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CHAPTER 1

Summer tightened her grip on the baseball bat and gave it a test swing. It had a good weight to it — she could imagine herself using it to WHACK a ball straight into outer space.
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Of course, she would have to be in her Champ costume when she did it, or anyone watching would wonder why a kid like her had so much power.

She sighed heavily and put the bat back. How she wished she could play sports as herself, but Carl was always going on about how she must remain a secret. If only she could …

‘Can I help you with anything?’ asked a sales assistant. ‘I see you have your eye on the
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ROCKSTONE SLUGGER. It’s a classic bat. You can see—’

Summer chuckled and held up a hand to stop the sales pitch. ‘It really is a nice bat,’ she said, ‘but I didn’t come in here for myself. I’m actually looking for a birthday present for my brother.’

‘I see,’ said the sales assistant. ‘And he doesn’t play baseball?’

‘Er … not really,’ said Summer awkwardly. ‘Not anymore.’

‘That’s okay! What kind of sport does he like?’
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Summer looked at the bat in her hands. She hadn’t really been thinking too hard when she’d entered the sports store. In her mind, ‘Carl’ still equalled ‘sports’. It had always been easy to find him a sports-related present before his accident, but he hadn’t played any games since and Summer wasn’t sure he ever would. She’d done some research and found out there were leagues for disabled people in the bigger cities, but there wasn’t anything like that in Rockstone.

She sighed. Maybe getting Carl something sports-related would just be a painful reminder of what he had lost.

‘My brother’s in a wheelchair,’ she finally blurted out.

‘Oh!’ said the sales assistant. ‘I see. Well, er … what about …’ She cast her eyes around quickly. ‘We have a box set of DVDs showcasing the best sporting events from Rockstone Stadium?’
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WOW, thought Summer. That was even worse. ‘Here you go, Carl, why not sit and watch other people live out the dreams you once had for yourself?’ And they didn’t even have a DVD player …

‘I’m sorry,’ said Summer, finding herself a bit choked up. ‘I don’t think this is the right shop.’

She turned away before the sales assistant could see how upset she’d become.

Summer left the sports store and walked through the mall. She checked out other shops through the windows, hoping INSPIRATION would hit. Eventually, she found herself at the toy store. Just in front of it, two boys were playing with what looked like … TALKING WEREWOLVES?
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‘Only the STRONGEST shall lead!’ declared a spiky haired wolf in a tinny voice.

‘OooOOOoooOOOooo!’ howled another.

‘MY CLAWS ARE LIKE RAZORBLADES!’ said a third, lithe and striped with glowing red eyes.

‘Alpha is stronger than Splicer!’ said one of the boys.

‘But less tricky than Treya!’ said the other.

The boys made their wolves pounce on each other, each then announcing that their wolf had won, which of course started a massive argument.

Summer noticed that the toy store had a huge display of the WEREWOLF TOYS stacked up in the front window.
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‘What are WEREWOLF WARRIORZ?’ she wondered out loud.

‘Some new cartoon,’ said a woman nearby. ‘THE LATEST CRAZE.’ She nodded at the squabbling boys. ‘My sons love it. I don’t understand it myself. Hey, you two! Knock it off.’

Summer thought the talking werewolf toys were pretty cool for a younger kid, but maybe not for Carl. What was she going to get him? She didn’t have much money to spend either.

Her phone BUZZED in her pocket. As if on cue, Carl had called her. She answered to an earful of crackling static.

[image: Image]

‘HELLO?’ she said, wincing at the harsh sound. ‘Carl, can you hear me?’

‘… zZzt… Summer, can you … zZZzzZt…’

‘Carl, you’re breaking up.’

‘… pick up some milk … zzzZzzzZZzzZT… way home?’
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The line went dead. Summer sighed. What her brother really needed was a new phone, but there was no way they could afford one.

She thought about going to the two-dollar store and getting a birthday card along with some random knick-knacks. It wasn’t her first choice, or even her second, but it would have to do.
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CHAPTER 2

Summer’s phone rang AGAIN, and she hoped it wasn’t Carl calling back to zZzt at her some more. She pulled out her phone to see Wilbur's name on the screen.

‘Hey!’ he said excitedly. ‘Guess what, I’m out with Freddy…’
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‘Freddy?’ said Summer, frowning.

She didn’t know anyone called Freddy.

‘My neighbour’s dog,’ clarified Wilbur. ‘I’m taking him for a walk. Anyway, we just stumbled over this HUGE mountain of rubbish!’
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‘Oh! Er...’ said Summer, unsure of Wilbur’s tone. ‘Is everything all right?’

‘No, it’s not like that. It’s rubbish, but it’s COOL RUBBISH!’

‘Cool rubbish?' said Summer.

‘Yeah, like broken chairs and furniture and stuff, but also this mound of CRAZY clothes. Cowboy hats, ties, jackets, a feather boa, a WIZARD’S CLOAK —you gotta see this!’
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Summer laughed and began to walk again. ‘I’m at the mall looking for a birthday present for Carl.’

‘Maybe you’ll find it here?’ said Wilbur.

‘I don’t think I can give him a chair leg wrapped in a mouldy shirt.’ Summer laughed.

‘But this stuff is AWESOME, Summer!’ Wilbur persisted.

‘Let me know if you find a brand new smartphone there,’ said Summer. ‘That would be perfect. Until then, I gotta keep looking.’

Summer smiled and hung up. She was now in front of the electronics store. The window was full of FLASHING SCREENS and expensive devices.
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She wandered in and her eyes were immediately drawn to a row of fancy—looking smartphones. She knew Carl had his heart set on a MyFone 5T – and there is was, with big, colourful signs all around it.
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Summer looked at the price tag and grimaced — it cost almost a THOUSAND DOLLARS.

With a sigh, Summer headed towards the door when a TV to the side caught her eye. It was playing an ad for the ROCKSTONE AUTUMN FAIR. There would be rides, performers, foods stalls and — her favourite bit, of course – carnival games. She watched clips of kids tossing rings onto hooks and throwing balls into the mouth of a huge turning monkey’s head. Summer grinned. Those games would be no problem for her. Then some text FLASHED up that really caught her attention.

Her eyes widened. If she entered the Runaround Games Comp at the fair, Summer would finally get a chance to compete in public — Carl couldn’t have a problem with her WINNING the Ring Throw, could he? As she warmed to the idea, more text FLASHED across the screen detailing when the event would be on and what prizes could be won.
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‘No way, the GRAND PRIZE is a brand new MYFONE 5T’ gasped Summer. ‘And it’s happening the day before Carl’s birthday. I definitely have to enter now!’

In Rockstone Library, MARCIA the LIBRARIAN sat in the staff room eating her lunch of cold beans and raw radishes. An ad for the Rockstone Autumn Fair played on a tiny TV in the corner.
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‘Oh no,’ she said, narrowing her eyes. ‘Another fair? Honestly, does this town have nothing better to do? All those kids having all that FUN, when they should be inside, being quiet and behaving themselves. They’ll make so much noise squealing and laughing, I’ll be able to hear it wherever I go!’

She watched on as the voiceover announced the Runaround Games Comp. Something began to TICK in her brain.

‘I know a certain someone who likes competitions and games,’ she said. 'Someone who may in fact have a very hard time staying away from a thing such as this.’

A smile spread across Marcia’s face.

If she paid close attention to whoever won the Grand Prize, she might learn who the Champ really was!

Her smile turned into an evil grin, showing all the bits of beans that were stuck in her teeth.

‘Perhaps I’ll pay a visit to this fair after all,’ she murmured.
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CHAPTER 3

Wilbur couldn’t believe the amazing clothing he was finding in the rubbish pile.

‘Can you wear suspenders with a Hawaiian T—shirt?’ he asked Freddy. ‘What about a polka dot tie? And why would someone throw this away?’ He draped a judge’s wig on the dog, who looked slightly bemused. ‘Did a FANCY DRESS SHOP go out of business?’

[image: Image]

‘Arf! Arf!’ barked Freddy.

‘You’re right, it does need something more,’ said Wilbur. ‘Ah, here we go.’

Wilbur fixed a bow tie to Freddy’s collar.
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‘Arf!’ said Freddy.

‘I agree, very smart,’ said Wilbur.

As Wilbur continued to unearth various treasures from the rubbish pile, something in particular caught his attention.
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‘OOo,’ he said. ‘Here’s a real find!’

It was a colourful bomber jacket with a LIGHTNING strike across the back.

‘Oh, man,’ said Wilbur. ‘Thank you for this excellent gift, universe!’

‘What did you say about the universe, NERD?’ came a mean voice, followed by a couple of sniggers.
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Wilbur got a queasy feeling in the pit of his stomach. Slowly, he turned to find none other than TRAVIS TROLE, a jock from school and all-around bad guy. Flanking him were his two thuggish cronies, RAZZ and TAZZ.
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‘Reckon I’ll be having that,’ said Travis, putting a hand on the jacket.

‘But I found it,’ protested Wilbur. ‘You can’t just—’

Travis YANKED the jacket away, scraping Wilbur’s fingers on the zipper.

‘OW!’ cried Wilbur.

‘AW,’ said Razz. ‘Gonna cry to mumma?’
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‘That jacket wouldn’t fit you anyway,’ said Tazz. ‘You’re too weeny.’

