

    
        
          Case Of The Sinister Shadow

        

        
        
          Theo Tanner Case Files, Volume 1

        

        
        
          J.T. Brock

        

        
          Published by J.T. Brock, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      CASE OF THE SINISTER SHADOW

    

    
      First edition. June 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 J.T. Brock.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231166992

    

    
    
      Written by J.T. Brock.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by J.T. Brock

	    

      
	    
          
	      Brendan Starr Sci-Fi Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Rogue Station

          
        
          
	          The Time Tunnel (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Clayton Boys Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Terror Trail

          
        
          
	          Deep Trouble

          
        
          
	          Deadly Deception

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Justin Macdonald Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Terror On Tour

          
        
          
	          The Vanishing Game

          
        
          
	          The Deadliest Stunt

          
        
          
	          Sabotage At Sea

          
        
          
	          Enemy Match

          
        
          
	          Secret Of The Sunken Treasure

          
        
          
	          Danger In The Extreme

          
        
          
	          Game Plan For Disaster

          
        
          
	          Life On The Line

          
        
          
	          The Cryptic Symbol Mystery

          
        
          
	          The Iron Statue

          
        
          
	          Mystery Of The Missing Prince

          
        
          
	          The Misty Lake Monster

          
        
          
	          Trial And Terror

          
        
          
	          Marked For Terror

          
        
          
	          Cold As Ice

          
        
          
	          Out Of Bounds

          
        
          
	          Racing To Disaster

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Justin Macdonald Teen Agent

          
        
          
	          Nowhere To Run

          
        
          
	          Line Of Fire

          
        
          
	          Over The Edge (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Running On Empty (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Against All Odds (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Theo Tanner Case Files

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Sinister Shadow

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Comic Book Crime

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Disappearing DJ

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Mausoleum Mummy

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Creepy Caretaker

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Rock N Roll Renegades

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By J.T. Brock

Case Of The Sinister Shadow (Theo Tanner Case Files, #1)

Chapter 1-Hit On The Head

Chapter 2-The Wrong Combination

Chapter 3-Cancelled Trip

Chapter 4-An Invitation I Couldn’t Refuse

Chapter 5-The Intruder

Chapter 6-Down And Out

Chapter 7-All Wet

Chapter 8-Close Call

Chapter 9-Trapped!

Chapter 10-A Lot of Trouble

Chapter 11-Spilled Milk

Chapter 12-One Mystery Solved

Chapter 13-More Trouble

Chapter 14-Tied Up

Chapter 15-A Family Connection

Sign up for J.T. Brock's Mailing List


Thirteen-year-old Theo Tanner's final year at Lakeside Public School is off to a disastrous start. Not only does he immediately clash with new kid Maverick Sloane—the basketball star everyone seems to worship—but their hallway confrontation ends with Theo's fist connecting with Maverick's nose. Now grounded and missing his family's weekend plans, Theo's future is looking about as bright as detention room lighting.

An invitation to his eccentric uncle's house thrusts Theo into a real-life mystery. The abandoned house next door has been dark and silent for months—until now. A shadowy figure is sneaking inside after nightfall, and Uncle Drew needs Theo's help to figure out why.

Between dodging Maverick in the school hallways, nursing a hopeless crush on the new girl Frankie, and piecing together clues about the shadowy nighttime visitor, Theo discovers he might have inherited more than just his late father's policeman’s badge. He might have his talent, too.

As the mystery deepens and the shadow's intentions grow more sinister, Theo must summon his courage to uncover the truth—and perhaps find his own path along the way.

The first book in the Theo Tanner Case Files. Match wits with the newest teen detective as he unravels the Case of the Sinister Shadow!
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Chapter 1-Hit On The Head
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“MOM, YOU DON’T HAVE to drop me off at the front door. I can find my way.”

“OK, Theo, I don’t want you to be late for your first day,” she remarked with a smile.

