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Chapter 1
 
The Spy Agency
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
This place is so cool.
I am in the ‘International Spy Building’ where my Dad works as a top secret Super Spy. I have been allowed to go on this tour after I saved my school from a crazy zombie attack. 
I can’t believe how super cool this building is. This building has mega-smart monkeys making milkshakes, monsters cleaning toilets, and witches watching television. I have never seen anything as mad. 
Everything I do here is super secret too. I’m not allowed to tell anyone about anything that I see today, even if I want to. I wish I could. I wish I could tell everyone at school about this – they would think it is so cool!
My Dad is the world’s best Super Spy, and I hope I can be as cool as him one day. But I’m a long way from that now… 
My name is Charlie Chucky, I’m in the sixth grade, and I play soccer really badly. 
 



This is me.
 


 
 



And this is my Super Spy Dad.
 


 
Dad is always in a hurry.
After he has finished his meetings with the other Super Spies, he takes me for a tour of the building and points out all the super cool stuff. 
Like the talking robot that looks like a tree, the lunchroom where you can eat whatever you want, and the walls that clean themselves. I bet Mom would like those walls.
“Son, there is someone I would like you to meet,” Dad says as we walk into a scientific looking room. “This is Dr. C. Mac. He is the best scientist in the whole world. If you can think it, he can invent it.”
Dad introduces me to the craziest looking man I have ever seen. 
Like real crazy.  
 


 
“What does the C in his name stand for?” I whisper to Dad.
“Crazy.”
“Oh. That makes sense.”
Dr. C. Mac shakes my hand, and then takes us on a tour of all his best inventions.  
“Welcome to my laboratory of great inventions. I call it the ‘Great Inventions Laboratory.’ This is where all my great ideas are born. I do my best thinking in this lab.”
“Wow. This place looks awesome,” I say as I look around. It’s a massive room with lots of different benches filled with sciencey looking stuff.
This is so much cooler than my science lab at school. 
“This is my latest invention,” Dr. C. Mac says excitedly when we walk over to one of the benches. “It’s called a backpack. It is a pack for your back! This invention will change the world!”
“Um, backpacks have been invented already,” I say as I hold up my backpack. “Look, I have one here.”
“Oh,” Dr. C. Mac looks disappointed. “So they have. Well, I’ll scrap that invention then… but how about this one!” 
Dr. C. Mac takes me over to a pair of shoes.
“Um… yep, shoes have been invented too. Look, I have a pair on now. Actually, so do you.”
Dr. C. Mac looks down at his feet and realizes that he has a pair of shoes on.
“Oh yes… well, that was a wasted couple of weeks inventing those,” he mumbles.
“Don’t worry about him. He’s always been a little bit crazy,” Dad whispers to me.
“Ahhh…” Dr. C. Mac says as he remembers something important. “I remember now! This is not just a pair of shoes. I have invented a pair of shoes that will give you the ability to never stop running!”
Dr. C. Mac puts the shoes on his feet and begins to run around the room.  
“Look!” he shouts. “I can keep running and running!”
He runs laps around the room.
And he keeps running…
 
And running…
 
And running…
 
And running…
 
Until…
 



 
SLAM!
 
 



He runs straight into a wall.
“Ouch,” he says. “These shoes may help you run further, but they don’t help you steer. I must work on that.”
Dr. C. Mac picks himself up, dusts himself off, and begins walking to his next invention.  
Dad was right – this guy is as crazy as a coconut.
As we follow Dr. C. Mac, I spot a movement in the corner of the room. I swing my head around to look at it, and I spot a ninja hiding in the corner. 
“Dad?” I pull on Dad’s arm.
“Yes, son?” 
“Why is there a ninja hiding in the corner of the room?” I whisper.
“A ninja? Hiding in this room? Ha! That’s impossible, Charlie. There are no ninjas here. They wouldn’t be able to break through the building’s ultra-defense system.”
“But I saw a ninja hiding in the corner. Look over there,” I point to where I just saw the ninja.
We both look to the corner, but the ninja is not there.
Strange.
“Let’s suppose there was a ninja there,” Dad says. “What color do you think he was dressed in, son?”
“Black.”
My Dad laughs out loud, “Ninja’s dressed in black are some of the deadliest enemies we have here at the spy building, son. They are known as Shadow Ninjas, and they are very evil. If you think about the worst person you know, then times that badness by one hundred, and you will have an idea about how bad these ninjas are. The Shadow Ninjas are obsessed with taking over the world, and will stop at nothing to do it.”
“That’s bad.” 
“But there is no need to worry, Charlie. There is no way that a Shadow Ninja could break into this building. We have the best security system in the world. It would be impossible to break through our defenses!”
“But Dad, I just saw…”
“Nope. No way. Uh-uh. Not a chance. This is an A-one, top-flight, secure building. There are definitely no Shadow Ninjas in here.”
As we walk around the room, I look over my shoulder and see a ninja sitting in the top corner of the ceiling, watching us…
 
 


 
Uh-oh.
This is bad. 
 
 



 
Chapter 2
 
Dr. C. Mac - The Mad Scientist
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Boing!
 
Dad hits a button on a normal looking car, and it instantly turns into a car-plane!
“Dad! That is so cool! Awesome!”
 