Travis grinned as he put the jacket on. ‘What do you think, boys?’

‘Looks good, Travis,’ Razz and Tazz said together, like the well-trained cronies they were.
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Wilbur was FUMING. I shouldn’t have to take this! he thought. These guys don’t know it, but I’m kind of a LOCAL SUPERHERO! Or, at least, a superhero’s sidekick!
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‘You give that back RIGHT NOW!’ he said, waggling his finger a little pathetically.

‘Don’t worry,’ said Travis. ‘I’m sure we can find you something more appropriate.’ He went to the pile and began rifling through it. ‘Hold him,’ he muttered over his shoulder.
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Wilbur SQUEAKED as Razz and Tazz clamped their meaty hands on his shoulders. Travis turned around, brandishing the long pink feather boa.
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‘This seems more your style,’ he said.

Wilbur PUSHED at his captors, struggling to get free, but there wasn’t much he could do against the three stronger boys. They wrapped the boa around him several times, pinning his arms to his sides, and then used it to tie him up to a tree!

‘Arf! Arf! Arf!’ barked Freddy.

‘SHOOOOSH!’ said Travis, lurching menacingly at Freddy, who tucked his tail between his legs and scurried behind the rubbish heap. Travis turned back to Wilbur. ‘Have fun with the rest of this crud,’ he said.

[image: Image]

The three bullies walked away, laughing.

Wilbur struggled to free himself, but he was bound tight. ‘If only I had my helmet!’ he said, feeling perfectly miserable. ‘ICE-CREAM BOY would be able to get out of this.’
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‘Arf?’ said Freddy.

Wilbur looked down to the dog, who had crept up and was now holding the loose end of the boa in his mouth.
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‘That’s it, boy!’ said Wilbur, nodding encouragingly. ‘Help me get free!’

The dog seemed to understand.

He began to run around and around the tree, unwinding the boa.

With relief, Wilbur stepped clear of the tree. Freddy, on the other hand, was now all wrapped up — but it didn’t seem to bother him at all!

‘You like that, boy?’ Wilbur asked.

‘Arf!’

‘Sure, you look great. Hang on, I’ll get a picture.’

Wilbur took out his phone and snapped a few photos. Freddy seemed happy to pose, so Wilbur grabbed a few more costumes. He’d captured some pretty funny images so he decided to upload them to his social media. People started to LIKE them right away!
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‘Okay,’ said Wilbur. ‘Travis Trole might be an awful bully, but he isn’t going to ruin my day. There’s still heaps of good stuff here. Shall we pick out some things to take home?’

‘Arf!’ barked Freddy.
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CHAPTER 4

On the way to school the next day, Summer came across a group of kids clustered around the noticeboard outside Rockstone Library.

She squeezed into the throng to see what all the fuss was about. It turned out everyone was trying to read a POSTER advertising the Runaround Games Comp at the Rockstone Autumn Fair.
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‘The first person to win a hundred tokens takes the Myphone 5T,’ someone said excitedly, pointing at the rules at the bottom of the poster.

‘That phone’s gonna be MINE!’ sung out someone else.

‘Not if I BEAT you to it!’

‘No, me!’

‘Seems like the Champ will have some competition, thought Summer.

As she listened to the chatter around her, she learned a few more things about the rules.



The competition only ran on the opening day of the fair. Tokens were handed out depending on the score — five tokens for the highest possible score, three for the second and one for the third.

Finally, players could only win tokens once at any particular game, which meant everyone had to move around and play all kinds of different games.

None of that worried Summer. What gave her pause was the maths she was now doing in her head. In order to win one hundred tokens, she needed to get the high score on TWENTY GAMES — and entry into each game was at least three dollars. Trouble was, she barely had enough money to play just one!

‘Penny for your thoughts?’ said Wilbur, almost making her jump. He was at her side smiling at her, wearing a pork-pie hat.

‘I’m going to need more than a penny,’ said Summer with a GRIMACE.
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‘Huh?’

‘Nice hat, by the way.’

Wilbur tipped it at her. ‘Why, thank you very much. But what’s got you looking so glum?’

Summer quickly explained her problem to him in a low voice. She knew she could win Carl the best birthday present ever, but only if she could find the money to actually compete.

‘I’ve got an idea,’ said Wilbur. ‘I didn’t know this until yesterday, but people really like seeing photos of pets dressed up in funny clothes.’
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Summer gave him a quizzical look.

Wilbur he got out his phone. ‘See? Look at these photos I posted of Freddy on my socials. They’ve all got a whole bunch of likes.’
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‘WOW,’ said Summer. ‘That’s a lot. Still, I don’t know how this helps us.’

‘I picked up heaps of great pieces from that rubbish pile I told you about,’ said Wilbur. ‘So how about we set up a stall outside the fair? For a couple of bucks, people can dress up their pets and get a photo!’
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Summer chuckled. It was a strange idea, but it could just WORK!

‘Okay, let’s give it a try,’ she said. ‘Thanks, Wilbur.’

‘You’ll WIN that phone for sure!’ said Wilbur enthusiastically.

‘What’s that?’ said a mean voice. ‘You think you’ll win the phone? Don’t make me laugh.’

They turned around to see none other than Travis Trole smirking at them.
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‘You might have WON the last round, Travis!’ said Wilbur, feeling bold with Summer at his side. ‘But that phone is as good as ours!’

‘Oh, yeah?’ said Travis. ‘If you win, I’ll eat my jacket.’

‘MY JACKET!’ said Wilbur.

Travis placed a hand on Wilbur’s chest.

‘You know what?’ he said. ‘I bet you can make me laugh, after all.’

Travis SHOVED Wilbur.

Quick as a flash, Summer moved to catch Wilbur under his flailing arms.

She set him back on his feet, then booted Tazz in the side and sent him SPRAWLING.

[image: Image]

She SPUN back to Travis, who was surprised by the SPEED with which she moved.

‘You leave my friend alone,’ she said.

Travis took a step back, intimidated by the intensity in Summer’s eyes, but he quickly recovered when he noticed the other kids watching.

‘Oh yeah?’ he sneered. ‘Or what? You’re just a little girl.’

‘Or else I’ll—’

‘What’s going on here?’ called a SHRILL voice.
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It was the ever-grouchy librarian! All the kids shrunk from her BEADY gaze as she stalked over from the library doors.
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‘This is a library,’ she snarled. ‘Not a BOXING RING! Don’t you lot have to get to school?’

Kids began to peel away. Travis gave Summer a final DARK GLARE, then hauled Tazz to his feet.

‘Come on, boys,’ he said. ‘We’ve got better things to do.’

‘Cowards,' muttered Summer, then turned to make sure Wilbur was okay.

‘Thanks, Summer,’ he said. He looked a little shaken.

Summer noticed the librarian watching her with her hands on hips — they were the last ones to leave.

‘WELL?’ said the librarian.
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‘Unless you want me to report you to your principal, I suggest you get out of here.’

‘Let’s go, Wilbur,’ said Summer.

‘We have a fancy dress stall to plan.’




CHAPTER 5
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Over the next few days, Summer and Wilbur planned their stall perfectly. They borrowed a tent from Wilbur’s parents, put together a front counter in Summer’s backyard, then painted signs and backdrops. All the fancy dress items they needed were sorted into various boxes.
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On the day of the fair, they even managed to rope Carl into helping them run the stall while they enjoyed the fair without letting him know their real motivations. Carl drove them and all their supplies up to a spot near the fairground entry gate.

‘You sure you guys are allowed to do this?’ Carl asked, pulling a box out of the car and onto his lap.

‘Sure,’ said Wilbur. ‘There’s no law against putting hats on dogs, right?’

‘Not really what I meant, but okay,’ said Carl with a grin. ‘I’m going to check out the fair for a bit, but let me know when you need me to cover the counter. Oh, and Summer?’ Carl pointed at her. ‘Remember, don’t go too hard on the games. You've got to–‘

‘Yeah, yeah.’ Summer waved her hands at her brother. ‘“Remain a secret”, I got it.’

Carl laughed and headed towards the entry gates. Summer and Wilbur unloaded the rest of the boxes and dragged everything into place. They set up their tent, then hung the signs on the counter. They even laid out sample shots of Freddy to help pet owners get the idea.
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‘This looks great,’ said Wilbur. ‘Okay, let’s unpack the costumes and lay them out nicely inside the tent. Then all we have to do is sit back, relax and watch the money roll in.’

As soon as Summer and Wilbur disappeared into the tent, Travis Trole snuck up with Razz and Tazz.

‘What are they doing?’ he muttered.
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‘I don’t get it.’

‘Maybe they’re just trying to spread some joy?’ said Tazz.

‘Shut up, Tazz,’ said Travis. ‘Don’t be so dense.’

‘Sorry, Travis.’

‘Whatever it is,’ said Travis, ‘I don’t like it.’

‘Here,’ said Razz, handing him a blue marker pen lying on the counter.

‘You could ruin their sign?’

‘Yeah, cross it out,’ said Tazz. ‘Or draw a gross face on it.’

‘I’ll draw your gross face on it if you don’t be quiet,’ said Travis. ‘HMM…

I think I have a better idea.’

