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School started out like any other day. The students were sitting in their homeroom, waiting for the announcements . 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. During the day, students used the school, 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 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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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 creative and comes up with unusual 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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Book One Science Fair Mystery 
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The Case of the Science Fair That Changed
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THE RAIN HAD BEGUN sometime during second period and had settled over United Middle School in a steady gray curtain that made the windows along the main hallway look cloudy and dim. Inside the building the excitement surrounding Science Fair Week had reached the point where students were practically vibrating with nervous energy as they carried projects from room to room. They argued over missing extension cords, and attempted to keep fragile displays upright while navigating crowded hallways filled with backpacks, rolling carts, and clusters of students talking loudly about judges, ribbons, and experiments that may or may not explode.

Jake Harper had just finished shoving his history book into his locker when the overhead speaker crackled unexpectedly to life. It causes conversations throughout the hallway to falter for a moment before Principal Thompson’s calm voice echoed through the building.

“Jake Harper, Emily Carter, Max Bennett, and Amy Reynolds, please report to the office immediately.”

Jake paused with one hand still resting against the locker door while several nearby students immediately turned to stare at him with open curiosity. Being called to the office during Science Fair Week almost always meant one of two things: either somebody had accidentally set something on fire, or something strange had happened somewhere in the building.

Amy Reynolds appeared beside him almost at once, slightly out of breath from hurrying down the hallway with a folder pressed against her chest. She had  several colored pencils tucked behind one ear, while her expression carried the kind of eager concern that usually meant her imagination had already developed at least six possible disasters before anyone had explained the actual problem.

“Do you think something exploded?” She asked quietly, lowering her voice as though that possibility somehow made the question more respectful.

Max Bennett approached from farther down the hallway with his backpack hanging from one shoulder and his usual calm expression firmly in place.  Jake noticed immediately that he was already paying attention to the surrounding reactions, which meant his mind had likely started analyzing possibilities before he had even reached them.

“Statistically,” Max said dryly while adjusting the strap on his bag, “Science Fair Week increases the likelihood of hallway emergencies by at least forty percent.”

“That is not a real statistic,” Emily Carter informed him as she stepped neatly around two students carrying a papier mâché volcano. Her notebook was already tucked beneath one arm as though she instinctively expected facts to become important the moment the office called them in.

“It feels real,” Max replied.

Emily frowned slightly while glancing toward the office hallway. “If something actually exploded, Mr. Penrod probably would have handled it before the principal called us.”

Jake pulled his locker shut with a metallic clang and sighed. “The fact that none of us finds that reassuring probably says something.”

Together the four of them started toward the office, weaving through the increasingly chaotic hallways while students hurried past carrying poster boards covered in graphs, cardboard bridges, and half-finished robot parts. There were projects that looked alarmingly unstable even before reaching the gymnasium, while from somewhere near the science wing, a loud crash suddenly echoed through the corridor, followed almost immediately by somebody shouting, “Catch it!”

Amy winced. “That sounded expensive.”

“That sounded predictable,” Emily corrected while making a quick note in the margin of her notebook for reasons nobody entirely understood except Emily herself.

As they reached the office, Mrs. Pease looked up from behind the front desk with an expression that immediately told Jake the morning had already become far more complicated than normal.  Although the school secretary was almost always composed and organized, there was the faintest trace of exhaustion around her eyes that suggested she had already answered too many questions before lunchtime.

“Oh good,” she said with visible relief as the investigators approached. “He’s waiting for you.”

Jake slowed slightly near the desk. “That serious?”

Mrs. Pease lowered her voice while straightening a stack of folders beside her keyboard. “Principal Thompson has used the phrase ‘unprecedented complication’ three separate times this morning, and in my experience, that is rarely a promising sign.”

Max folded his arms thoughtfully. “That definitely means bad.”

Before anyone could ask another question, the office door opened. Principal Thompson himself stepped into the doorway, his expression calm but thoughtful as he motioned for the four students to come inside.

The principal’s office looked more cluttered than usual, with several folders spread across the desk beside photographs, printed schedules, and what appeared to be handwritten statements from students or teachers.  Rain tapped softly against the windows behind him and adding to the heavy feeling already settling over the room.

“Thank you for coming so quickly,” Principal Thompson said once the door had closed behind them, clasping his hands together thoughtfully while looking at each of them in turn. “I wish I were bringing you in under less unusual circumstances, but something happened overnight during science fair preparation that I believe requires careful attention.”

Emily’s posture straightened almost immediately. “Something was stolen?”

“Not exactly.”

“Damaged?” Max asked.

Principal Thompson hesitated briefly before sliding several photographs across the desk toward them. “Altered.”

