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For Mum,

Thank you for all your love and support.

I hope you enjoy Book 2!
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Description
Black-and-white illustrated map of Saint George’s Park, England’s national football centre. On the left, a flag with a cross and the words ‘Saint George’s Park’ is above labelled areas including ‘The Sir Bobby Charlton Building’ and ‘Gary Lineker Pitch’, shown as rectangular football pitches and shaded tree clusters. Other labelled areas include the ‘Hotel’, ‘Cryotherapy Chambers’ and ‘National Football Centre’. Marked pitches include ‘Sir Alf Ramsey Pitch (indoor training dome)’, ‘Pitch 7’, and ‘Alan Shearer Pitch’. A circular target-style logo appears in the bottom-right corner. A path leads to the Outdoor Leadership Centre, arranged around trees, footpaths, and multiple football pitches.
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Chapter One

‘Hey, I’m off to practice! See you later, sis – oh, and tell Dad not to nick the chips I left in the fridge, yeah? That goes for you too!’

Ethan was trying his best to sound and act normal, but as he opened the front door of Tredwell House, he finally let his true emotions out with a loud sigh, followed by a big gulp of fresh evening air.

‘Right, let’s do this,’ he told himself, turning up the collar of his Hurricanes club tracksuit.

When the 34 bus arrived, Ethan successfully bagged his favourite seat – top deck, front row, left side – and then put his headphones on and pressed play on his ‘Game-Time Mix’. Those bangers never failed to get him hyped for football.

Ethan had been part of the Under-14s squad for more than a month now, so why was he suddenly feeling nervous, as if it was his first day all over again? Well, that’s because he wasn’t just setting off for any old training session; no, it was the first one since the wild drama at Wesley Park, where Ethan had successfully stopped the club’s owner, Joanne Campbell, from fixing the cup final.

Not that anyone really knew about his role in all of that, though. With the help of Agent Swift and Department Eleven, Ethan had successfully kept his football spy stuff a secret. For now. All the Hurricanes fans and players knew was that their team had lost the final, their owner was now under investigation, and for some strange reason, the match had ended with Jayden, the Under-14s captain, throwing punches at Ethan on the pitch …

So as he walked through the gates of the Hurricanes Training Centre again, Ethan had no idea what to expect – from his coaches, from his teammates, and especially from Jayden, who had turned out to be Joanne Campbell’s young partner-in-crime. Actually, was Jayden even a Hurricane any more, or had he been kicked off the team for good?

There was only one way to find out. After taking another big gulp, Ethan walked in through the academy entrance, and then into the changing room.
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The hum of chatter, the clatter of boots on concrete floor, the cackles of echoey laughter – so far, so normal. Scanning around from right to left, Ethan saw plenty of familiar faces, but there was no sign of Jayden anywhere. Phew!
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‘Hey Eth! How’s it going?’

It was Dominic Okeke, the team’s striker and top-scorer. Next to him sat Lucas Peterson, their goalkeeper, and Charlie, their left winger, and all three of them were smiling at him. ‘Wanna come sit with us?’

OK, well that settled it; if the star players were inviting Ethan to hang out, then Jayden was definitely not there.

‘Thanks, but I’m gonna find Callum—’ Ethan began to reply, but Dominic wasn’t taking no for an answer.

‘Callum, come sit with us too!’ he called out. ‘We’re all friends and teammates here.’

‘Sure, why not?!’ Ethan shrugged and grinned. Tension, what tension? It turned out he had been worrying over nothing. For the Hurricanes Under-14s, a new, nicer era was just kicking off.
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Out on the training field, the good vibes continued. Ethan really felt like part of one big, happy team as they all ran sprints, practised rondos, and did the usual passing and shooting drills together.

‘Nice one, mate!’ Sam called out, when Ethan set him up with a perfect one-two. Before the cup final madness, Sam had been Jayden’s best friend and central midfield partner, but that was all in the past now, forgiven and forgotten.

No problem, Ethan thought but didn’t say out loud. All in a day’s work for a midfield maestro!

With his spy work on pause for a while, Ethan felt freer than he had for a long time, as if a heavy, weighted training vest had suddenly been lifted off his shoulders. Ahhhhh, much better! It was so good to just focus solely on football for a bit, and it was already showing in his performance on the pitch.