Travis bent over the price sign and added two zeros to the end.
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‘There,’ he sniggered. ‘Let’s see how much business they get now. Now, come on, boys, I have a phone to win.’

They all snickered as they SLUNK away.

Summer and Wilbur came out of the tent to stand at the counter.

‘This is going to be so much fun,’ said Wilbur. ‘Not only will we make money, we’ll get to see pets dressed up in all kinds of funny ways. Personally, I’m looking forward to a cat done up as a pirate.’

‘What about a dog as a chef?’ said Summer.

‘Or a parrot as a policeman?’

‘Hmm,’ said Summer. ‘I don’t know if people are going to bring their parrots to the fair.’

‘We’ll see,’ said Wilbur, ever the optimist.

Together they watched as fair goers started turning up. They could see the glowing lights of the fair through the entry gates and hear lively music, but they still felt sure they would get some attention — especially from pet owners.

A man with a dog approached their stall, and Summer and Wilbur both sat up straighter, giving him big smiles. He chuckled when he saw their photos of Freddy and looked like he was keen, but then something made him frown instead, and he turned away.

‘Bummer,’ said Wilbur. ‘I was sure we had a sale there.’
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‘Don’t worry,’ said Summer. ‘Others will come.’
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More pet owners turned up for the fair. There were all kinds of dogs, the occasional cat and even one guy with a rat on his shoulder, but all of them moved on after one glance at the stall.

‘I don’t get it,’ said Wilbur. ‘I thought we were onto a winner.’

Inside the fair, Travis and his cronies were now exploring. There were RIDES everywhere, hotdog vans, fairy floss stalls and performers in costume. It was the carnival games they were looking out for the most, though.
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‘WOW,’ said Razz. ‘So much to choose from! What are you gonna play first, Trav?’

‘Hmm,’ said Travis. ‘I think it should be something where we can … even the odds, shall we say?’

He led them towards a game called ‘MONKEY’S MOUTH’.

‘So, here’s the rules,’ said the game merchant. ‘The monkey turns its head from side to side.
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You get ten balls and have sixty seconds to land as many as you can in its mouth. Afterwards, I’ll check if any balls made it to the monkey’s tummy, and we’ll see if you win.’

‘We sure will,’ said Travis, handing over his entry fee.

The merchant pressed a timer. ‘Start when you’re ready. You can—’

‘Excuse me, mister!’ shouted Razz, from further along the stall. ‘I have a question for you!’

The merchant shot Razz an irritated look. ‘What is it? I’m in the middle of running a game.’
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With the merchant’s back turned, Travis began to HURL balls at the monkey’s mouth as it swivelled back and forth. The first one bounced off its head. The second rebounded from its lip.

‘Do you get more points if you land a red ball on the monkey’s nose?’ asked Razz loudly

‘WHAT?’ said the merchant. ‘No, the colour of the balls doesn’t matter. And the aim is not to bop the monkey on the nose, young man. Let me explain …’

While the merchant was distracted, Tazz SNUCK into the stall and started rounding up Travis’s missed balls. He quickly plopped them all directly into the monkey’s mouth.
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‘But what if you hit the monkey in the eye?’ said Razz.

‘Then it counts as a miss!’ said the exasperated merchant.

With all his balls used up, Travis motioned at Tazz to get out of the stall.
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The timer went off.

‘Sorry,’ said the merchant as he returned. ‘There was a particularly … curious … young man asking strange questions. Now, let’s see how you did.’

‘I got quite a few in,’ said Travis smugly.

The merchant FLIPPED open the hatch in the monkey’s belly. He began to count out balls, and his eyes WIDENED in surprise.
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‘You sunk all ten!’ he exclaimed. ‘Have you played this before?’

‘Must be beginner’s luck,’ said Travis with a shrug.

‘Nice work, you win the top prize for this game.’

The merchant took down a WEREWOLF WARRIORZ figurine from his display shelf.

‘And...?’ said Travis. He was not interested in the toy at all.

‘And, of course, five tokens for the Runaround. Keep this up, and you’ll be well on your way to winning the MyFone 5T!’

‘Oh really?’ said Travis as he took the tokens. ‘Well, that is GOOD NEWS.’

‘What’s your name? I’ll let the scorekeeper know.’

‘Travis Trole.’

‘Good work,’ said the merchant as he picked up a walkie talkie. ‘You'll want to keep an eye on the tally board.’ He nodded to a big electronic panel positioned up high near the centre of the fair.
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‘I’ll be sure to do that,’ said Travis. ‘Now, can I play this game again?’

‘Sure, but you’ll only be competing for stall prizes. You can only win Runaround tokens once at any game.’

‘OH,’ Travis scoffed and waved his hand. ‘In that case, see ya later.’

They left the stall, and Razz joined them once they made it out of the merchant’s sight.

‘Here,’ said Travis, handing him the werewolf. ‘You can lug this.’

‘Ooh!’ said Razz. He turned over the figurine box and read the back. ‘This one is called Proudfur. She’s all about grooming, and the prettiest of the WEREWOLF WARRIORZ–’
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‘Get your head in the game!’ snapped Travis. ‘And you’re not keeping it. Maybe we can sell it to some unsuspecting kid at school.’

‘What are you gonna play next, Travis?’ said Tazz.

Travis scanned the fairground, his gaze stopping briefly on the FLASHING GAMES in every direction as he made his decision.

‘We have our first name on the tally board!’ boomed a voice boomed suddenly.
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It sounded like it was coming from way up high. Razz pointed to the speakers on either side of the tally board.

‘Great,’ said Travis. ‘Let’s keep moving.
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CHAPTER 6

Travis and his friends went from stall to stall, working out how they could cheat at each one.

At the Balloon Pop, Razz and Tazz hid in a bush and blew pins through straws at the same time as Travis flung the darts.

‘I think you hit more balloons than should even be possible!’ said the confused merchant as Travis took the tokens from her hand.

‘Er...I must have clipped a balloon on either side of a dart!’ he said hurriedly. ‘Make sure to let the scorekeeper know!’
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At the BASKETBALL TOSS, Razz snuck around to the back of the stall to get more balls than Travis was allowed to shoot. Although Travis missed a few, he eventually got enough through the hoop to get the top result.
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‘You’re cleaning up!’ smiled Tazz as Travis CLINKED more tokens into his pocket.

‘All right,’ said Travis, eying off the Can Slam and the Duck Hunt. ‘How are we going to scam these next games?’
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Outside, Summer and Wilbur grew more confused and disheartened with every pet owner who walked past them.

‘What’s going on?’ said Wilbur. ‘I can imagine a few people not being interested, but everybody?’

‘They keep looking at us like we smell of old boots,’ said Summer.

She heard a bell chime as the scorekeeper updated the tally board again. She glanced through the entry gates to where it rose up high above the fair.

In first place was TRAVIS TROLE.

She groaned. ‘Of course, it’s TRAVIS TROLE in the lead.’
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‘Hey! How’s the stall going?’ It was Carl, heading towards them with some hot dogs. ‘I bought some snacks.’ As he got closer, Carl’s smile turned into a frown. ‘Um, guys?’ he said. ‘I don’t think anyone is going to pay that much for a dog photo.’

‘But it’s only two dollars,’ said Wilbur, worried. ‘Should we make it fifty cents?’

‘Not two dollars,’ said Carl, nodding at their sign.

Summer and Wilbur came around to have a look — and both of them let out cries of shock. Someone had changed their price to two hundred dollars!
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‘Who would do this?’ said Summer.

‘Someone playing a mean joke?’ said Carl.

‘No wonder no one’s been stopping!’ said Wilbur.

They quickly fixed the sign.

‘Now, will that make a difference?’ asked Wilbur hopefully.

Almost immediately, pet owners started to show more interest.

‘What fun,’ said a little old lady with a poodle under her arm. She handed over two dollars. ‘Here you go.’
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‘Right this way, ma'am,’ said Wilbur.

‘We’ll help you pick out your lil’ fella’s costume and get started.’

A queue of customers started to form.

‘Well, this is more like it!’ said Summer. ‘But have I lost too much time to—

She quickly shut up, realising who she was talking to, and forced herself not to glance over at the tally board.

‘Too much time to what?’ asked Carl.

‘Oh, nothing,’ said Summer unconvincingly. ‘Can I help you, sir?’ she asked a man with a terrier, next in line.

The old lady emerged chortling from the tent with a photo of her pooch dressed as a policeman. As she thanked Wilbur, the terrier owner headed in.

Summer and Wilbur quickly served several more customers. With the CLINK of change going into the money box, Summer wondered when she could take off and get started on the competition games. Then she overhead an old man walking past with his granddaughter and a scruffy black dog.

‘I’m sorry, sweetheart,’ said the old man. ‘It does look like fun, but we only have a dollar left.’
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The little girl looked longingly at the photo stall, but sadly nodded her head.

‘HEY, WAIT UP,’ called Summer. She gave the little girl a friendly smile. ‘What’s your name?’

‘Steph,’ said the girl said shyly. ‘And this is my grandad, Terry. And our dog, Ernie.’

‘Well, Steph, Terry and Ernie, I’d hate for you to miss out. Here, I’ll show you through — you can have a photo for free.’

Steph’s eyes lit up, but Terry hesitated.