 
I love this science laboratory. Everything in here does something extra-special. 
Even the lights in the room are brilliant. They turn on and off by reading your brainwaves – which means that you only have to think about turning the lights off, and they turn off! 
That is so cool. 
“Yes, the car-plane,” Dr. C. Mac says as he studies the car. “It is used for driving very long distances in comfort. You can travel with four occupants in the vehicle, and drive up to 100 miles without refueling. The steering is very uncomplicated, the windows open with the touch of a button, and the radio can be dialed in to connect with the local radio station. It is a very good car.”
“And it can be used for flying?” I question.
“Flying?” Dr. C. Mac thinks about that for a moment. “Ah yes… flying. Flying… that would be a very good use for a car-plane. Hmm… I hadn’t thought of using the car-plane for flying. That is a smart way to use the vehicle. You can drive… and fly! That is very clever. You should become a scientist, young man. With ideas like that, you could change the world.”
Dr. C. Mac is even crazier than he looks.
“What else is in this room?” I ask eagerly. 
“Over here is something I am very proud of,” Dr. C. Mac points to the next gadget in the room. “This might look like a normal explosive bomb, but it isn’t. It performs a function that is a lot more effective. It is called the Slow-Motion Bomb. As the name suggests, it is not like a regular bomb. Uh-uh. This bomb is the best bomb ever invented. But you must be very careful with it.”
“What does the Slow-Motion Bomb do?”
“If you fire this bomb into a room, everybody within range of the electro-magnetic blast will be turned into super-slow motion. They can continue to function normally, just at a super-slow rate.”
“Wow!”
“But if you set the bomb off, you must hold onto the ‘finger trigger’ to ensure that you are blocked from the rays of the blast. The ‘finger trigger’ is attached to the bomb, so when you throw it into a room, you must ensure that you remove the device first. If you do this, then while everybody is forced into slow movements, you can still continue to perform your activities at regular speed.”
“That is so awesome!”
I really, really want to use it. It would be so cool to put everything into slow-motion!
“How long does the slow-motion last?” I ask.
“Only a few minutes,” Dr. C. Mac replies. “But that should be long enough to do what you have to do. This bomb works by extrapolating the exterior of the time-dimension shell and targets the pulsating movements of the gravitational pull. Once the gravitational pull has been located by the electro-magnetic rays of the bomb, it slows down the force by reflecting it using a process called ‘punching electro-magnetic rays.’ This, of course, sends a signal to the multi-dimensions of time that are held together by the rings of parallel force. The parallel force ensures that only those affected by the bomb are stopped in slow motion. Understand?”
“Um, yep. Sure. Totally. I massively understand everything you just said,” I reply. “If there were an award for understanding things, I would win it. And they would call the award ‘The Charlie Chucky Award for Totally Understanding Things and Stuff.’ Totally.”
I have no idea what he just said. 
“This spy agency is very important, young man. It is the place where we protect the world. If you ever want to understand the inner workings of defending the world, then you must understand the science behind it,” Dr. C. Mac explains. “The science of life should never be underestimated. For if it were to be underestimated, you would have made an attempt to estimate the life of science. And that estimate would have had to been made using my estimation of the impact of life and blah, blah, blah…”
Dr. C. Mac continues to talk for the next ten minutes about estimating, science, life, and frogs. 
As I am waiting for him to finish his long explanation, I spot another hiding ninja…
 


 
“Uh, Dad,” I try to grab Dad’s attention. “Dad.”
“Not now, Charlie. You need to listen to Dr. C. Mac explain how his new inventions work. Dr. C. Mac could teach you a thing or two about the logic of science. I know that his answers are long, but you really should listen. Listening is a very important skill.”
“But Dad-” 
“Shhh, Charlie,” Dad tells me to keep quiet. “You need to listen. When you listen to what people have to say, you can learn all sorts of new things.”
“But-”
“Not now, Charlie.” 
“Sure, Dad,” I sigh. 
Looking back at where I saw the ninja hiding, I see nothing there. 
But I’m sure that I saw him there. 
100% sure. 
Why are all these ninjas hiding throughout the building?
This is starting to get creepy…
Once Dr. C. Mac has finished his extremely long explanation about frog scientists, or something like that, he moves onto his next invention.
“These are magnificent,” he points to a big pair of boots sitting on a bench. 
“The boots look heavy and slow,” I say. “They don’t look like they would be able to do much except slow you down.”
“These boots are part of our super-clothes collection,” Dr. C. Mac explains. “The boots might look heavy and slow, but we have designed the boots to enable a person to jump extra-high when they are required to move extra-high into the air. That’s why we call them the ‘Extra-High Jumping Boots.’”
That makes sense.
“What else is in the collection of super-clothes?”
“I’m glad you asked, young man,” Dr. C. Mac waves his finger in the air with excitement. “Because we have a whole collection of super-clothes! I am so proud of this collection! I have spent many years trying to establish this collection of super-clothes, and I think that the collection is near completion. We have super-jackets, super-sweaters, and even super-socks!”
“Cool! What do the super-socks do?” I ask as Dr. C. Mac takes the socks out of a drawer.
“They are amazing! They keep your feet warm!” he says.
The super-socks just look like normal socks with the words ‘Super-Socks’ written across the top.
“Is that it?” I ask. “Do they do anything else?”
“Anything else?! Did you even hear what I just said? These super-socks keep your feet warm! Keeping your feet warm is very important, young man!” Dr. C. Mac looks offended. “These are an amazing invention. Could you imagine a world without socks? There would be people with cold toes everywhere. That would be a world-wide disaster. A disaster!”
“Ok,” I sigh. “And the super-jacket and the super-sweater? What do they do? Keep your body warm?” 
“Yes!” Dr. C. Mac replies. “These super-clothes are amazing at keeping things warm! Nothing is more important than keeping warm!”
“I guess so,” I say. 
I was expecting the collection of super-clothes to do something cool like change into a massive changing thing that changes when it is required to change. That would be cool. 
“And, of course, to complete our collection of super-clothes, we have the super-gloves,” Dr. C. Mac says.
“And I suppose they just keep your fingers warm?”
“What? Why would they be called super-gloves if they only kept your fingers warm? They would just be gloves. What a silly thing to say, young man,” Dr. C. Mac says. “These super-gloves are very powerful. I have equipped them with extra-extra punching power. They wouldn’t be super without that.”
“Cool! Can I please try them on?” I say excitedly. 
“You can, but you must be very careful with them, Charlie. We don’t want any accidents on your first day here,” Dad says. “You should try on the super-boots first. Be really careful, but let’s see what they can do.”
“Awesome!”
Eagerly, I put on Dr. C. Mac’s new super-boots. They feel really heavy and slow, but as soon as I go to take a normal step, I almost jump through the roof!  
That is so cool!
 