I rolled my eyes. “Look, I am a detective, after all—”

Mom started to say something, but I put up my hand. “OK, I know I’m only an amateur detective, but I think I can find the front entrance. And it’s 8:53, so I have—7 minutes to get to my homeroom.”

“Do you know where it is?” Mom said, biting her lip. “This is the first semester of having a homeroom. You might need a few minutes to find where it is.”

“I know exactly where it is. I’ve been to the Grade 8 wing before, Mom. I’m good.” I opened the door and got out. I slung my new red backpack over my shoulder after grabbing it from the backseat. 

“See you this afternoon,” Mom said with a wave. I waved half-heartedly back at her and turned around to face—my best friend, Cooper, waving at me as he got off his bike.

“Theo, over here!”

Cooper was dressed in shorts, like me, but all in black. You would think a guy who liked black clothes so much would be all depressing and moody—but not Cooper. 

“Hey Theo, like my new bike?”

“Yeah, bro, it’s awesome. Are you sure it was a good idea to bring it on the first day? Hope you got a good bike lock.”

“How come the bike couldn’t stand up by itself?” he asked with a smirk as he locked his bike up to the bike rack and slipped on the lock. 

I shrugged. 

“Because it was two tired. Ha!” he said with a laugh. “Hey, dude, we’re gonna be late,” he added. 

“We’re OK,” I said, glancing at my new cool-looking silver watch. “We have—5 minutes. We’re in the same homeroom, and we can make it in time if we leave—right now!”

I hurried towards the front entrance of the school and was about to pull the door open when another kid butted in front of me. He was tall and slim, with blond hair and a basketball under his arm. I had never seen him before. I bumped into him and knocked the basketball out of his hand. It bounced across the sidewalk and rolled into the parking lot.

“Hey, doofus!” The guy muttered. “Get my ball.”

“I’m not getting your ball,” I said. “It was your fault you dropped it. You butted in front of me and knocked into me. You go get it yourself.”

With that, I pushed past him into the vestibule.

“Dude, do you know who that was?” Cooper asked, eyes wide as he slung his backpack back up on his shoulder.

“No, who was it?” I muttered, walking along the corridor, trying to remember how to get to my new homeroom in the Grade 8 wing.

“That was Maverick Sloane,” Cooper remarked. “He just moved here from Toronto. There was an article online about him. He was the number one ranked player in his league back in Toronto, and I heard he would make the NBA in a few years. They used the word ‘prodigy’. I also heard that we were very lucky to get him—the basketball team might make the junior playoffs this year.”

It was no secret that the Lakeside Public sports department was not the greatest in the area. In fact, they usually came in last in every sport. I looked up at Cooper. “You trying out for the team this year? Maybe you could be this Maverick guy’s friend. He seems like a real charmer.”

Cooper shook his head. “You don’t know that. Look, you just had a bad first experience. He might be an all right guy.”

I was unconvinced. I liked to think I had a natural instinct about this stuff, and I got a bad feeling about Maverick. Maverick Sloane was a first-class jerk—basketball prodigy or not, and Cooper would soon find that out.

“Anyway, I am trying out for the team,” Cooper replied. “You?”

“No,” I said. “I’m not trying out for the team because I’m not good enough to get on the team, you know that,” I said with a smirk.

“That’s why you don’t think you’re good enough, Theo,” Cooper remarked, shaking his head. “You give up before you even try.”

“You read that off of an inspirational poster?” I muttered, stopping in front of Rm 115. Our homeroom. “I don’t give up before I try. I did try—remember? Last year. It’s all coming back to you now, right?”

“Yeah,” Cooper said. “I remember.”

“Look, I’m really not good at team sports. My talents lie elsewhere, so can we drop it now?”