‘That’s very kind,’ he said, ‘but we aren’t freeloaders. I could at least give you the dollar we have …’

‘That’s okay!’ said Summer. ‘Please, it’s no trouble… Go on in, and you’ll find Wilbur ready to help you find a fun outfit for Ernie.’

Terry looked extremely touched and put away his wallet. ‘Bless you, young lady,’ he said.

[image: Image] said Steph. ‘Come on, Ernie!’

As they went into the tent, Summer noticed Carl beaming at her.

‘What is it?’ she said, slightly embarrassed.

‘Sometimes,’ said Carl, ‘I wonder if I did a good job raising you after mum and dad … well, anyway. Just now, you made me feel like I did.’

He reached over and ruffled her hair, and Summer’s cheeks reddened even more.

A few minutes later Steph left the tent laughing and hugging Ernie tightly, with Terry following behind her.
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‘Boy, you really made her day,’ he said to Summer. ‘Listen, I’m a pretty handy guy. I’m good at fixing things, especially tech things. That used to be my business, but I’m retired now. I reckon I still have a few odds and ends lying around, so if you ever need something fixed I’d be happy to return the favour.’

He handed Summer a battered old card.

‘Thank you,’ said Summer, putting the card in the money box.

[image: Image]

After a few more pet owners had gone through, Wilber took Summer by the arm.

‘I can see you’re itching to get started,’ he said with a wink. ‘Go on, take off. I’ll tell Carl you’ve gone to hand out pamphlets, and he can man the counter for a bit.’
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‘Thanks, Wilbur.’ Summer shot Wilbur a grateful look as he slipped all their cash into her hand. ‘Try to keep Carl’s attention away from the scoreboard.’ Quickly, she grabbed her backpack and took off, racing for the fairground gates. As she passed the gates, she shot another glance at the tally board – Travis now had thirty tokens!

Summer was in such a hurry that she didn’t notice MARCIA the librarian standing just inside the entrance, also looking up at the tally board.

‘HMM,’ Marcia muttered to herself. ‘Seems this Travis Trole is the one to keep an eye on.’
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CHAPTER 7
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As another ring landed on the wall of pegs, the Ring Throw merchant gave Summer an impressed look.

‘My goodness,’ she said. ‘You're a total natural at this!’

As long as special powers from purple meteors are considered natural, thought Summer.
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‘Thanks,’ she said, grinning. ‘So, do I get the tokens?’

‘You get the stall’s top prize,’ said the merchant, handing over a WEREWOLF WARRIORZ figurine, ‘and yes, FIVE TOKENS for the Runaround.’
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‘Great!’ said Summer.

‘What’s your name?’ asked the merchant, picking up her walkie talkie. ‘I’ll let the scorekeeper know.’

‘Summer Starr.’

She glanced at the tally board, even though she knew her name wouldn’t be up on it yet. The person coming third was on fifteen tokens, and she had only just earned her first five.

‘You may not be able to catch up to first place,’ said the merchant, ‘but you could still win the second prize — a whole squad of WEREWOLF WARRIORZ!’

Summer smiled politely. We’ll see about that, she thought.

As she moved on to the next game, she took a look at the werewolf toy. It was a pretty ugly thing really, and she didn’t think Wilbur would want it.

‘Excuse me,’ she said to a young boy running past her. ‘Do you like these werewolf things?’

‘Yeah! They’re so [image: Image] said the boy. ‘I watch the cartoons every morning. Splicer is my favourite.

“MY CLAWS ARE LIKE RAZORBLADES!”.’

‘Perfect, here you go,’ said Summer, handing him the toy.
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‘Splicer is all yours.’

The boy was so surprised by the gift, his mouth fell open.

The next game Summer tried was the BALLOON POP, which she found super simple. For someone able to hit the tiny red bullseye in a proper game of darts, fat balloons were a piece of cake.
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They went, as Summer’s darts pierced their centres every time.

She won another five tokens, and another WEREWOLF - a smaller one called Ziggy. His catchphrase on the front of the box read "I SPEED LIKE THE WIND".

‘What’s with these things?’ Summer asked the merchant. ‘Seems like they're everywhere!’
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The merchant shrugged. ‘I heard that the manufacturer did a sponsorship deal with the fair.’

Summer pocketed her tokens and found another kid to give Ziggy to.
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Then she turned attention to the BASKETBALL TOSS.

Travis was at the RING THROW nearby, eyeing the pegs on the wall. He had managed to land his first two rings, but only just, and he hadn’t been able to figure out a way for Razz and Tazz to help him cheat.
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Instead he had to rely on his own talent, and that made him uncomfortable.

He got ready to shoot …

‘You can do it, Trav!’ cried Razz in his ear.

...and missed.


‘Why did you do that?’ he snarled, punching Razz on the arm. ‘You distracted ME!’

‘Ouch! Sorry, Travis.’

Standing nearby, Tazz hefted a heavy bag full of prizes. Even if Travis didn’t win the MyFone 5T, at least he’d have some loot to sell.

‘You can still win tokens,’ mumbled Razz, rubbing his arm. ‘Second highest score is worth three.’

‘I KNOW that,’ snapped Travis, as he turned back to the game. He lined up another shot …

‘A new contender has moved up to second place!’ announced the tally-board speaker.
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… and Travis’ ring BOUNCED off the peg and fell to the floor.

‘Third highest score is worth one token?’ said Razz, backing away a little.

Travis ignored him, turning to gaze up at the tally board. Who was nipping at his heels?

‘Summer Starr,' said Travis with a scowl. ‘There’s no way she could beat me...is there?’

He tossed his final ring — and missed. With a HUFF, he turned to look around the surrounding area, and spotted Summer trotting along happily on her way to the MILK BOTTLE BOWLING.

‘Right,’ he said. ‘We need to put her in her place.’ He pulled Razz and Tazz closer. ‘You two, listen up.’
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CHAPTER 8

Summer sized up the stack of nine milk bottles. They seemed BIGGER and HEAVIER than any milk bottles she’d ever seen before. The game merchant had handed her three bean-sacks to hurl at them. Summer needed to knock them all down to get the best possible score.
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‘HEY!’ said Wilbur, suddenly at her side. ‘Carl’s minding the stand during a slow patch. I thought you could use a top-up?’

Summer was truly grateful as he handed over more money. He was giving her his share too, she knew. She would have to find some way to repay him.

‘Thanks for this, Wilbur,’ she said. ‘You're a good friend.’

‘Don’t make me regret it,’ he said with a cheeky smile. ‘Is this the game you’re trying next?’

‘YEP.’

Summer tested one of the beansacks in her hand. This game was sort of like baseball, and sort of like tenpin bowling.
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She liked both sports, so surely it wouldn’t be too hard to combine the skills from each?
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‘Hurry up, will ya?’ said someone in the line behind her.
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Summer saw it was Travis with an IMPATIENT look on his face.

‘Just ignore him,’ said Wilbur, his eyes now chilly. ‘Take your time.’

She nodded and FOCUSED on the milk bottles. Slowly, she drew her arm back, summoned her inner bowler and let loose right at the centre.

The middle and top rows RocKeD and FELL over - but the bottom row of bottles just shook and stayed where they were.

‘HEAVY ONES,’ said Summer, arching an eyebrow at the merchant. ‘Are we sure they aren’t still full of milk?’
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‘Winning ain’t meant to be easy, miss,’ replied the merchant with a shrug, not taking his eyes off his phone. He scrolled for a moment and muttered to himself, ‘Some funny pics of pets all dressed up doing the rounds today.’

Summer UNLEASHED the next bean-sack. Three more bottles went down, leaving two still standing.
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Summer felt a FLARE OF ANNOYANCE, but she remembered Carl’s lessons: just because she had talent didn’t mean she couldn’t fail. Determined to make the final sack count, she HURLED it as HARD as she could — and it bounced right off the remaining bottles, which stayed completely upright.

She heard Travis SNIGGER behind her.

‘Well, third place, not too bad,’ said the merchant, finally glancing up from his phone. ‘You get one token, and a choice of stall prize. The small teddy, or the punch guns?’ He waved lazily at his display.

‘Oooh!’ said Wilbur. ‘Can we get the punch guns? Please, Summer?’
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Summer had a feeling something was off. Those bottles should have tipped right over after the WHACKS she had given them. But she now had a chance to give Wilbur something back.

‘Of course, if you want them,’ she said.

The merchant handed the guns over with a single token. ‘Next!’ he called.

Travis PUSHED past Summer and stepped up into position. He made a show of inspecting the bean-sacks, then grinned at her.

‘Bet I get it first go,’ he said. ‘Bit stronger than a little girl, you see.’ Travis wound up his arm and FLUNG the bean-sack. It rebounded off the bottles with a soft WHUMPF, so it was a surprise when the bottles shook and all of them spilled over at the same time.

‘Hey!’ said the merchant, finally smiling. ‘Now that was a good throw. You win the TOP prize!’
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‘Come on, Summer,’ said Wilbur, leading a fuming Summer away. ‘You can win the next one.’

As they left, Summer glanced over her shoulder and saw Razz and Tazz appear from around the back of the stall.

She also noticed a blue marker pen sticking up out of Travis’s back pocket!
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Summer wasn’t the only person NARROWING her eyes at Travis. MARCIA stood in the shadow of the Strength Tester, watching on as the boy won another game. Travis was doing well at EVERYTHING he tried - with the exception of the Ring Throw.