 
Imagine what I could do if I actually tried to jump!
I would probably go through the roof!
If I played basketball in these boots, I would be unstoppable! 
“And you should try on these extra-extra strong punching gloves. If you put these on, your punch becomes the strongest in the world!” Dr. C. Mac says as he puts the super-gloves over my fists.
“Come here, Charlie, and try to punch through this wall,” Dad smiles.
“You want me to punch through the wall?” I say. That seems well crazy.  
Who could punch through a wall of solid brick?
Dad nods, and I go to tap my hand gently into the wall.
 


 
“Wow!” I yell in excitement as the wall crumbles under my touch. “That feels great! I didn’t even try, and I still punched a hole in the wall!”
“Oh, I forgot. We have another piece of super-clothing,” Dr. C. Mac says. “The latest addition to our super-clothes collection is the Super Spy tie.”
“Awesome! What does it do?”
“As soon as you put this tie on, it turns your hair into a Super Spy appropriate style.”
It’s not the hairstyle I usually go for, but I put the tie on anyway. 
All this excitement has made me hungry.  
I see a hotdog sitting on the bench, and I can’t help but take a little bite out of it.
 


 
But as soon as I take the bite, it starts ringing like a phone!  
Quickly, I drop it into my backpack before Dr. C. Mac notices. 
That must be the new hotdog phone Dad was talking about.  
Oops. 
“What are you working on now?” I ask, trying to distract Dad and Dr. C. Mac from the fact that I have just taken a bite out of their newest phone.
“I am working on a device that will inhibit the tightness receptors on an attacker, enabling the looseness fields to work appropriately in a dangerous situation. Thus, it gives the defendant ample opportunity to create a distraction from the occurrence,” Dr. C. Mac explains. 
“Ok…” I have no idea what that means. 
“I call it the pants-dropper pen,” Dr. C. Mac declares.
“The pants-dropper pen? That’s a stupid name!” I laugh.
“You may think it is a stupid name, but it is entirely accurate. Once you have the pen in your possession, if you press the red button, then whoever you point it at, their pants will drop to the floor.”
That’s stupid. A pen couldn’t force someone’s pants to drop!
That would never work. 
Would it?
“Can I have a go?” I ask them.
“Not this one, Charlie,” Dad replies. “We’ll have to leave this one alone.”
As Dad and Dr. C. Mac start to walk out of the room, I grab the pen and put it in my pocket. If it works, I’m sure that this pen will come in handy at a later date. 
Who wouldn’t love a pants-dropper pen?
But as the pants-dropper pen goes in my pocket, I accidently hit the red button…
 


 
“Oops.”
 
 
 



 
Chapter 3
 
The Wall of Bad
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
After Dad has pulled up his pants, he takes me away from all the new gadgets, and we continue walking through the building. 
We walk through the endless white corridors, and I meet lots of other Super Spies. Some of them don’t look like they could be Super Spies – like old Mrs. Jones. She looks ancient, weak, and fragile. She has gray hair, thick glasses, and walks really slowly. 
“She is one of the most dangerous Super Spies in the world,” Dad says. “She might look elderly, but once, she beat up 28 body builders in under 15 seconds. She is lighting quick, and very smart. She conserves all her energy by moving really slow most of the day, but when it is required, she is mega quick. She is even faster than Speedy Speedy Spencer.”
“Wow. I would never have known that after meeting her.”
“Never underestimate an opponent, Charlie,” Dad says. “Or it might get you into trouble.”
As we walk past a wall with over one thousand pictures hanging up, I ask, “What are all the pictures for?” 
“This is what we call the Wall of Bad.”
“The Wall of Bad? What’s that?”
“The Wall of Bad is where we display a photo of every major criminal the agency has ever caught. This list goes back hundreds of years to when the spy agency was catching witches and dragons, and it continues all the way through to modern villains like Izard the Blizzard Wizard. We are very proud to have a wall like this.”
The pictures stretch for as far as the eye can see.  
There are photos of cowboys, stickmen, monsters, witches, and teachers. It’s had to imagine all these bad guys causing so much trouble. 
 


 
“Who’s this?” I ask, pointing to one of the pictures.
“That’s Mr. Squash. He liked to squash people.”  
“And this one?”
“That’s Mrs. Jump. She liked to jump on people.”
“And this one?”
“Mr. Lick.”
“He liked to lick people?” I guess.
“No, Lick was his last name. Why would someone want to lick people?” Dad laughs at me. “That’s silly, Charlie.”
“And how many of these guys have you caught?”
“Most of them since 1993, which is when I started in the agency. I have the record for the most bad guys ever captured. I am very proud of my record, Charlie, and I hope that one day you will continue my legacy and catch even more bad guys.”
“Cool, Dad. And who’s this one?” I point to a photo of a super cool looking ninja. 
 