‘Well played, Ethan – excellent!’ he heard Coach Ferguson clapping and cheering on the sidelines.

Thanks, Boss! Ethan was buzzing, his confidence at an all-time high. After years of shining quietly in the Cage at Horton Crescent, he was finally living out his big dream: playing for Hurricanes FC, his favourite team in the world. And for the first time since joining the club, he could clearly see the path laid out ahead of him, from the Under-14s all the way through to the first team. Because if Jayden really was gone, then that left only two natural central midfielders in the whole squad: Sam … and him!

So, did that mean Ethan would be starting every match for the rest of the season? He didn’t want to get his hopes up just yet, but his chances of regular game-time certainly looked a lot better than before.

‘This is it; my time to shine,’ Ethan told himself as he took up his position in the middle, ready for their end-of-practice match to begin. He just had to keep calm and keep doing what he did best: playing the ball around quickly and cleverly, never giving it away, and making his team tick.

Control, pass, move.

Control, pass, move …

‘Yessssss!’ As soon as the whistle blew, Ethan was off, bursting into space, and calling for the ball. While he waited for it to arrive, his eyes kept scanning all around him.

Where were each of his opponents?

Over his shoulder, Ethan could see Sam watching, waiting, and blocking his way forward. To his right, Callum was closing in on the press; to his left, Alfie was getting ready to pounce on anything less than a perfect pass; and further up field, Lucas had his hands full, marking Dominic.

Hmmm, tricky, and where were each of his teammates?

Dominic was up front, obviously, but even a passmaster like Ethan wasn’t going to be able to get the ball to him directly. Dylan? He was sitting deep for the return pass. Charlie? He was hugging the left touchline of their mini pitch, and Karim? ZOOM! Suddenly, he was on the move, making a great run from the right to the middle …

With his first touch, Ethan gently cushioned the ball, while quickly swivelling his body round to shield it from Callum. Then PING!, with the outside of his right foot, Ethan curled a beautiful pass just beyond the reach of Sam’s outstretched leg, and perfectly into the path of Karim’s run. Seconds later, their team was celebrating the opening goal.
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‘Cheers, Eth!’ Karim shouted, throwing an arm around his teammate’s shoulder.

‘Hey, didn’t I tell you?’ Dominic declared smugly, giving Ethan a high-five. ‘This guy’s an absolute genius!’

Whoa, what was he supposed to say after that? Ethan wasn’t a centre-of-attention kind of person, or player, so with a look of pure embarrassment on his face, he turned and ran back into position, ready to keep quietly running the show for his team.


… 2-0 (Dominic, assist by Charlie),

3-0 (Dominic, assist by Karim),

3-1 (Callum, assist by Sam),

3-2 (Alfie, assist by Callum),

4-2 (Charlie, assist by Dominic) …



‘Right, everyone in!’ Coach Ferguson called out eventually, bringing their match and the session to an end.

‘Well trained today, boys – the energy was excellent, and so was the football,’ he said, standing in front of them with his hands on his hips and a ball trapped under his right boot. ‘Before you go, I’ve got a couple of important bits of news to share with you all. First up, as I’m sure you’ll have noticed, Jayden isn’t here, and I wanted to let you know that, unfortunately, he’s no longer part of this team.’

Coach Ferguson paused, expecting questions, but instead, there was a gloomy silence.

‘We’ll be naming a new captain soon,’ he continued quickly, ‘but in the meantime, we’re going to share the role between Dominic and Lucas.’

Interesting! Looking over, Ethan saw his two teammates smile at each other, but were things about to get competitive between them? That thought would have to wait, however, because Coach Ferguson was still speaking, and he was moving on to the second item on his agenda …

‘Now, with all the shady business that went on with the EX owner of this fantastic football club,’ he said, looking awkwardly down at the floor for a moment, ‘and with this year’s European Youth League starting soon, we figured you boys could maybe do with a bit of a team-bonding trip to lift the spirits. And as luck would have it, we’ve just been offered the opportunity of a lifetime – a six-day training camp at … St George’s Park!’

What? Really?! There was a loud, group gasp, then Ethan and his teammates all looked around at each other with wide eyes and wide-open mouths. St George’s Park? Wow! This was by far the biggest and best news they’d ever heard – they were heading off to the home of the England national football team!