Jake stepped closer first, studying the pictures carefully while the others gathered beside him, and almost immediately he understood why the principal had called them in.  Although none of the projects appeared destroyed, several had clearly been changed in ways that would ruin the presentations without making the sabotage immediately obvious.

One display had all of its labels switched backward.

Another had carefully altered the calculations.

A third appeared to have had wiring moved just enough to guarantee the demonstration would fail at exactly the wrong moment.

Amy looked troubled almost immediately. “Somebody did this on purpose.”

Principal Thompson nodded slowly. “And whoever did it knew enough about the projects to make changes that would not necessarily be noticed until judging began tomorrow morning.”

Emily’s eyes narrowed slightly as she studied the photographs more carefully, already slipping into the focused analytical mindset the others recognized immediately. “These are detailed changes,” she said quietly. “Not random vandalism.”

“Exactly,” Principal Thompson replied.

Jake looked up from the photographs. “Who had access to the gym last night?”

And that was the moment the mystery truly began.
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The Projects That Didn’t Match
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By the time the investigators reached the science wing, the atmosphere inside United Middle School had shifted from ordinary science fair excitement into something far more worrisome, Students were still hurrying through the hallways carrying projects, arguing over display boards, and balancing fragile inventions in their arms, but there was now a nervous tension moving quietly beneath the noise. It was as though word had already begun to spread that something was wrong.

Near the entrance to the gymnasium, Mrs. Griggs stood beside a folding table stacked with extra supplies while checking inventory sheets with the focused concentration of someone trying desperately to keep several hundred middle school students from accidentally destroying months of preparation in a single afternoon. When she noticed Jake and the others approaching, the expression on her face immediately softened with visible relief.

“Oh, well,” she said while pressing one hand against the clipboard she carried. “Please tell me Principal Thompson sent you.”

“He did,” Jake answered.

Mrs. Griggs sighed quietly. “Then perhaps one of you can explain why there is caution tape hanging across the seventh-grade hallway with the words RESTRICTED INVESTIGATION ZONE written in marker.”

Every member of the group slowly turned toward Mia Torres, who had appeared seemingly out of nowhere beside the gym doors, carrying two clipboards and a flashlight she absolutely did not need.

“It was crowd control,” Mia defended immediately, while adjusting the caution tape draped dramatically over one shoulder like some kind of detective cape. “People panic during crises.”

“There was no crisis,” Emily informed her flatly.

“There was potential for a crisis,” Mia corrected.

Chip Bennett wandered into view behind her while eating pretzels from a crumpled bag and carrying what looked suspiciously like a science fair judging sticker attached to his sweatshirt.

“In fairness,” he said thoughtfully between bites, “the tape did improve hallway traffic.”

Emily stared at him. “Where did you even get pretzels?”

Chip looked mildly surprised by the question. “I had them earlier.”

“That does not answer anything.”

Mrs. Griggs closed her eyes briefly as though deciding not to ask additional questions for the sake of her own sanity before gesturing toward the gym doors.

“Mr. Penrod is waiting inside,” she said. “And if any of you see a missing display board labeled Comparative Seed Growth, please tell me immediately. It disappeared sometime after the third period, and I no longer trust anything in this building.”

As the group entered the gymnasium, the sheer size of the science fair spread out before them almost made the room feel transformed. There were  rows upon rows of projects stretched across the polished floor beneath hanging banners and fluorescent lights. Tables overflowed with models, inventions, diagrams, robotics displays, chemistry experiments, and carefully constructed presentations representing weeks of effort from nearly every student in the school.

Normally, the room would have felt exciting. Today it felt uneasy. Students clustered together, whispering quietly beside their projects. Teachers moved between tables with distracted expressions.

Several displays had already been surrounded with caution signs or pushed temporarily aside while adults examined them.

Amy slowed near the center aisle, her attention drifting across the room thoughtfully as she watched students checking their projects over and over again.

“Everybody feels nervous,” she said softly.

“That tends to happen when sabotage is involved,” Max replied while scanning the gym systematically.

Amy shook her head slightly. “No, I mean more than normally nervous. It feels like nobody trusts anything right now.”

Jake noticed it then, too. Students were watching one another and double-checking labels. They were also guarding their projects. The science fair no longer felt competitive in the usual, harmless way. It felt suspicious.

With sleeves rolled up , Mr. Penrod inspected wiring under a robotics table. When he noticed the investigators approaching, he immediately straightened with the expression of a man who had spent the last several hours trying very hard not to become frustrated.

“Excellent,” he said dryly. “Perhaps one of you can explain why a motion sensor ended up connected to a potato battery.”