 
“That’s one of the most terrifying enemies we have ever encountered. That is the Head Ninja, and he is very, very dangerous. He is so quick, and so smart, that he is almost impossible to catch.”
“But you caught him?”
“I did,” Dad says proudly. “But only by chance. He was breaking into a bank, the seventh bank he had broken into that day, and he made one mistake. Instead of getting into the get-away car, he jumped into my car, and that is how I caught him.”
“Why is he called the Head Ninja?”
“The Head Ninja is in charge of the Shadow Ninjas. They are the sneakiest criminal group ever. You can’t hear or see them coming. They are really sneaky – they could be hiding in a room, and you wouldn’t have any idea that they were there. To spot a Shadow Ninja you have to be very aware of your surroundings. They could be anywhere! You wouldn’t even know if they were in this room.”
“Um, ok,” I think about the ninjas I have seen around the building. “But why are they so bad?” 
“The only thing the Shadow Ninjas wanted to do was rule the world. That’s all they wanted. They have tried to take over the world 403 times already, but we stopped them each time. The last time that we stopped them, we found out that their goal was to capture all the spies from our agency. If they caught all of us, they could easily take over the world because there would be nobody around to stop them.”
“Sounds scary.”
“And the Shadow Ninjas are also the fastest people in the world. It is said that if one of them tries to kick you, you won’t even see the kick. At the Shadow Ninja Olympics, it is said that they run the 100-meter sprint so fast that they burn holes in the track.”
“The Shadow Ninja Olympics? What’s that?” I ask. 
“It’s a very secretive Olympics held high in the mountains of Japan. Only the best ninjas in the world are invited to attend, and only a select few ninjas are allowed to watch. It is said that every world record is broken at the Ninja Olympics, including the javelin throw, the 100-metre sprint, the most hotdogs eaten in two minutes, and the pole-vault.”
“But they are all locked up now, right?” 
“Of course. There were around 500 Shadows Ninjas in the world, but we caught them all, and they are safely locked away in our prison. Nothing to worry about.”
“But Dad, I just saw one. I saw him hiding in this building!”
“Impossible. It wouldn’t have been a Shadow Ninja that you saw. Perhaps it was a fly or a moth. There is no way that you would have seen a Shadow Ninja in this building. Firstly, they wouldn’t have been able to break into the building, and secondly, they are all locked up. And there is no way they are getting out of their prison. No way. The prison is the sturdiest prison in the world!”
“But Dad-”
“Nope. No way. Uh-uh. There are definitely no ninjas here.”
But as we walk away from the Wall of Bad, I look over my shoulder and see more ninjas hiding...
 


 
 
 
 



 
Chapter 4
 
Spy Meeting
 
 
 



 
 
 
“Charlie, I hope you have enjoyed your first tour of the Super Spy facility,” Dad says as we finish the tour of the spy building. “Now, I have to go to a top-secret meeting with all the world’s best Super Spies in the Dome of Silence.”
“What’s the meeting for?” I ask as we walk outside.
“This is the annual meeting of the world’s best spies. We discuss many different things like the latest inventions, the current bad guys, and where the best doughnuts in the world are located. It is a massively important meeting.” 
“Can I come in and watch?” 
“Sorry, Charlie, but you can’t come to this meeting. It’s top-secret. In this meeting, we discuss some of the most sensitive information in the world, and it is so secret that I can’t allow you to go in there. You’ll have to wait out here until we finish.”
“Ok, Dad. I’ll wait here, and I won’t touch anything,” I say as Dad begins to walk into the Dome of Silence.
The Dome of Silence is a large glass building next to the Super Spy agency. 
It is where all the important meetings are held. In that building, Dad has held top-secret meetings with Presidents, Kings, Queens, aliens, and carrots. 
He said the meeting with the talking carrot was the most boring meeting he had ever attended – all they did was talk about the quality of dirt on earth. Boring.
 


 
As I sit on the grass, I watch all the world’s best spies go into the Dome of Silence for their annual meeting. 
There are Super Spies from everywhere; including Kazakhstan, Turkmenistan, Afghanistan, Pakistan, and Ice-cream-istan, Russia, Europe, Australia, Mars, and Africa.
I wonder if it is a good idea to have all the Super Spies in one place at one time?
Of course, it is. They wouldn’t do it otherwise. They wouldn’t be that silly.
As I sit on the grass next to the building and wait for Dad to finish, I watch the clouds float through the sky. I would love to be a cloud. I could just float along in the sky, gently providing shade for people that I like. Then, when I saw someone that I didn’t like, I could pour water all over them. Yep. That would be cool. 
I pull out the hotdog phone from my backpack, and call my best friend, Harley. 
Harley is the only kid that knows my Dad is a Super Spy. He has promised not to tell anyone else, and I trust him. 
“Hey Harley, I’ve just finished my first tour at the Super Spy training facility, and it is sooo cool!” 
“Awesome!” Harley responds. “What did you see in there?”
“I can’t tell you, but I can tell you that it is mega awesome. Right now, I have to wait on the lawns outside the building while my Dad goes to a top secret meeting with the other Super Spies. You should come down here and hang out.”
“That’s so awesome. I would love to come down, but right now I am helping my Dad with one of his experiments.”
Harley’s Dad is one of the world’s best research scientists. In his last study, he studied the results of walking while not wearing any clothes. He found that it was a very effective method to get people to move out of your way when you wanted to go somewhere. 
But he also found that the police don’t allow you to walk down the street naked. He was arrested, told to put some clothes on, and after much explaining, he was released as long as he promised not to do any more study on that subject. 
“What’s your Dad doing today?” I ask Harley.
“Today, he is studying whether the color of your hat makes it more likely that you will be pooed on by birds. I have to do the video recording while he stands in the middle of a field. He changes his hat every ten minutes to see if it changes the rate at which birds poo on him.”
“Yuk! Has any of the hats made a difference?”
“The red hat, the blue hat, and the green hat made no difference. He didn’t get pooed on once when wearing those hats. But when he put on the pink hat with blue spots, yellow stripes, and green circles, he was pooed on forty times in ten minutes! It’s like the birds saw him as a target!”
I am definitely never wearing my pink hat with blue spots, yellow stripes, and green circles again!
“That sounds really awful,” I say to Harley. 
“It’s alright… uh-oh, he’s about to put the pink hat with blue spots, yellow stripes, and green circles on again!” Harley shouts down the phone. “Yuk! He’s been hit by three poos in the first few seconds!”
“That’s disgusting,” I say to Harley. 
“I’ve got to go!” he yells back. “He is being hit by so many different bird poos at once! Bye, Charlie!”
“Bye,” I respond, just before he hangs up the phone. 
Looks like I will just have to wait here on the grass by myself. 
I lay down on the grass, happily looking around at the surroundings. It is such a beautiful, sunny day…
But then I spot something moving in the distance.
And then it hides!
It is so fast, and dressed in black…
I take another look around and see something else moving!
This time, I get a clearer look.
Uh-oh.
This is bad!
 