He had to be the Champ, out of costume. He just had to be.

‘Speaking of costumes,’ muttered Marcia, ‘it might be time to shed mine and set my true self free.’

She chuckled to herself.

‘Then it’s time to take you down, Champ – once and for all.’
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CHAPTER 9

After winning FIVE MORE TOKENS at the Knock-a-Block,

Summer was out of cash.
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‘You’re gaining on Travis!’ said Wilbur. ‘He’ll be feeling the HEAT now. Quick, let’s head to the photo tent and get you some more money!’

They snuck up on Carl, who was just emerging from the tent with a laughing couple and their puzzled sausage dog.

‘You look good in a turtleneck, Stanley!’ said the man to the dog.

‘Thanks so much for a colourful start to the fair,’ said the woman.

Carl smiled as they headed off to the fairground gate and then—

‘HEY!’ said Carl. When he saw who had shot him he started rubbing his head exaggeratedly.
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‘Is that any way to repay me for running your business while you’ve both been off doing goodness knows what?’

Summer and Wilbur laughed as they DARTED around, shooting the punch guns at each other.

‘It’s like my arm is a metre long!’ said Wilbur.

‘Can I see those for a second?’ said Carl.

Summer and Wilbur approached him distrustfully, and Carl put on his most innocent face.

‘I just want to check them out,’ said Carl. ‘You know, from a mechanical perspective. You guys remember I’m interested in that kind of thing, right? Purely academic, I swear.’

Carefully, Summer and Wilbur handed the guns over.

[image: Image]

‘Tricked ya!’ declared Carl, turning the guns on them.

After everyone had calmed down, Carl handed the guns back.

‘How has it been here?’ asked Wilbur.

‘Yeah, pretty good. We’ve made a few bucks, and it might be enough to play a few more fair games,’ said Carl as he gathered his things. ‘I’m sorry guys, but I have to get going. Got things to do besides takes photos of sausage dogs dressed as theatre critics!’

‘No worries,’ said Wilbur. ‘Thanks for all your help.’
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Summer gave Carl a hug, and he headed towards the parking lot.

‘Right,’ said Wilbur, collecting their earnings from the money box. ‘Take all this and go win that phone.’

‘These tokens are starting to weigh down my pockets,’ said Summer. ‘Can I leave them with you?’

‘Sure, I’ll keep them in this with the money box under the counter,’ said Wilbur, tossing her a small sack. ‘Write your name on it before you go!’

As Summer went back into the fair, Wilbur took another moment to admire the punch guns. He stuck them into his pockets, like they were holstered, and chortled to himself.

‘Well, WELL,’ said Travis Trole.

Wilbur looked up to find Travis and his bully friends all GRINNING at him. He took a deep breath and stood up straight.
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‘I’m afraid this store is only for pets,’ he said. ‘The one for losers must be somewhere else.’

‘Get HIM!’ growled Travis. Razz and Tazz charged around the counter.

Wilbur barely managed to draw the guns before Travis reached over the counter to GRAB his hands and slam them down on the counter. When he saw what Wilbur was holding, he laughed.

‘You thought you could stop us with these?’

Meanwhile, Razz and Tazz PULLED out the money box. ‘What have we here?’ said Travis eagerly. He gave the box a SHAKE, then frowned. He opened it, and his face grew angry. ‘Where’s all the money?’

‘You’re too late,’ said Wilbur. ‘Summer already—’

‘HEY!’ said Tazz, whipping out the jangling sack of tokens. ‘Look what I found!’
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Travis’s eyes lit up as tokens spilled across the counter.

‘You can’t take those!’ said Wilbur. ‘Summer won them fair and square!’

‘Shame that’s not the way we roll,’ said Travis. He scooped up the tokens and slipped them into his pockets. ‘Come on, boys. Let’s go let the scorekeeper know that I just won.’

He SHOVED Wilbur away and they all took off for the fair gates. Wilbur saw red — he picked up both punch guns and ran after them.

‘STOP THEM!’ he shouted. 'They're thieves! CHEATS!’

From over near the Apple Buckets, a security guard glanced in the bullies’ direction.

‘That runt is gonna get us in trouble,’ muttered Razz.

‘Lead him there,’ said Travis, changing direction and heading towards the HAUNTED MANSION.
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They rushed past the queue and ran inside and around the back. Wilbur, in a determined rage, raced after them.

You’re ICE-CREAM BOY, he thought to himself. You can do this.

Wilbur saw the bullies disappearing through a back door into the mansion. He BURST in after them and was instantly enveloped in darkness.

‘Where are you?’ he called. ‘COWARDS!’

He took a few careful steps forwards, his eyes not yet adjusted to the dark …

They had SHUT him inside!

‘Enjoy your stay,’ called Travis through the door.
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Wilbur FLUNG himself against the door, but somehow they had jammed it shut. The handle would not turn. He could hear them chuckling as they moved away. Nothing he tried could open the door.

Slowly, he turned back to the shadows.

Summer was just picking up the hammer at the STRENGTH TESTER when she heard the tally-board speaker go off.
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‘The Runaround has a WINNER!’ announced the scorekeeper. ‘The Grand Prize, the MyFone 5T, has been won by TRAVIS TROLE! Mr Trole, please come to the main stage to accept your prize.’

Summer couldn’t believe it.

‘You could still get second place,’ said the burly merchant. ‘Those WEREWOLF WARRIORZ are pretty cool …’

Summer dropped everything and ran towards the main stage. How had Travis made it to a hundred tokens so fast? She had been steadily catching up to him!
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She arrived just in time to see Travis proudly walk on stage. The scorekeeper held up a shiny new package containing the Myphone 5T.

‘Thank you, THANK YOU!’ Travis called to the watching crowd as he took the phone. ‘I’d like to thank my mum, my dad—‘

‘And your loyal friends!’ shouted Razz from the side of the stage.

There has to be some mistake, thought Summer.

Hiding on top of a nearby hotdog cart, the Book Witch watched Travis. As he gloated to the crowd and showed off his new phone, her eyes FLICKERED.
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‘It seems the Champ has claimed his victory,’ she murmured. ‘Now, what to do about it?

Hmm...what to do, what to do?’

She noticed a table on stage with the second and third prizes on it. In full display, there was a complete squad of all seven WEREWOLF WARRIORZ figurines neatly stacked.

‘Well, well,’ said the Witch. ‘Hello, my pretties.’




CHAPTER 10

Summer thought back to the last time she had checked the tally board.

[image: Image]

What score had Travis been on? It had to be something like sixty-five tokens, and she’d been about ten behind.

It was PHYSICALLY IMPOSSIBLE for Travis to have played enough games to reach a hundred tokens in what must have been about half an hour.

How had he pulled it off? She suspected he’d been CHEATING at the Milk Bottle Bowling, but having his cronies rig one game didn’t explain how he had somehow collected a whole bunch of tokens at once?

Her stomach turned as a thought came to her. She suddenly DASHED away from the main stage, through the fair and out the gate, back to Phunny Pet Photos.
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‘WiLbUR!’ she called.

He was nowhere to be seen. It wasn’t like him to leave things unattended. Summer checked under the counter and GASPED —her tokens were missing!

She GLARED at the tally board. Angry as she was, she was more worried about Wilbur. As she picked up her phone to call him, he called her instead.

‘Are you okay?’ she asked quickly.

‘The parts of me I can see are okay,’ said Wilbur.

‘What?’

‘I’m locked somewhere behind the scenes at the Haunted Mansion. I’m moving towards the sound of kids screaming, which isn’t something I’d ever thought I’d say.’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll find you,’ said Summer, breaking into a jog. ‘And the tokens?’

‘Travis STOLE them.’

‘I knew it! Okay, I’m coming.’

Summer raced over to the Haunted Mansion. She had just enough money left to buy an entry ticket from a merchant dressed as a VAMPIRE. ‘Make sure you stay in your carriage, young lady,’ said the vampire. ‘And be careful to keep your hands inside it too, if you want to live! There are things within the mansion that bite and scratch!’

‘Can I get going, please?’ said Summer impatiently.

‘Beware, rumours say it is very spoooky in there,’ said the vampire.

‘Yes, yes,’ said Summer. ‘Come on, let’s get this thing moving.’

The vampire waved at the double doors leading into the mansion and they opened.
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The carriage LURCHED forwards, propelling Summer into a dark corridor.

She yelped as something brushed her face.

‘Be careful of the cobwebs,’ called the vampire, then cackled as the doors swung closed behind her.

Everything plunged into darkness. Summer brushed the cobwebs away, telling herself not to freak out. There was nothing in here that could really hurt her. Besides, she was the Champ. Candles along the corridor [image: Image]  to life, illuminating the path ahead.

Up ahead, gloomy portraits of the ‘MANSION’S RESIDENTS’ hung along the corridor walls, men and women who looked like they lived ages ago.
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‘WiLbUR?’ Summer whispered hopefully.

Did it seem like the portrait’s eyes were following her?

She passed a stern-looking old woman, a young man with crazy hair holding up a bubbling test tube and a withered man in a dark robe who looked like some ancient priest.