Cooper nodded as we went inside the noisy classroom, already filled with students. The warning bell rang as we took our seats at the back of the class. A stern-looking man I had never seen before sat at the front of an old wooden desk with books and papers piled on top. He was balding, with longish hair around the sides of his head. He was short and a little overweight and had wire-rimmed glasses and a bushy moustache. His shirt was white with short sleeves and an actual pen holder in his pocket. You look up ‘dork’ in the dictionary and I’d bet that this guy’s picture would be there. 

“Class,” he called out in a high, nasally voice. “Take your seats. Please. Take your seats now.”

Everyone ignored the man. 

“Class!” he yelled a little louder—almost a screech. He stood up and came around the front of his desk. I swear the guy had on plaid pants that were a little too short, revealing white sweat socks with brown loafers. Are you kidding me? Was this dude trying to get mocked?

The class quieted down and were all staring at him like he was a freak show exhibit. 

“I am Mr. Unger,” he said, pushing his glasses up on his nose. “I will be your homeroom teacher this year. The first year of the new Grade 8 curriculum.”

“Nice pants,” someone called out from the other side of the room.

“Who said that?” Unger called out, looking around the room, pointing a stick of chalk in the air. No one answered. 

“Never mind,” he said. “I teach Grade 8 science here at Lakeside Public, home of the Marauders—Go Marauders!” he exclaimed half-heartedly, raising his fist in the air.

Just then, a tall guy came into the room. He glared at me as he moved up the aisle and took a seat next to me.

“You’re late, young man,” Mr. Unger said. “What is your name?”

“Maverick Sloane,” the boy muttered.

Great! I thought. Maverick Sloane was in my homeroom.

“Please be on time tomorrow,” Mr. Unger remarked. “I’ll give you a pass today, seeing as it’s your first day. But be warned. I don’t allow tardiness in this class.”

“Class?” I muttered to Cooper. “This is only homeroom. Sheesh, are all the teachers going to be—”. I glanced across the classroom and saw—the most beautiful girl I had ever seen! I nudged Cooper. “Who’s that?” I asked, nodding to the pretty blonde girl. 

“Don’t know, bro,” he said. “She must be new in town.”

The girl was about medium height and had long flowing dark blonde hair—and green eyes—well, I couldn’t see her eyes, but I imagined she had green eyes. She was wearing shorts—technically they were capris—she was my kind of girl! Nice pink ones with a matching pink top. She was chatting with the girl behind her.

Now, this girl I knew. Very well, in fact. Quinn Marshall was a good friend of mine. We’d known each other since kindergarten, when a bully pushed her into the sandbox. I dealt with the bully in my own way (I pushed him into a mud puddle) and Quinn and I had been friends ever since—well once I got back to school from being suspended for three days! Quinn was kind of smart and wanted to be a scientist when she got out of school. If she was in my science class, I wanted her to be my lab partner. 

I made a mental note to ask Quinn who the new girl was. I would have to wait, though. There were announcements, and one was about basketball tryouts. Maverick Sloane just nodded his head. 

There was another announcement about the Lakeside Historical Society and a club that was going to be starting up at school in the next few weeks.

“I’m going to be the head of that club,” Mr. Unger said, wrinkling his nose like he had just encountered a bad smell. “Anyone interested, please see me. We are going to be discussing the location of a lost bunker from the Second World War, in Ontario. Hidden somewhere right here in the town of Lakeside. It’s going to be exciting stuff. I’m going to need volunteers in the next few weeks to help me look for this bunker. There is a secret involved in this bunker,” he added. “Involving some townspeople.”

“Oh, yeah, real exciting,” I muttered to Cooper under my breath, who snorted. Unger glared at us from over his glasses.

The bell rang, and I headed to the door but hung back, hoping to accidentally bump into Quinn’s new friend. I bent down to tie my shoe, but when I looked up, the girl had left with Quinn. Cooper pulled my arm and dragged me into the hallway. 

“Hey!” I said. “I wanted to talk to that girl.”

“Dude, give it a rest. You got plenty of time to hook up with her later. Come on, I got math, and so do you. Let’s find it and get a good seat. I want one in the back row.” 