 



 


 
 



It’s a Shadow Ninja!
And he is creeping towards the Dome of Silence!
Oh no. He must know that all the world’s best Super Spies are in that building!
At least it is only one Shadow Ninja.
I’m sure the Super Spies can defeat one Shadow Ninja…
But then I see another Shadow Ninja climbing on top of the Dome!
Agh!
This is very bad!
 


 
I hide behind a nearby bush, so the two Shadow Ninjas can’t see me.  
There are two hundred Super Spies in the Dome of Silence, and I’m sure they can defeat two Shadow Ninjas. Yep. They would have no problem with two Shadow Ninjas. 
Two Shadow Ninjas would be fine. 
Phew. 
I was getting worried for a moment, but there are only two Shadow Ninjas. I’m sure that there is nothing to worry about.
Nothing at all. 
I sit behind the bush and take my lunch out of my backpack. Taking a bite of my sandwich, I relax and enjoy the sunshine. 
I am absolutely sure that the Super Spies can defeat two Shadow Ninjas by themselves, and there is nothing for me to worry about. I will just sit here behind the bush and wait for the Super Spies to finish their meeting. 
But just in case, I look over the bush towards the Dome of Silence… 
Oh no!
There are now hundreds of Shadow Ninjas climbing over the Dome of Silence!
 
 


 
Agh!
This is mega bad!
Oh no!
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Chapter 5
 
Panic!
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Hiding behind the bushes, I watch as the ninjas creep inside the Dome of Silence. They are all so fast and smooth. And there are so many of them! 
There must be hundreds of Shadow Ninjas breaking into the Dome!
What’s happening inside?  
What do I do?
All the world’s best spies are in that building! 
If the ninjas can trap everyone in the Dome, they can take over the world! There would be nobody to stop them!
This is not good. This is really not good.
Grabbing the hotdog phone from my backpack, I call my friend Harley.
“Harley, I need your help. I’m-”
“Sorry, Charlie,” Harley shouts down the phone. “I have to help my Dad! He’s being pooed on at a rate of eighty bird poos per minute, and he can’t take off his hat. I have to help him!”
“But-”
And Harley hangs up the phone!
No!
I call the next person – someone who will always help me – Mom.
 


 
“Mom!” I say when she answers the phone. “Dad has been trapped inside the Dome of Silence with all the other Super Spies! He’s in big trouble! And so is the rest of the world if the spies can’t beat the Shadow Ninjas!”
“That’s nice, dear,” Mom says calmly. “Just make sure you are home for dinner.”
“Mom! You don’t understand! This is really, really, really bad! Dad is in trouble!”
“Ok, Charlie,” she says softly. “Don’t worry about your Dad. He will be fine. He always finds a way out of these things.”
“But this is different, Mom! This is really, really bad!”
“You should read a dictionary, Charlie. You need to increase your vocabulary. Instead of saying ‘really, really bad,’ you could say words like ‘terrible,’ or ‘dreadful,’ or ‘frightful.’ You should spend more time doing homework on the weekends.”
“But Mom-”
“Your father will be fine, Charlie. Now, make sure you are both home for dinner. We are having my famous chocolate lasagna tonight.”
And then she hangs up!
Oh man, nobody is going to help me…
Wait a minute, did Mom say chocolate lasagna? Yum! I will definitely have to make sure that we get home tonight!
Maybe Mom is right. Maybe Dad will be fine. 
He is the best Super Spy in the world, after all. 
And he has captured the Head Ninja before. 
Yep. They will be fine. 
There is absolutely nothing for me to worry about. Nothing at all. Nope. I’m not going to worry. The Super Spies will be fine. 
Sitting back down behind the bush, I take a deep breath. I am just going to sit here and think about gentle things, like fairies and butterflies and monster trucks. 
But as I start to relax, I hear the hotdog phone buzz. It is a text message from Dad.
Great. I’m sure it will say there is nothing wrong at all and that all the Shadow Ninjas have been captured.
Calmly, I read the message.
It says:
 



 
 
GET HELP.  NINJAS HAVE GOT US ALL.
 