She took a look at the plate below the robed man’s portrait:
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As she stared at Benedict Gloomsorrow, he suddenly LURCHED FORWARD, his hands reaching out of the painting towards her!

Summer FELL BACKWARDS into her seat with a gasp. Benedict slowly returned to his frozen pose in his frame. He was just a mechanical dummy, disguised to look like a painting.
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‘Just tricks and traps,’ Summer muttered, as her heart pounded.

A cold breeze wafted over her, and she looked to her left to see another corridor yawning off into darkness. It sounded as if something was rushing towards her, building momentum.

She squinted. Was that movement in the shadows? All of a sudden, three GHOSTLY figures streamed out of the black towards her!

Summer couldn’t help but YELP!
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As the three ghosts reached her, several candles sputtered out and the ghosts disappeared. Summer waited for a few moments, but heard nothing more.

‘People do this for fun?’ she asked out loud. ‘WiLbUR! Are you here? I’d like to get out of this creepy place!’

The track wound around a corner, and the carriage RATTLED as it turned to follow. Ahead the corridor lay in ruins, with large cracks running up the walls to the ceiling and across the floors. Summer realised there was no bottom to the carriage — she could see straight down into an unknowable void below.
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A skeletal hand REACHED up through the carriage and grasped at Summer’s foot. She JOLTED out of the way, but more hands reached through the cracks around her.

‘Come on, come on,’ she said, thumping the carriage. ‘GO FASTER!’

A skull with glowing eyes stared out from a crack in the wall. A bony hand brushed her hair, and she spun away with a cry. Thin fingers seemed to grasp at her from every direction.

It’s just make believe, she told herself, scrunching her body into a ball in the middle of the carriage.

She thought about reaching into her backpack for her Multi-Racquet and smashing the hands away with the baseball bat, but the vampiric ride operator probably wouldn’t like that.
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Her eyes DARTED from side to side, keeping an eye on the skeletons so she could avoid them while looking out for where her friend could be stuck.

[image: Image] she thought, where are you...
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CHAPTER 11
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Finally, the carriage left the ruined corridor and turned another corner.

Summer emerged into a grand dining room. At an ornate table in the centre, hooded figures hunched over a gruesome feast. There were bowls of eyeballs, bones, dead mice, slime and other disgusting things.
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‘Wilbur!’ called Summer.

She heard a muffled reply! ‘Hello? Summer?’

‘WILBUR? Where are you?’

A THUMPING sound came from behind an antique-looking cupboard sitting against a nearby wall.

Summer SPRANG from the carriage and ran over creaky floorboards to the cupboard. Meanwhile, the carriage continued on past the table where the animatronic diners all turned to hiss and fling their hands up at the empty seats.

‘I can’t find a way through!’ called Wilbur.

Summer flung open the cupboard doors, half-expecting bats to fly out at her — but the cupboard was empty.

The thumping was coming from just behind it.
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‘I’ll break through,’ she shouted.

‘STAND BACK!’
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Summer imagined herself as a KARATE EXPERT breaking blocks of wood, and summoned all of her strength into her hand. Focusing hard, she aimed a blow at the back of the cupboard and smashed right through.

[image: Image] yelped Wilbur as woodchips flew. ‘WATCH IT!’ Together, they started breaking more pieces away to make the hole big enough for Wilbur to get through. FINALLY, he emerged, brushing bits of wood off himself. Summer gave him a quick hug, then turned to see the carriage following the tracks out of the dining room.

‘There goes our ride,’ she said. ‘I guess we can walk back the way I just came?’

‘Yeah, let’s go,’ agreed Wilbur. ‘I’ve had enough of this place.’
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‘You kids okay?’ asked a voice from the dining room entryway. It was the ticket-selling vampire.

Before they could answer, there was a sudden CRASH!

Bits of wall exploded towards them, and a hairy hand with gleaming claws reached into the room.

‘HoLY MOLEY!’ squeaked Wilbur.

‘Don’t worry,’ said Summer. ‘It has to be part of the ride, right?’

A towering figure smashed its way into the room.

Long white fangs gleamed in the dark. The creature looked this way and that, sniffing the air.

‘That’s a giant-size WEREWOLF WARRIOR!’ whispered Wilbur. ‘Look!’ He pointed to a name tag attached to the creature. ‘It's SPLICER.’
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‘It must be part of the cross promotion. They’re sponsoring the fair,’ said Summer. ‘Hey, vampire man! Is that—‘

The vampire was staring at the werewolf, somehow even paler under his makeup.

‘That’s not part of the ride,’ he gulped, then turned and fled.

Slowly, Summer turned back to the werewolf. The beast threw his head back and howled to the ceiling.
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‘Holey Moley times two,’ said Summer.




CHAPTER 12

‘What did he mean by "that’s not part of the ride"?’ whispered Wilbur, clutching Summer’s arm.

‘Ah,’ said Summer. ‘Perhaps we better not wait to find out?’

Splicer’s eyes started glowing red.

Splicer’s claws extended even more, now extra-long. His jaw opened and closed mechanically as he talked.
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‘My claws are like razorblades,’ he growled, in a voice that was deep but also slightly tinny.

‘Er...’ said Wilbur. ‘Is that a giant toy?’

Splicer set down his front paws on the ground and tilted his head up to focus on them.

‘RUN!’ shouted Summer, dragging Wilbur with her.

Splicer charged after them.

They made for the dining table, trying to put it between them and the huge werewolf. As they raced past, the diners RIPPED their hoods back to reveal themselves as hollow-eyed ghouls!
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‘This is a nightmare!’ cried Wilbur.

As a ghoul reached for Splicer, he SWIPED a claw to smash it away, scattering dummy parts across the table.

‘This WAY!’ shouted Summer, and they took off towards the ruined corridor.

Splicer howled and upended the table.

Summer led the charge over the cracks in the floor. ‘Stay on the track!’ she said as they raced along.

‘Eep! EeK!’ yelped Wilbur as hands reached for him.
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Summer slowed a little and pulled the MULTI-RACQUET from her backpack. She flicked through the functions and used the baseball bat to WHACK skeletal bits and pieces back down the corridor at Splicer.
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The plastic bones BOUNCED off the werewolf harmlessly, but they seemed to distract him as he tried to SWIPE them away.

Summer and Wilbur turned the corner into the corridor of portraits. Splicer crashed into the wall as he followed, but it hardly slowed him down.

‘My claws are like razorblades,’ he growled.

He pounded after them, starting to catch up.

‘I won't...make it...’ puffed Wilbur.

‘We're almost at the entrance!’ Summer called.

She glanced back to see Wilbur red-faced and struggling. Behind him, Splicer reared up, raising one of his paws.
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‘NO!’ shouted Summer, digging her heels into the floor to grind to a halt.

Splicer SWIPED his claws across Wilbur’s shoulder, and her friend’s mouth opened in surprise as he went crashing to the ground.

Summer screamed and charged at Splicer. The werewolf’s head SWIVELLED towards her, his red eyes flashing.

She noticed that he was next to Benedict Gloomsorrow’s portrait. Why hadn’t Benedict been set off when she had passed him? It was then that she noticed a tiny sensor in the wall on her side of the portrait at carriage height — she must have RUN beneath it on her return!

Summer LEAPT up towards Splicer, past the sensor. As the wolf SLASHED a paw at her, Benedict LURCHED from the painting and SLAMMED into him!

Splicer was knocked against the side of the corridor, disoriented.

[image: Image]

Summer SWUNG her bat as she careened through the air and whacked Splicer hard on his chest, knocking him out cold.

Summer landed beside the still werewolf. ‘Not a textbook swing,’ she said, ‘but it did the trick.’

She heard a groan – Wilbur! She raced over and helped sit up.
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‘Are you all right?’ she said, checking his shoulder.

‘Ow!’ said Wilbur. ‘I'll be fine, just don’t prod me. I’m a bit bruised’

‘Only bruised?’

‘Luckily his claws aren’t too sharp,’ said Wilbur, with a pained smirk. ‘I think you'll find they were more like plastic.’

Summer laughed with relief and gave Wilbur a squeeze.

‘Ow again!’ said Wilbur.

Ahead, sunlight streamed through the Haunted Mansion’s open doors. Suddenly, they heard screams and smashing noises coming from outside.

‘What was that?’ said Wilbur. 'And why did we get chased by a huge WEREWOLF WARRIORZ TOY?’

Summer tapped her chin.

‘How many people do we know,’ she said, ‘who can bring giant toys to life?’

[image: Image]




CHAPTER 13

[image: Image]

Summer and Wilbur peeked out from behind the doors of the Haunted Mansion. Outside, the fair had descended into chaos!

Huge WEREWOLF WARRIORZ stomped about as panicked people fled for cover.
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The werewolf they recognised as Alpha ROARED as he overturned a hotdog cart. Ziggy, who was smaller and faster than the others, CHASED a security guard into the Gravitron. Wildeyes, a red-haired female, started to wildly shake the ride.

‘I see ALPHA, WILDEYES, GORDEN, ZIGGY, TREYA and PROUDFUR,’ said Wilbur in amazement. 'It looks like the whole squad.’

‘Minus Splicer,' said Summer, as she watched Wildeyes pummel the Gravitron.
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The wolf had managed to break the ride from its base and send it spinning away across the ground, like an out-of-control UFO.