Ethan was speechless with excitement, but his teammates? Not so much:

‘Waaaaaaa, no way, man, I heard that place has got, like, fifteen football pitches!’ Dominic said eagerly. ‘Plus, a full-size indoor 3G pitch with stands and everything.’

‘And five different swimming pools, going all the way from freezing to boiling!’ added Lucas.

‘And ice baths with treadmills at the bottom!’ added Sam.

Charlie shook his head and laughed. ‘Come on, mate – you’ve definitely made that up!’

‘No, I swear—’

‘Right, settle down, settle down – I’m not finished yet!’ Coach Ferguson called out, interrupting their lively debate about St George’s Park’s true – and false – facilities. ‘OK, on to the boring stuff – the dates they’re offering us are during half-term next week, so we don’t have long to get things sorted. I’m going to need these permission forms filled out by your parents and returned by Thursday’s practice, otherwise we’re leaving you behind. Gottit?’

‘Yes, Coach!’ the Hurricanes Under-14s all cheered together.
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Chapter Two

‘Dad, Dad! Guess what?’ Ethan called out as he flung the front door open.

The response he was looking for was pretty obvious, but Nigel Fox was too much of a joker to just play along with his son.

‘Errr, you sat next to an alien on the bus? You finally realised Pickled Onion Monster Munch are truly disgusting? No? Ah that’s a shame … Oooh, I’ve got it, you’ve discovered the Eighth Wonder of the World and it’s Hurricanes FC?’

It took Ethan’s fiercest scowl to finally make his dad give up his ‘hilarious’ guessing game. ‘Fiiiiiiine. What?’

‘We’re going to ST GEORGE’S PARK!’ Ethan announced, slapping the permission letter down on the kitchen table in triumph.

‘No way, that’s brilliant news!’ his dad cheered loudly before switching from football fan back to responsible parent with the help of a pair of ancient reading glasses. ‘But I suppose I should take a look at this form before I sign … Oh wow, you didn’t say it was a six-day training camp … and it’s happening next week? Hmmm, that’s strange; it doesn’t mention anything about money! Surely this kind of thing costs a small fortune?’

Ethan shrugged. Coach Ferguson hadn’t said anything about the players paying for the trip. ‘Maybe the Hurricanes have got a really good last-minute deal? Or maybe there’s like a lottery or something, and we just got really lucky …’

His dad nodded and smiled, ‘Oh well, as old folk like me like to say, you should never look a gift horse in the mouth. Cinderella, you may go to the football camp! You know, I was going to suggest you did some work experience with me this half-term, but I guess this is what they call “a better offer”, eh?’

‘You bet it is – thanks, Dad!’ Ethan replied, suddenly feeling relieved as well as excited. Playing football at St George’s Park versus working as an electrician’s assistant – there was only ever going to be one winner in that battle.

‘Hey, what’s all the whooping about?’

It was Izzy, standing in her bedroom doorway, with fluffy slippers on her feet and a curious frown on her face.

‘Oh, hey sis, we were just err—’

Izzy was the one and only person, outside of Department Eleven, who knew the truth about Ethan’s secret role as a football spy. Since finding out, she had become even more protective of her little brother than before, so would she try to stop him from going on the trip? For that reason, Ethan had been planning to speak to his sister separately, but now it was too late to stop their proud dad from spilling.

‘Your baller brother here is off to St George’s Park with the Hurricanes!’

‘Oh wow, congrats,’ Izzy replied, but with only a fraction of their dad’s enthusiasm. Instead, she wanted more information first. ‘When?’

‘Half-term.’

‘I see … that’s soon. How long for?’

‘Six whole days!’ their dad answered for him.

Izzy puffed out her cheeks in surprise. ‘Huh, and how many hundreds of pounds is this fancy football holiday gonna cost?’

‘That’s what I asked, but it’s all free, apparently!’

‘Yeah, Coach Ferguson told us there was a late cancellation or something,’ Ethan said, trying to make it all sound very casual, but as he listened to the words coming out of his mouth, they only seemed to add to the mystery.

Ethan searched his sister’s face for clues, but trying to work out how she really felt about something was impossible:

Worried? – about him being away from home on his own for so long, and so soon after his dangerous adventure at the cup final.

Suspicious? – about why the trip was happening so fast, and for free.