 



No!
That is bad! 
I mean terrible. Or nasty. Or totally extreme. 
What am I going to do?
Dad wants me to get help, but all the Super Spies are in the Dome of Silence. Who is going to help them?
In a panic, I race back into the spy building and look for someone to help me. I need to tell someone that all the world’s best spies are in trouble!  
I run through the spy building, yelling for help, “Help! Help!”
I run into the control room of the spy agency – nobody is there.
The lunch room – not one person.
The car-park – not a soul.
I run into a room called, ‘The Invention Lab for People with Bad Ideas,’ and there is nobody there. All I see is a drink bottle made out of dirt, an astronaut suit for cats, a paper umbrella, and a rock pillow. 
I run into every room of the spy building…
But there is nobody here!
Everyone is in the Dome of Silence!  
There is nobody left to help me.  
Oh no…
What do I do?
Is it up to me to save the world? 
But the Shadow Ninjas are super fast and super smart. How could I stop them? I am only a sixth-grade kid.
But I have to try!
The entire world is depending on me.
I race into Dr. C. Mac’s office and grab everything I can…
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Chapter 6
 
Ninja Attack 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Slowly and quietly, I sneak into the Dome of Silence. I have filled my backpack with all the gadgets I could find in Dr. C. Mac’s laboratory. There must be something I can do to stop this from happening. 
Maybe I can throw the backpack to Dad, and then he can defeat all the Shadow Ninjas. 
Stepping softly through the Dome of Silence, I look around for someone to help me. 
But there is nobody. All the corridors are empty. 
Oh man, this is so scary.
 



 
 
Crack!
 
 



 
Oh no! The noise comes from behind me!
Jumping behind an indoor pot plant, I hide as two Shadow Ninjas walk up the corridor. They must be checking the corridor to make sure nobody is breaking in, but they are not very quiet. 
“What’s a ninja’s favorite drink?” one says to the other.
“Wataaaah!” the other one laughs.
Great. The Shadow Ninjas are telling each other ninja jokes.  
“What sort of shoes do ninjas wear?”
“Sneakers! Hahahaha!”
Well, they might not be very good ninjas, but at least they are funny. 
After the ninjas have walked away, I creep out from behind the pot plant. I sneak around the building, looking for the Super Spies, but I can’t find them.
I check room after room in the Dome of Silence, but they are all empty!
Then, I hear sounds coming from the large conference room in the middle of the building. Quietly, I tip-toe up to the door and try to peer in.
If I can find my Dad, then I can throw him the backpack full of gadgets, and then he can defeat the Shadow Ninjas again. That’s an awesome plan.
The only thing that can stop the plan is if everyone is tied up. I really hope the Super Spies are not tied up…
Pushing the door open slightly, I peek into the conference room…
I can see the Super Spies!
 


 
But they are all tied up!
No!  
All the world’s best spies are tied together in the middle of the room!
Studying the rest of the room, I see that everyone’s hands are tied behind their backs!
No!
They can’t help me at all!
I am the only person who can do anything! I have to save the world from a Shadow Ninja attack!
I count twenty-eight ninjas and one Head Ninja. 
The Head Ninja is taller than everyone else and looks so much scarier. He is clearly the dominant one, and the best ninja. When he walks, it looks like his feet aren’t even touching the ground.
Wow. He looks so tough.
“Listen!” the Head Ninja calls out and stands at the front of the room. “Everybody listen to me!”
 



 


 
 
 



“I am the Head Ninja! I am in charge of the Shadow Ninjas! I will rule the world, and nobody can stop me!” the Head Ninja laughs. “The people before me, the world’s best Super Spies, think that they are the smartest people in the world, but they have been captured by me! They don’t look so smart now!” 
“You will be sorry about this,” Dad calls out to the Head Ninja. “When we break out of here, we will capture you and lock you away for a very long time. You will not get away with this!”
“Haha!” the Head Ninja shouts. “And who is going to stop us now? The Super Spies are the only people on the planet capable of stopping us. But you are all tied up now. There is nothing more that you can do. There is no use trying to fight us – we are too strong!”
“What are you going to do now?” Dad questions.
“Now that we have all the world’s best Super Spies tied up, we are going to take over the world!” the Head Ninja continues. “We are going to rule every state, every island, and every country. From this day forth, I will be known as the King of the World! I will rule this world with power and strength. And I will make sure that everyone bows to the might of the Shadow Ninjas!”
“No,” Dad says. 
“No?”
“Listen to me, Head Ninja. If you put down your weapons now, and let us all go, I promise that we will only lock you away for ten years in prison. We will let you go after ten years, and you can retire to the mountains in Japan, where we will make sure that you never try to take over the world again. Do we have a deal?”
“Hahahahaha!” the Head Ninja laughs loudly. “You must be joking? I will not make a deal with you. Under my command, the Shadow Ninjas will not be stopped by anyone. There will be no deals. There is nobody who can stop us now. The world is ours!”
Dad shakes his head. He knows there isn’t much more he can do right now. After the Head Ninja has finished his speech, I try to get Dad’s attention. 
“Dad,” I whisper. “Dad.”
But it is no use. He is too far away. And I can’t go any closer or the Shadow Ninjas will see me.
What can I do?
How do I save the spies and stop all the Shadow Ninjas?
The Shadow Ninjas are the fastest people on earth - there is no way I can stop them by myself.
They are too quick!
But if I don’t do anything, the Shadow Ninjas will rule the world. 
Oh no… 
I don’t know what to do.
But suddenly, I have an idea…
 
 
 
 
 



 
Chapter 7
 
The Ninja Attack
 
 
 
 



 
 
Opening my backpack, I sort through the gadgets I grabbed from Dr. C. Mac’s office. In the bag, there is his lunch box, his drink bottle, and his hat. They can’t help me! 
Then I look inside the second zipper and realize that is where I put the gadgets. Phew!
I see the Slow-Motion Bomb and realize I can slow the Shadow Ninja’s down. They might be the world’s fastest people, but they won’t be if I hit them with the Slow-Motion Bomb!
That’s a brilliant idea!
Remembering that Dr. C. Mac said that I must hold the trigger from the Slow-Motion Bomb to resist the effects, I grip it tightly and look out at all the Shadow Ninjas. 
I can do this. 
I can be brave and save the Super Spies.
I know I can do this.
Come on…
I take three deep breaths, hold the trigger, and then throw the Slow-Motion Bomb into the room…
Then I wait…
 
 
 



 
Bang!
 