‘Help me!’ yelled the guard inside.
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The Gravitron spun past the only wolf who didn’t seem interested in causing any destruction. Proudfur, golden-haired and well-groomed, simply sat amongst it all, licking her paws and inspecting her claws.

‘One must always look their best,’ she said.

Alpha stomped on the fallen hotdog stand, smashing glass and spilling sausages everywhere.

‘Only the STRONGEST shall lead!’ he roared.

He bent down to shove the wreckage aside, his snout sweeping the ground where it had been.

‘Are they looking for something?’ whispered Summer.

‘FLUSH HIM OUT!’ screeched a high-pitched voice, and Summer looked up at the tally board.

It was the BOOK WITCH!

‘I knew it,’ said Summer. ‘Does she have to ruin everything?’

‘He can’t have gone far!’ shouted the Witch. ‘UPEND every stall, RIP up every counter, SEARCH every ride until you find him!’
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‘Who is she looking for?’ said Wilbur.

Gorden had charged into the Ring Throw stall and was surrounded by ripped fabric as he tore the stall apart around him.

‘My hunger BURNS like fire!’ he roared.

A terrified Travis crawled out from under the front counter.

[image: Image] shrieked the Witch, pointing at Travis. 'GET HIM! GET THE CHAMP!’

‘The Champ?’ said Summer and Wilbur together, exchanging a look of disbelief.
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Travis BOLTED and Gorden bashed his way out of the stall to clomp after him. Alpha came CHARGING in from another direction. They both reached out for Travis and–

BASH!

Travis ducked under their claws as they crashed straight into each other.

‘Must I do everything myself?’ raged the Witch. She began to weave her hands through the air. ‘Capturis pumpkinus!’

As Travis ran, an orange GLOW appeared around him. The next moment, he was trapped in a giant hollowed-out pumpkin.
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‘Hahahahahahaha!’ cackled the Witch as she flew down to the ground. ‘Not so tough without your costume, are you?’

‘What are you talking about?’ shouted Travis.

‘You won the Runaround Games Comp faster than anyone could imagine possible,’ said the Witch. ‘Who else could achieve that but my old nemesis? You're obviously The Champ’

‘I’m not the Champ!’ yelled Travis.

‘Oh, WOW,’ said Summer. ‘So if I’d won, she’d be after me?’

‘But instead, she thinks the Champ is that no-good cheater?’ said Wilbur. ‘Ha! Serves him right.’
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The BOOK WITCH approached the pumpkin cage as the werewolves continued to chase people away and break things.

‘Admit who you really are,’ said the Witch, ‘or I shall turn you into a toy cockroach!’

‘This should be good,’ said Wilbur.

He grinned, then noticed Summer’s very serious face. ‘Oh no,’ he said. ‘You’re going to say we have to help him, aren’t you?’

‘We can’t just stand by and let the Book Witch hurt him,’ said Summer. ‘Even if he is Travis Trole.’

Wilbur sighed. ‘Good thing I packed my helmet in your bag.’

‘Come on,’ said Summer, slipping her pack off her back. ‘Time to get changed.’
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As the WITCH stalked around the cage, Travis kept as much distance between them as he could.

‘I’m running out of patience, young man,’ the Witch said.

Travis gripped the bars and gave them a shake. A few large pumpkin seeds fell down on him.

‘You can’t escape,’ said the Witch. ‘Everyone knows there’s no stronger material than pumpkin. Now, admit you’re the Champ, and maybe I’ll only turn you into a teddy bear.’
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A basketball bounced off the back of the Witch’s head.

‘ARGH!’ she said. ‘WHO—’

The Book Witch turned to find THE CHAMP and ICE-CREAM BOY facing her down.
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‘Maybe you need glasses?’ said Summer. ‘Because it looks like you’ve mistaken a jerk for the Champ.’

‘Hey!’ said Travis, offended despite himself.

‘Oho!’ gloated the Witch. ‘No, I think you’ll find my plan has worked perfectly, since here you are. WEREWOLF WARRIORZ!

Capture the Champ!’

‘And Ice-Cream Boy!’ shouted Wilbur. ‘Don’t forget about Ice-Cream Boy!’

As the remaining wolves looked over in their direction, Summer and Wilbur DASHED away.

Wildeyes was the closest. ‘I shall gnash you with my fangs!’ she declared.

‘I don’t like the sound of that,’ said Wilbur. ‘Even if her fangs are plastic!’

‘Split up,’ said Summer. ‘We can divide their attention!’

‘Ah...okay?’ said Wilbur, sounding even more worried.

As they separated, Summer glanced back at Wildeyes. Just as she had planned, the wolf was following her.

She SPED into the Monkey’s Mouth, and Wildeyes leapt after her. The roof fell down and sounds of fighting came from within.
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Summer crawled out from under the collapsed roof, and a moment later Wildeyes staggered after her.

The wolf turned this way and that under the weight of the monkey’s head, trying to get her bearings.
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‘I shall GNASH YOU with my fangs!’ she repeated, as if trying to convince herself.

Gorden appeared from around a corner. Summer leapt into the remnants of the Dart Throw and grabbed a fistful of darts. As the rotund werewolf LUMBERED towards her, she ran sideways while throwing darts at him.
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The projectiles sank into him everywhere, but he seemed to barely notice.

‘My hunger burns like fire!’ he announced.

Wilbur circled back to join her.

‘None of them chased me,’ he said a bit sadly.

‘Do you know how to turn them off?’ said Summer.

‘Maybe there’s a switch on the back?’

‘Let’s find out!.’ Summer pelted towards Gorden, who raised his paws, ready to swipe. At the last moment, she imagined herself taking out home base, and slammed down to the ground to slide between his legs.
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Gorden SLASHED at where Summer had been, but she jumped up behind him and grabbed hold of the fur on his back. She clambered upwards, trying to find a switch. Gorden turned from side to side, trying to SHAKE her off. She punched at his back, but only succeeded in bruising her hand on the plastic under his fur.

‘My hunger burns like fire!’ roared Gorden.
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Summer lost her grip and went flying, crashing down next to the Strength Tester.

As she looked up, Ziggy SMASHED through a pancake cart and charged past Gorden towards her.

‘What should I do?’ called Wilbur.

‘Call Carl,’ Summer grunted, as she climbed back to her feet. ‘We need to know how to turn these things off.’

Ziggy’s eyes glowed green as Summer looked around desperately. She saw the STRENGTH TESTER HAMMER lying on the ground.

‘I speed like the wind!’ Ziggy snickered crazily as he lunged at her.

Summer grabbed up the hammer and swung it hard.
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With one eye shattered, Ziggy lurched and fell on top of the Strength Tester. Summer swung the hammer again, smacking the wolf’s head down against the tester pad below.

A metal disc shot up the Strength Tester and rang the bell at the top.
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‘That’s five tokens to me!’ Summer said a bit hysterically.

Ziggy reared back up, both his eyes now gone. He SWUNG his head this way and that, then charged off in the wrong direction. He blundered past Gorden and straight into Wildeyes, who was still STAGGERING about trying to get the monkey head off.

‘My hunger burns like fire!’ declared Gorden, as he charged at Summer.

She SWUNG back the hammer. ‘Ever see a hammer toss?’ she asked.
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‘My hungerOOP!’ Gorden made a swallowing sound as the hammer lodged firmly in his jaws. He pawed at his face, trying to pull it out.

The hair on the back of Summer’s neck stood up as she sensed a looming presence behind her. Pulling out her Multi-Racquet, she turned.

‘Leave this prey to the girls,’ said Treya, grinning down at her.
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Summer quickly used the bat in her Multi-Racquet to fend off the she-wolf’s blows.

‘These things don’t break easily!’ she shouted. ‘Wilbur, did you get an answer yet?’

Wilbur, who was lying in the collapsed Fortune Teller tent, pointed the phone towards the fighting with Carl on video chat. Summer was now fleeing from Treya, with Alpha right behind them.
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‘Can you see what’s happening?’ asked Wilbur desperately.

‘… zZzt… the Witch again?’ came Carl’s crackling voice. ‘She can’t … zZZzzZt…’

‘Those are giant WEREWOLF WARRIORZ,’ said Wilbur. ‘Can you hear me, Carl? We need to know where their off switches are!’

‘… zZzt… checking the internet now … zZZzzZt…’

Summer circled back towards the Book Witch. Maybe, if Summer could stop her, then her spell over the werewolves would break?

The Witch saw her coming, and her hands shot out left and right. Green puffs of smoke went up, quickly expanding.

Summer CHARGED into the smoke and swung her bat, but didn’t connect with anything. She emerged on the other side to find the Book Witch gone, and Travis grunting as he SNAPPED away the bars on his pumpkin cage.

All of a sudden, pumpkin glueys rained down all around them. Summer dodged them as best she could to avoid getting stuck. Treya, still in pursuit, stomped out of the smoke and immediately stepped on a gluey. She went CRASHING to the ground.
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Looming silhouettes appeared all around as the other werewolves closed in. Summer backed up and found herself next to Travis, who was now free from the cage.

‘Please, Champ,’ he begged, quaking with fear. ‘Save me!’

Meanwhile, Wilbur was trying to hear what Carl was saying.
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‘… zZzt… according to these instructions, pressing the … zZzt… will turn them off.’