Jealous? – probably not about the actual football trip, but definitely about their dad’s excitement …

‘Anyways, I better be getting back to the books,’ Izzy said, edging back into her bedroom. ‘Big news, bro – you must be buzzing.’

‘Thanks,’ Ethan muttered back, but all of a sudden, that buzz had begun to fade.

‘Hey, don’t worry, she’ll come round to the idea,’ their dad said, putting a hand on Ethan’s shoulder and reading his mind. ‘You know what Iz is like; she’s just looking out for you. I’d say at the moment it’s seventy per cent big sister energy and thirty per cent exam stress, so go easy on her and don’t take it personally. Now, you want me to heat up your dinner while you take a shower? Because in the nicest possible way, son, you stink.’

‘Thanks, but I think I’ll just have the chips I left in the fridge.’

Suddenly, his dad looked very sheepish. ‘Ah, so about those …’

‘Nooooo, I told Izzy—’ Ethan began to argue, but then he saw the big grin spreading across his dad’s face.

‘Ha, just kidding, kiddo! Goodnight, and sweet dreams of St George’s Park.’
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On the walk to school the next morning, Ethan’s friends did an excellent job of getting him buzzing again.

‘Mate, that’s EPIC news!’ Finn yelled over the angry roar of London rush-hour traffic. ‘You’re gonna have the best time EVER. Make sure you take loads of pics, yeah? Oh wait, no, I think St George’s Park might be one of those high-security places where they make you hand in your phones at the door …’

‘Really, you reckon?’ Isaac replied, his eyebrows raised in disagreement as usual. ‘That’s mad, innit – I mean, it’s not exactly MI5, is it? What are they so worried about – football spies trying to steal their tactics boards?’

Although Ethan managed to laugh along with the others, his heart had skipped a big beat at the unexpected sound of the words ‘football spies’. Boy, if only his friends knew what he’d really been up to recently …

‘But seriously, Maestro – you’re killing me here!’ Omar said, bringing things back to football like always. ‘First Hurricanes FC, now St George’s Park, next stop: European Youth League – it’s like you’ve stolen my list of life goals and you’re ticking them off one by one just to spite me!’

‘Sorry, mate,’ Ethan smiled mischievously. ‘I promise I’ll send you a postcard if I can.’

‘Hmmm, I wonder if they sell ones saying “Glad you’re not here!”?’ Isaac joked, and then dodged out of the way of Omar’s fierce, flying kick just in time.
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During the school day that followed, Ethan found his thoughts drifting out of the window and off to St George’s Park again and again.

Period One: Maths – how many days do I have left before we leave? Well, it’s Wednesday today so 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 more days this week, plus 1 next week = 6! Ooooh, less than a week to go …

Period Two: History – when did St George’s Park first open – was it 2011 or 2012? Well, I remember Roy Hodgson was the England manager in all the photos, so that means it has to be 2012, right?

Period Three & Four: Double Science – Wouldn’t it be awesome if they let us use all the cool sports science stuff at St George’s Park! I’d love to have a go in one of those super-cold cryotherapy chambers, or even better, on one of those anti-gravity treadmills. I mean, who doesn’t want to feel like an astronaut running on the moon?

Period Five: French – Hmmm, I think AS Monaco once trained at St George’s Park … and Nantes? Or was it Nice? Or maybe both? I’ll have to look it up later …

Period Six: Computing – I wonder if Finn’s right about the high-security there, and if so, what are we talking – full body scanners like they have in airports? Specialised computer systems to prevent cyber-attacks? I guess lots of very rich, famous footballers do stay there, but still, it can’t be that dangerous, can it? Hmmm, maybe I should at least tell Agent Swift where I’m going, though, just in case …

At their last meeting at the Warren, Agent Swift had accepted Ethan’s request to take a short break from spying, but only on one condition: that he kept Department Eleven informed about any ‘significant changes or activity’. And a six-day trip to St George’s Park definitely counted as significant activity, at least as far as Ethan was concerned …

So at the end of the day, while he waited for his friends outside the school gates, Ethan decided to take his special spy phone out of his hidden backpack pocket and send Agent Swift a quick update. ‘No big deal, but I’m going to St George’s Park for a six-day training camp’ – that kind of thing.

But before he could even begin typing, Ethan saw a new message pop up on the screen. Opening it, he read:


Good news, your Swift taxi is booked! Scheduled pick-up: 3:15.