 
 



 
The Slow-Motion Bomb goes off, and everyone goes slow-motion, except for me!
Totally awesome!
 


 
I race around the room at normal speed, but everyone else is locked into slow-motion movements. This is so much fun!
Grabbing my backpack, I pull out the super-clothes collection! Super-tie – nope. Super-sweater – it’s not cold. Super-socks – don’t need those either. Ah! Here they are! The super-boots and the super-gloves. Perfect!  
Because the ninjas are moving in slow-motion, I am able to move so much faster than them!
I am faster than the fastest people alive!
This is so cool!
The ninjas try to attack me in slow-motion, but I can easily dodge their attacks! They are so slow! 
I zip around all the ninjas, and they are so surprised that someone is faster than them!
This is brilliant! 
 


 
 



 
With my super-gloves on, I punch one of the ninjas.  
 


 
The Shadow Ninja goes flying through the air!
The super-gloves are so powerful! 
And then I punch more ninjas!
Zipping around, I punch, and I punch, and I punch! 
This is so much fun! 
 
 



 
Pow!
 
Pow!
 
Pow!
 



 


 
 
Quickly, I have knocked all the Shadow Ninjas out! 
I have defeated them!
What mad skills! 
 


 
That was so easy!  
Thanks to the Slow-Motion Bomb, I have defeated the Shadow Ninjas!
Go me!
As the Slow-Motion Bomb begins to wear off, and everyone returns to normal speed, I race over to untie my Dad.
“Great work, Charlie!” he smiles. “That was outstanding. You were so quick! It was a great idea to use the Slow-Motion Bomb.”
“Thanks, Dad,” I smile. “I’m just happy that I managed to knock out all the ninjas, and save the Super Spies.”
But before I can untie my Dad, he shouts, “Watch out!”
 
 
 
 



 
Chapter 8
 
The Head Ninja
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
I spin around to look behind me.
It’s the Head Ninja! 
I didn’t stop him! He must have been hiding when the Slow-Motion Bomb went off! 
Aw man! He’s the toughest ninja!
The Head Ninja grabs me from behind and throws me against the wall. 
Ouch!  
Man, that hurts!
He knocks off my super-gloves and my super-boots, tossing them aside. Without them, I am helpless! 
I try to get back to my feet, but he kicks me again! 
I didn’t even see that kick! 
“What do you call a ninja pig?” I say, trying to buy some time to work out how to defeat him. 
“What do you call a ninja pig?” he questions. 
“A Pork Chop!” 
“Is that a joke?” the Head Ninja asks. “If it was, it wasn’t funny.”
As I look around the room, the Head Ninja comes towards me. I can’t see a way to stop him!
“How do you spell Ninjas?” I ask, still looking for a way out.
“N-I-N-J-A-S,” he replies. 
“Nope. It’s spelled – S – because the ‘ninja’ is silent!”
“Ha!” the Head Ninja laughs. “That was funny. But the time for jokes is over. It is time to surrender, little boy. Without the Slow-Motion Bomb, you are no match for my speed and skill.”
“No,” I say. “I will not surrender. Your clothes are ugly, and I must stop you!”
“What did you say?!”
Oops.
I shouldn’t have said that his clothes are ugly. He looks totally angry now.
The Head Ninja walks over to me with his ninja sword ready. 
I’m doomed!
 



 
 


 
 



“Without your gadgets, you’re not so great! You are no match for the mighty Shadow Ninjas!” he shouts. “You shouldn’t have tried to stop us, little boy! We are unstoppable. What is your name?”
“My name is the Ninja Destroyer,” I say, hoping to scare him.
“Ha!” he laughs. That didn’t work. “That is not your name. What is your real name?”
“Charlie Chucky.”
“Charlie Chucky? Are you the son of the world’s best Super Spy, David Chucky?” he questions.
“Um, yes,” I reply. “And if you don’t let me go, then my Dad will make sure that you stay locked up forever. He will get really angry, and lock you up in prison. He has beaten you before, and he will do it again.”
“Ha! Your Super Spy Dad can’t help you now. He is tied up. He can’t do anything. There is no way that you can beat me. I am the greatest ninja ever!”
“Please don’t hurt me,” I say. “Mom is making chocolate lasagna tonight, and I really want to be home for that. Can’t you just let me go?”
“Chocolate lasagna? Hmmm, that does sound tasty,” the Head Ninja says. “But I am afraid that I cannot let you go. Because you defeated all my Shadow Ninjas; I cannot let you walk away. You will have to pay the price for trying to stop us.”
“What if I stop you now?” I say, trying to buy more time to think of an escape. “What if I beat you up? Would that make me the greatest ninja ever?”
“There is no way you can beat me without your gadgets!” he crackles again. “You can’t stop me now!”
He’s right. I can’t beat him without my gadgets.
There is nothing I can do.
But then I remember I have one gadget left…
 
 
 
 



 
Chapter 9
 
The Final Fight!
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
As the Head Ninja stands above me, I remember that I have one gadget left!
The pants-dropper pen is still in my pocket!
Yes!
“Don’t look down,” I say as I hit the button on the pants-dropper pen.
 