‘Say that again?’ said Wilbur.

‘… zZZzzZt…’

‘Blast it, Carl, you need a new phone!’ shouted Wilbur.

He saw that Summer was surrounded and in trouble.

‘I can’t just wait and hide!’ he declared.

Wilbur EXPLODED out of the tent and raced towards Summer. All six remaining wolves — even Proudfur — were closing in on Summer and Travis.

‘Come on, Carl,’ puffed Wilbur. ‘Repeat what you just said!’

‘… zZzt… you have to … zZzt… the logo …’

‘The logo?’ said Wilbur.

As Gorden picked up a kicking Travis, Wilbur’s eyes slid to the badge fixed on his chest. The WW logo there seemed to glint.

‘The LOGO!’ Wilbur cried, as he skidded to a halt next to Summer.

‘What about it?’ said Summer.

‘I think that’s how you turn them off.’

‘Leave this prey to the girls,’ growled Treya as she reached for them.

Wilbur drew one of his punch guns and aimed it at her badge. He squinted, gritted his teeth and pulled the trigger.

The punch gun WHACKED Treya right in the badge.

Treya froze and her eyes went dark. Slowly, she began to topple.

‘Here!’ said Wilbur, tossing Summer the other punch gun.
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‘Heeelp meee!’ shrieked Travis as Gorden lifted him into the air.

Summer aimed her punch gun at Gorden’s chest and FIRED. The gun’s fist hit the big werewolf’s badge and turned him off instantly.
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‘ARGH!’ said Travis as he fell from the wolf’s grasp and thudded into the ground.

Summer and Wilbur ran at the remaining wolves, dodging swipes and shooting their punch guns.

‘I am the leadERK!’ Alpha said, as Summer’s punch gun switched him off.

[image: Image]

‘I will GNASH you with my fangs,’ cried Wildeyes, finally ridding herself of the monkey head.

Summer fired and sent her falling backwards, stiff and lifeless, her wild eyes empty.
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‘I speed like the wind!’ growled Ziggy, now on all fours and snapping his jaws about blindly.

Wilbur lay down in his way and waited for Ziggy to move over him, then he BOPPED him in the chest and rolled out of the way as the wolf collapsed.

Summer turned to find Proudfur looking down at her. The golden wolf almost seemed bored with what was happening.
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‘One must always look their best,’ she said lazily.

‘I, er...’ Summer glanced at Wilbur.

‘I don’t think this one is going to attack? Maybe she’s like … the nice one?’

Proudfur snarled and lunged at Summer. Wilbur raised his gun and FIRED.

‘Make sure you get some beauty sleep,’ he said as Proudfur crashed to the ground.

Summer turned to give Wilbur a relieved smile.

‘NooOoO!’ screamed the Witch as she circled overhead. ‘Stop turning off my minions!’ She flew near the collapsed Gravitron, which now lay at an angle to the ground.

Summer started pounding towards it. She JUMPED and landed on its roof, then continued up the lopsided disc.

The Book Witch finally came to stop and hovered. She looked around for Summer, realising too late that she had chosen the wrong spot to stop. Summer leapt into the air from the top of the Gravitron, aiming her punch gun at the Witch...
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The fist hit the Witch right in the bum and sent her broomstick into a tail spin.

[image: Image] shrieked the Witch as she spun head-over heels in the air.

Summer plummeted back to earth, bending her knees low as she hit the ground.

‘A perfect landing!’ cheered Wilbur. ‘Ten out of ten!’

‘I'll get you next time, Champ!’ screamed the Witch as she hurtled away. ‘This isn’t the last time you’ll–OOP!’ She swerved sharply, struggling to maintain control of the broomstick.

As Summer and Wilbur watched her climb into the sky, they heard a strange deflating sound. Looking over, they saw the WEREWOLF WARRIORZ SHRINKING back to their regular size.

‘Looks like the spell has worn off,’ said Summer.

Travis was sitting dazed in their midst. His colourful bomber jacket had almost come off in the fall.

Wilbur approached him. ‘Are you hurt?’ he asked, and started removing the jacket off the other boy.

‘I don’t think so—hey, what are you doing?’

‘Just checking to see if this is covering any damage.’ Wilbur stood up and folded the bomber jacket over his arm. ‘Just kidding. I’ll be returning this to its rightful owner.’

‘BUT…’ said Travis. ‘HEY!’

They heard the sound of marching feet. A group of security guards pounded towards them through the fair’s remains. With them were Razz and Tazz, who started racing ahead when they saw Travis.

‘Travis! We were so worried!’

Travis shakily rose to his feet. ‘Not worried enough to not leave me behind!’ he spat.

Wilbur elbowed Summer gently. ‘Maybe it’s time for another quick change?’
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Summer and Wilbur — in their regular clothes, plus one bomber jacket — arrived back under the tally board to find Travis and the scorekeeper arguing while security guards watched on.

‘This has nothing to do with me!’ Travis shouted. ‘How should I know why the Witch attacked the fair?’
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‘She seemed to be after you,’ said the scorekeeper. ‘Are you sure there’s nothing you can tell us?’

‘It was actually the Champ she wanted,’ piped up Summer. ‘She said so a bunch of times.’

‘I can verify that,’ said a guard.

‘Well, why did she think the Champ was this guy?’ said the scorekeeper, waving at Travis.

‘Because he won the RUNAROUND,’ said Summer. ‘But he won only through cheating, which the Champ would never do.’

‘What?’ said Travis. ‘I did not CHEAT!’

‘Actually,’ said the scorekeeper, referring to his clipboard, ‘you most certainly did. Some of the game merchants have no record of you winning at their stalls.’ He held up a sack of tokens. ‘These must have been stolen from one of our other competitors.’
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Summer cleared her throat. ‘I’m Summer Starr,’ she said, and pointed up at the tally board.

‘I was coming second, and those are my tokens. See my name on the bag?’

The scorekeeper looked her over, then nodded. ‘Since we’ll have to cancel the rest of the competition because of this mess …’ he glanced around sadly at the carnage.

‘… and Travis Trole is disqualified, that makes you the WINNER!’

‘That’s not fair!’ said Travis.

‘Hand over the phone,’ said a security guard firmly. ‘Unless you want to make this a police matter?’

Travis sent Summer a dark glare, but begrudgingly reached into his pocket and drew out the phone. When he glanced at it, however, he smiled, then thrust it at Summer.

‘Enjoy,’ he said.

‘I don’t like the sound of that,’ said Wilbur, coming over to join Summer. ‘Travis wouldn’t-oh.’

There was a GIANT CRACK running through the middle of the screen.

‘Must have happened while I was FIGHTING giant werewolves,’ said Travis.
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Off to the side, Razz and Tazz nodded enthusiastically.

‘You sure showed them Trav!’

‘Wait until people hear about this!’

The guard considered Razz and Tazz, then reached out a hand. ‘And give back your other prizes too,’ he said.

‘What?’ said Razz, the grin dropping from his face.

‘You heard me. You were cheating. Give it all back.’

Glumly, Razz handed over his sack of loot.

‘I’m sorry the phone isn’t in better shape,’ the scorekeeper said to Summer. ‘I’d say we’d replace it for you, but the cost of fixing this place up is going to be … well...’

‘Don’t worry about it,’ said Summer sadly.

The scorekeeper nodded. ‘If you’ll excuse me, I have to find all my people and make sure they’re okay. And get started on repairs!’

The security guards marched everyone to the gate. As Travis and his cronies skulked off, Summer and Wilbur returned to PHUNNY PET PHOTOS to pack everything up.

‘It was all for nothing,’ said Summer, opening the money box. ‘There’s not even a couple of bucks left to show for our—’ Her eyes fell on the only thing left in the box – the business card of ‘TERRY THE FIXER'.

Summer stared at it for a moment, then pulled out her phone and dialled Terry’s number.

‘Hello, this is Summer, from the pet photo stall at the ROCKSTONE AUTUMN FAIR. Yes, you’re very welcome. Listen, I was wondering if you knew how to fix cracks in smartphones?’

The next morning, Carl entered the living room to find Summer and Wilbur waiting for him. They wore party hats, streamers were hanging from the ceiling and there was a cake with candles ready on the table.
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‘Oh, guys,’ he said. ‘You shouldn’t have. I do appreciate it, but—

‘None of that!’ said Summer, smiling broadly. ‘Time to open your present!’

‘Now,’ said Carl, trying to be stern, ‘I told you not to get me anything.’

As Summer put the gift in his hands, however, a glint of excitement showed in his eyes.

‘How could we not get you something?’ said Wilbur. ‘It’s your birthday!’

‘Open it!’ said Summer eagerly.

Carl grinned and ripped off the wrapping paper. His eyes grew wide.
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‘A MyFone 5T!’ he exclaimed.

‘This is perfect! My phone is starting to break down-’

‘We know!’ said Summer and Wilbur together.

Carl looked up from his present.

‘But how did you...?’

‘That’s a tale best saved,’ said Summer, picking up a knife, ‘for when everyone has a plate with TOO MUCH CAKE on it.’

‘Oh boy!’ said Wilbur. ‘I love too much cake!’

It was one of the happiest birthdays the Starr house had seen in a long time.
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