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Introduction

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 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.

Two students loved to cause mischief throughout the school day.
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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 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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KIRA JACKSON

Systems Saboteur (Emeritus)

Kira didn’t start the chaos—but she made it smarter.

Quiet, clever, and always watching, Kira joined the Harmless Mischief Club after secretly hijacking one of Chip’s pranks... and improving it. With her sharp coding skills, dry wit, and an eye for detail, she became the team’s stealth expert and digital strategist.

She’s not the loudest voice, but she’s the one who rewires the system—literally. From lyric swaps to closet-label switches, Kira’s mischief is methodical, hilarious, and just a little brilliant.

CHAPTER 1: The Note Heard 'Round the Choir

Tagline: When “love” becomes “lunch,” the choir hits a high note and total chaos.
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THE CHOIR ROOM SMELLED like whiteboard markers, peppermint gum, and stress.

Miss Isaac stood at the front, clapping rhythmically while the class half-heartedly sang a ballad called “Love Is in the Air.”

To Mia, it sounded less like love and more like slow, sad yawning.

“Again,” Miss Isaac said. “But this time with emotion.”

Behind her, a projector flickered with lyrics. Chip leaned against the back wall near the AV controls, pretending to monitor the system.

He turned to Mia and whispered, “You know what would really bring emotion to this song?”

Mia didn’t look at him. “Whatever it is, the answer’s no.”

Chip opened his hands like a magician revealing a deck of cards. “What if... we changed the words just a little?”

“Define ‘little,’” Mia said.

“Like...‘love’ becomes ‘lunch.’ ‘Heart’ becomes ‘fart.’ Nothing harmful, just... unexpectedly edible and/or gross.”

Mia stifled a laugh.

“And how exactly do you plan to pull that off?”

Chip tapped the side of the projector control box.

“This baby runs off a cloud-based lyric editor. If I tweak the auto-correct settings...boom. Instant musical chaos.”

Mia squinted at him. “Did you already do it?”

Chip gave her his best innocent face.

“Would I?”

“Yes.”

He smiled wider.

Across the room, Miss Isaac clapped again. “Alright! Let’s run it one more time from the top!”

The screen blinked.

And then one by one the lyrics began to shift.

“Lunch is in the air.”

“You fill my fart with song.”

“Take me in your sandwich.”

The choir burst into confused giggles.

A soprano choked. A bass tried to keep singing and failed mid-word.

Miss Isaac blinked at the screen, then squinted.

“Wait... what are you all laughing at?”

Chip leaned over to Mia and whispered, “That, my friend, is the sound of victory.”
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Chapter 2  Miss Isaac’s Meltdown


[image: ]


The giggling started as a ripple.

By line three, it was a wave.

By the chorus...“Lunch is in the air, and I can taste it everywhere!”...the choir had officially crumbled.

Sopranos were doubled over.

Altos gasped for breath.

One tenor sang “take me in your sandwich” so passionately that even Mia nearly dropped her water bottle.

Miss Isaac froze like someone had just hit pause on her brain.

“Excuse me?” she said.

The projector flashed again.

“Your warm spaghetti touch...”

“WHAT is going on?!” she shouted, dropping her baton like it burned her hand.

Mia bit her lip hard enough to taste regret.

Beside her, Chip was trying very badly not to laugh.

“I swear,” he whispered, “this is better than I imagined.”

Miss Isaac stormed over to the AV booth, high heels clicking like a countdown.

“Who is running the lyrics file?”

“Uh, me,” Chip said, leaning casually on the monitor. “But I didn’t touch anything.”

Miss Isaac folded her arms.

“Then why are my students declaring their eternal devotion to fettuccine Alfredo?”

“That’s just... poetic?” Chip offered.

Mia stepped forward, trying to defuse the situation.

“There must’ve been an update. Like, a weird auto-correct glitch.”

Miss Isaac didn’t buy it. Her eyes narrowed like she was about to assign forty pages of solfège worksheets.

“I want this fixed. Immediately.”

Chip opened the file, made a show of typing, and reverted the lyrics to normal. The projector blinked.

“Love is in the air...”

Miss Isaac nodded, skeptical. “Better.”

Then she turned to the class.

“No more laughing. No more pasta poetry. Take five minutes and get water.”

The students filed out, still giggling.

Mia yanked Chip behind the piano.

“What were you thinking?!”

He shrugged. “Just a small rewrite. It was mostly food-based! Totally harmless.”

“Miss Isaac looked like she was about to throw a metronome at your head.”

“Worth it,” he said.

But Mia wasn’t so sure.

Because as she glanced back at the AV booth, she noticed something odd:

The settings Chip had changed were now locked.

Password protected.

And not by him.
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Chapter 3  Coding the Chaos
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After class, Mia and Chip stayed behind in the choir room, pretending to organize music folders.

In reality, they were hunched over the projector laptop in the AV booth, frowning.

Chip tapped a few keys, then frowned harder.

“That’s weird,” he muttered.

“What?” Mia asked, glancing over his shoulder.

“I had the auto-correct rules stored locally. But now they’re showing up in the cloud file. And someone added a password lock.”

“You didn’t add that?”

“Nope. And look, my login history says I wasn’t even signed in when the lock got placed.”

Mia leaned in. “Could it be an automatic update?”

Chip shook his head. “The tech is too old to auto-lock. This was manual. Someone else did this.”

They stared at the screen.

Lines of code blinked back at them looking innocent,  but now suspicious.

Chip opened the metadata logs. He wasn’t exactly a hacker, but he knew enough to find the last edited timestamp.

“Check this out,” he said. “The edit happened ten minutes after I made the lyric changes.”

“But we were in class the whole time.”

Mia slowly sat back. “So someone’s watching us.”

Chip rubbed the back of his neck. “Or... someone’s copying us.”

They stared at the laptop in silence.

Finally, Mia stood up and closed the folder full of choir warm-up scales. “We need to talk to Sherrod.”

Chip sighed. “You sure? That’s like going straight to the tech wizard.”

Mia nodded. “I’d rather deal with Sherrod now than deal with Miss Isaac holding a grudge until senior year.”

Just as they left the booth, the projector screen flashed briefly, just for a second.

Then it glitched.

Then it went black.

Chip turned to Mia, wide-eyed.

“I didn’t do that.”

Mia stared at the screen.

“...I know.”
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