Chip brightened immediately. “Did it work?”

“It smoked.”

“Oh.”

Mr. Penrod pointed toward several nearby tables. “The altered projects are over there, and another one was discovered near the back judging area ten minutes ago.”

Emily already had her notebook open by the time they reached the first display, her eyes moving carefully across every detail while Jake crouched beside the table to examine the setup more closely.

At first glance, the project looked perfectly normal.

Then Emily pointed quietly toward the labels.

“The magnetic polarities are reversed.”

Jake leaned closer immediately.

She was right.

The north and south labels had been switched carefully enough that someone unfamiliar with the experiment might never notice. The change would completely ruin the demonstration during judging.

“That wasn’t random,” Jake said quietly.

“No,” Emily agreed while writing quickly in her notebook. “Whoever changed this understood how the project worked.”

From across the aisle, Max suddenly called out to them.

“You need to see this.”

The others crossed quickly toward the robotics section where Max stood beside a small wheeled rover connected to a control panel covered in handwritten programming notes.

“The wiring was moved,” Max explained while pointing toward several disconnected leads. “Not enough to stop the robot entirely. Just enough to make it malfunction during the demonstration.”

Mr. Penrod frowned thoughtfully while folding his arms. “Which means the person responsible either understood robotics...”

“Or took enough time to study the instructions carefully,” Emily finished.

Chip wandered beside the display while chewing thoughtfully on another pretzel before glancing around the gym.

“Maybe they didn’t want to destroy the projects,” he said slowly. “Maybe they just wanted everyone to fail.”

Emily looked up sharply. “What?”

Chip shrugged. “Think about it. None of this is smashed. Whoever did it wanted the mistakes discovered in front of judges.”

For a moment, nobody answered. This changed the feeling of the mystery completely. It was deliberate embarrassment and carefully planned humiliation.

Amy suddenly appeared beside them, holding a folded sheet of paper she had found beneath one of the nearby tables.

“I think this matters,” she said quietly.

Emily took it carefully and unfolded it.

Several names on the judging schedule had been circled heavily in red marker.

Olivia Kent.

Marcus Lee.

Daphne Ruiz.

Every one of them belonged to students whose projects had already been altered.

Max frowned immediately. “That cannot be a coincidence.”

Emily’s expression sharpened as she scanned the list more carefully. “All of them are advanced division competitors.”

Mr. Penrod looked surprised. “You’re right.”

Jake glanced around the gym slowly. “So somebody may be targeting the strongest projects.”

Amy looked troubled now as students continued whispering around them. “That would explain why everyone seems afraid.”

Every student in the gym had reason to wonder whether their own project might be next.

Near the far side of the room, raised voices suddenly interrupted the moment.

“Hey!”

The investigators turned sharply just in time to see a sixth grader standing beside a collapsed display board while glitter-covered paper scattered across the floor around her.

And directly beside the disaster stood Mia Torres, holding an empty roll of tape with the expression of someone who genuinely believed she had improved the situation.

Emily closed her eyes briefly. “What happened now?”

Mia pointed defensively toward the display. “This structure lacked integrity.”

“You leaned on it,” the younger student cried.

“I was testing stability.”

Chip wandered over, studied the collapsed project thoughtfully, then nodded once. “Honestly, she has a point.”

“Mia,” Jake said patiently while hurrying over to help gather scattered papers, “you are supposed to stay away from the evidence.”

“I was conducting field analysis.”

“You climbed onto the table.”

“It improved visibility.”

Amy knelt beside the upset student immediately, helping reorganize papers while speaking gently enough to calm her down. Emily looked one argument away from physically confiscating Mia’s flashlight.

As Jake reached beneath the table to retrieve several fallen note cards, something near the floor caught his attention.

A faint gray streak marked the polished gym floor beneath the table leg. It was  powdery, not what he would expect on a gym floor.

“Emily,” he said quietly.

She crouched beside him immediately.

The streak continued beneath the neighboring tables in a thin, uneven trail heading toward the rear gym hallway.

Max joined them seconds later and rubbed a small amount between his fingers thoughtfully.

“Drywall dust, maybe,” he murmured. “Or concrete residue.”

Jake slowly followed the trail with his eyes toward the back maintenance hallway.

The same hallway Mia claimed the hooded student had disappeared into the night before.

Before he could say anything else, Mia suddenly pointed dramatically toward the far exit.

“There!”

Everyone turned sharply.

A student in a gray hoodie slipped through the doorway, carrying a cardboard box.

Jake reacted instantly.

“Come on.”

And seconds later the investigators were racing across the crowded science fair floor while Chip shoved three pretzels into his mouth at once
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