What?! How?! Ethan glanced up and all around him with a look of wild confusion on his face. Because surely it couldn’t just be a coincidence that this message had arrived at the exact moment he’d pulled out his spy phone for the first time in days? Someone had to be watching him. A shiver ran down Ethan’s spine as he remembered what Agent Swift had told him back at the beginning, during their first-ever meeting at the Warren:

‘We have eyes everywhere.’
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Chapter Three

When the iris scanner beeped and the Warren door swung open, Ethan found himself face to face with Agent Swift once again.

‘Ah Maestro, there you are – my apologies for interrupting your football focus,’ he greeted Ethan with an awkward pat on the back. ‘But it’s good to see you, and we have lots to discuss.’

‘We do?’ Ethan replied, with a wary frown.

‘We do,’ Agent Swift agreed, adjusting the baseball cap on his head. ‘Or have you forgotten about your big trip to St George’s Park next week?!’

[image: An illustration of a baseball cap with the logo of a bird flying with outstretched wings.]
‘Wait, you know about that already? How? I was just about to—’

‘As you know, 006, we have strong links throughout the football world,’ Agent Swift answered mysteriously. ‘But you must be wondering exactly why I brought you here today – follow me, and I’ll explain everything in my office.’

The Department Eleven headquarters was a real world of two halves: at the front, it was a filthy taxi office, but beyond the double-security-locked door, it suddenly transformed into a super-stylish modern workplace. As they walked along the main corridor, Ethan peered in through every window that he could see through, but the high-tech rooms were all empty. Huh – 002 had driven him there to the Warren like usual, but where were the rest of the Swift Division? Had they already moved on to their next missions?

Before they reached Agent Swift’s office, Ethan stopped to quickly scan the wall of screens they called ‘The A List’. Was the Hurricanes FC Training Centre still one of their top ten areas of interest? No, apparently not, and he couldn’t see his home up there either …

‘Don’t worry, we’ve moved 117 Tredwell House down to the B List,’ Agent Swift said, making a very rare joke that didn’t even get a smile from Ethan.

Once they were sat down comfortably with cups of tea and hot chocolate, and a big plate of biscuits in between them, Agent Swift began:

‘Maestro, you must be very excited about your upcoming training camp, and we want to make sure everything goes smoothly for you, both on and off the football pitch. To achieve that goal, however, we’ll need to get you prepared for your … adventure.’

Prepared? Ethan thought to himself. Prepared for what? But before he could ask, Agent Swift continued. ‘I hope you don’t mind, 006, but I’ve set you up with some after-school spy training sessions over the next few days – Target Practice with 002, Navigation with 003, and Elicitation Level 2 with 004. But don’t worry, all that can wait until tomorrow; for today, Humphrey here just has a few new gifts to give you …’

As the small robot assistant completed his journey across the room, Ethan could see that his silver tray was fully loaded with gadgets.

‘Good day to you, sir – I do hope I find you well?’ Humphrey said with his usual good manners, but without waiting for an actual answer. ‘It’s your lucky day, as I have lots to show you. We’ll begin with your new torch.’

A torch? Why on earth would Ethan want an old-school torch like that? At St George’s Park, if he needed to find his way to the toilet in the middle of the night, surely he could just use the one on his phone instead?

‘The FluoroBeam 4000 might look like an ordinary, traditional torch, but in fact, it has several special features,’ Humphrey explained, as if he’d eaten the user manual. ‘It can be switched on by using the button or by the sound of your own voice – once you’ve set up your code word, of course, which will be … “Strike”. The beam is not only incredibly powerful, but also very narrow and focused, so perfect for a spy in a spot of bother, sir.’

A spot of bother? Seriously, who had written the robot’s language – an upper-class gentleman from the 1800s? No, more likely, it was just 005 making himself laugh … But more importantly, what kind of ‘bother’ was Department Eleven expecting, exactly? Before Ethan could ask, however, Humphrey dropped the torch in his hand and moved on to the next item on his tray.

‘This, sir, is the NaviGO Mapmaster, a stylish wristwatch but also, with the click of the top left button, a very accurate compass that uses the very latest GPS technology. My records suggest that … 003 … will show you how to use it on … Thursday … at … 15:45.’
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Ethan’s ‘thanks’ was
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