crew, we need to delay the next act. The performer refuses to go on without the microphone. And someone just found a trail of black tape leading out the side door.”

Jake’s eyes lit up. “A trail of tape? That’s practically begging to be followed!”

Amy nodded. “Grab your notebooks. We’re chasing tape.”

Max groaned. “Just once, I’d like to solve a mystery without crawling through a janitor’s closet or following duct tape into the unknown.”

Jake flashed a grin. “Where’s the fun in that?”

They took off, ducking under curtains, dodging foam swords, and following the mysterious tape trail that seemed to whisper: Come find me.
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Chapter 3: Duct Tape and a Dented Trumpet
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The tape trail led out the backstage door and down the hallway like breadcrumbs, except shinier and much stickier. It wound past the music room, looped around a trash can (twice), and finally disappeared under the closed door of the school’s supply closet.

Jake raised an eyebrow. “Well, that’s not suspicious at all.”

Amy leaned close to the door. “Do you hear that?”

They all paused. A strange thump... followed by what sounded like... humming?

Emily reached for the handle and pushed the door open slowly.

Inside, surrounded by rolls of caution tape, bent music stands, and a deflated volleyball, stood Chip, holding a dented trumpet in one hand and a roll of black duct tape in the other.

“Oh hey,” he said cheerfully. “Didn’t expect company.”

Max crossed his arms. “Why does that always mean trouble?”

Chip blinked. “What? I’m helping! Kinda.”

Max  stepped inside and pointed to the tape roll. “Helping what, exactly? You didn’t happen to take the wireless microphone, did you?”

“Nope,” Chip said, then added, “Well... not on purpose.”

Jake narrowed his eyes. “Explain.”

Chip scratched his head. “Okay, so Mia and I were going to do a comedy act. But the trumpet player bailed on us this morning. He said he got stage fright and accidentally ran into a locker. Twice. So we were gonna improvise and record our act instead, you know, lip-sync to it. But when I came to get the mic this morning, it was already gone.”

Emily raised her eyebrows. “So you didn’t take it?”

“Nope,” Chip said, looking slightly offended. “But I did try to make a fake mic using this old karaoke mic and some... accessories.” He gestured vaguely to the googly-eyed glitter thing from before.

Max sighed. “That explains the sparkle monster.”

“But I left that backstage hours ago,” Chip continued. “If someone took the real mic after that... it wasn’t me.”

Amy stepped forward. “Then what’s with the tape trail?”

“Oh.” Chip looked sheepish. “I was fixing the trumpet. It kept falling apart, so I taped it back together. Then I tripped over a music stand and dragged the tape out behind me without realizing. I kinda like the look though. It looked like a safety ribbon, but chaotic.”

Jake ran a hand through his hair. “So we have no mic, no sabotage, just chaos as usual.”

Emily nodded thoughtfully. “Still doesn’t explain the scribbled initials—ZB—on the equipment sign-out sheet.”

Chip perked up. “Wait, ZB? You mean Zoe Barston? She’s been helping the stage crew today. She’s in eighth grade. Super shy. But she’s always tinkering with the soundboard when no one’s looking.”

Jake exchanged glances with the others. “Interesting.”

Emily jotted it down. “She could’ve checked it out without permission.”

Max looked toward the hallway. “Then let’s go ask her. And maybe check the soundboard while we’re at it.”

Amy grinned. “And hey, if we don’t
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