Suddenly, I felt something whack me on the back of the head—hard.

“Aww!” I screeched as something bounced off my head and clattered to the floor, bouncing away. It was a basketball.

I swung around to face—Maverick Sloane, who had a smirk on his face. “Sorry,” he muttered, turning around to go after his ball that was rolling down the hallway. I looked around, but no teachers had seen the incident. Cooper stared at me, eyes wide. 

“Whoa, dude,” he said. “Are you OK?”

“Yeah,” I said, rubbing the back of my head. “It just startled me more than anything.”

“You gonna let him get away with that?” Cooper said as we started back up the hallway. 

“No,” I said. “He did that on purpose. I’ll get back at him. In my own time and in my own way.”

“That’s the spirit,” Cooper said with a grin. “Just let me know when you’re going to do something so I can be there to watch.”

“Oh, I forgot a pen,” I said. “I’ll just run to my locker and grab one.”

“Hurry up!” Cooper said. “I want a seat in the back row, remember?”

I nodded, then hurried to my locker, grabbed a pen, then closed my locker and put my new combination lock back on, then met up again with Cooper as we headed to math.

“Theo! Cooper!” A voice called out from ahead of us. He was a guy about my height with spiky blond hair. He wore jeans and a button-up red shirt and white sneakers that were so white they gleamed. He waited until we got caught up.

“You guys got first period Math?” he asked, looking at his schedule.

“Yeah, you too, Xander?” Cooper remarked.

“Yes, let’s get a good seat,” he said. “Come on. I don’t want to be stuck in the front row.”

Xander Hart was another one of my friends. We had known each other for a few years. He was shyer than Cooper and me and tended to have a bit of a low self-esteem issue. He also sometimes hung around the wrong crowd—at least he did the last semester of grade 7 and had gotten suspended for a week for being involved in an incident involving some stolen goods. Nothing was ever proven, and Xander never told us the whole story.

As I walked behind him, I noticed something different about him but couldn’t put my finger on it.

“Bro, did you get your ears pierced?” Cooper blurted out as we continued to walk down the crowded corridor.

Xander turned to face us. “Yeah,” he said, beaming, continuing to walk backwards down the hallway. “Like them?”

That’s what was different. Xander sported small diamond stud earrings, one in each earlobe.

“Yeah, they’re cool, man,” Cooper remarked.

“Yeah, Xander, they are cool. I like them, too.” I said.

“Good. I was a little nervous about it. Getting them so close to school and all that. I’ve been thinking about it for a while—ever since last year. They’re not real diamonds, though.”

I knew that Xander had been hanging around with his older cousin, who was in a rock band, and that they most likely had been the influence of this recent attempt by Xander to fit in and be ‘cool’. 

He turned back around, and we continued on to math class. We reached the room and spotted three seats in the back row with our names on them. As we entered the room, two girls quickly sat down in two of the seats, leaving only one left in the very back.

“Nuts!” I muttered to Cooper, who just stopped and stared. “Dude, look who it is. Quinn and your new girlfriend.”

It was indeed Quinn Marshall and the new girl. “Let me handle this,” I said, stepping around Cooper.

I approached Quinn with a grin and stopped at her desk. “Hey! Quinn,” I said. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cooper take the last empty back seat. 

She turned to me, and her eyes lit up. “Theo! How’s it going?”

“Yeah, I’m doing great,” I said, my eyes shifting to her companion. 

“Did you end up downloading that song I told you about?” she asked, and I nodded. “Oh, Theo, this is Frankie—or Francesca, but she prefers Frankie. Frankie, this is my good friend, Theo Tanner. He’s the one I told you about. His mother used to be in a local all-girl rock band.”

“Oh, the cute guy you told me about,” Frankie said with an equally bright smile. 

“Yes,” I mumbled, my brain going to mush. 

I think I was in love!
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