 
The Head Ninja’s pants drop to the floor!
He looks down!
Quickly, I grab one of my super-boots, and…
 



 


 
 
WHACK!
 
 



 
I kick him as hard as I can!
“Goodbye, Head Ninja!” I call out as he goes flying through the air!
 


 
 
 



 
Chapter 10
 
The Clean Up
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Later that day…
 
“Congratulations Charlie,” Dad says as he hangs up a second picture of the Shadow Ninjas on the Wall of Bad. “That was very brave, and all the Super Spies were very impressed with your skills. Although, they weren’t so impressed with your jokes. You will need to work on those.”
Dad thinks my jokes are bad? 
The last joke he told me was ‘3.14 percent of sailors are pi-rates.’ He says it’s a math joke, but I don’t get it. Then he told me to ask a cow if I needed help with math. I asked why? He said they might have a cow-culator. 
Groan. 
“Every spy that puts a villain away is awarded a special lunch,” Dad says as he pats me on the back.
“How special?” I ask.
“You can order whatever you want.”
“Really? So if I wanted vanilla ice cream, with a bowl of chocolate coated popcorn and a side of chips on pizza – you’d bring it to me?”
“Um… I suppose. If that is what you want.”
“Yes!” I punch the air. “Followed by Mom’s chocolate lasagna.”
Dad places his hand on my shoulder, “Son, if you want to become a Super Spy, there will be a place here for you. You have the skills to succeed, and you have proven yourself as a worthy Super Spy.”
“I’d love to be a Super Spy,” I smile.
“Maybe you can help me with the next assignment. We have a report that there are giant monsters causing trouble in a forest.”
“I’d be happy to help,” I reply. “Giants don’t scare me at all…”
 
 
 
 



 
The End
 
 


 
 



 
Also in the Diary of a Super Spy series:
Diary of a Super Spy
Diary of a Super Spy: A Giant Problem!
Diary of a Super Spy: Space!
Diary of a Super Spy: Evil Attack!
Diary of a Super Spy: Daylight Robbery!
 
 



 
Also by Peter Patrick and William Thomas:
Diary of a Ninja Spy
Diary of a Ninja Spy 2
Diary of a Ninja Spy 3
Diary of a Ninja Spy 4
 
Diary of a Time Spy
 
 



 
From the Authors
 
Thank you for reading ‘Diary of a Super Spy: Attack of the Ninjas!’  
Like all students in 6th Grade, Charlie Chucky is having fun with his friends, learning how to deal with life’s adventures. I hope you will join Charlie on his next journey – ‘Diary of a Super Spy: A Giant Problem!’
Have fun!
 
Peter Patrick and William Thomas
 
 



 
If you liked this story, please leave a review!
 
 



 
Special Preview Chapter:
 
Diary of a Super Spy:
A Giant Problem!
 
Peter Patrick
William Thomas
 
 



 
Chapter 1
 
School Camp
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Oh, the life of being a Super Spy in the sixth grade.
I know what you’re thinking – it must be all thrills and excitement. Well, it’s not. Even though you save the world and battle nasty enemies, you still have to do all the normal sixth grade stuff.
Like go to school camp.
Ugh.
I love the outdoors, but the idea of running around with the rest of the sixth grade for three days doesn’t thrill me. In fact, it scares me a little. Anything could go wrong…
My name is Charlie Chucky, I’m in the sixth grade, and I love to jump over anything dangerous.  
This is me jumping over a massive, dangerous puddle of water.
 


 
My best friend Harley has also come on the school camp.  
 



This is Harley.  
 


 
As you can tell, Harley doesn’t like the outdoors.
He would rather spend his time indoors with a math test, the latest book, and his collection of extremely rare ant’s teeth. 
Our school camp is being held in the middle of nowhere – which is about a four-hour bus ride from our school. There are six cabins, two lakes, three tennis courts, one soccer oval, fourteen lost koalas, six Dodo birds, half a boat, and one very creepy looking forest. 
This camp is supposed to teach us about the wild, but how much is there to know? The Camp Leader asked me where I would find food if I were lost in the woods, and I told him I would call my Mom. She always knows where to find me. 
Particularly when it is time to go to the Dentist, and I am hiding. 
But apparently, there is no mobile phone reception out here, so I couldn’t call my Mom anyway. The Camp Leader said I could survive by eating berries off the ice-cream tree. Sounds fine to me. 
To make this boring camp more interesting, I snuck some of Dad’s newest Super Spy gadgets into my backpack.  
My Dad is a Super Spy.  
And not just any Super Spy – he is the world’s best Super Spy. He works for a spy agency so secret that even he doesn’t know the name of it.
He battles bad guys, and saves the world on a weekly basis, but is still home for dinner most nights. Last night, he stopped the battle with his enemy, Robyn Banks, to come home and eat pasta for dinner. Once he had finished his pasta, he went back to battling Robyn Banks. He says a Super Spy should never battle on an empty stomach. I like that idea. 
Recently, he has been teaching me the skills to become a future Super Spy.
He even let me go to the mega secret ‘International Spy Building’ where he works. I was stoked about that. 
After we have set up our beds at the camp, I sneak out with Harley and show him all the cool stuff I brought in my backpack.
“What’s that?” Harley asks as I pull out the first gadget.


 
“It’s the latest type of mini-gun,” I respond. “This is the miniest mini-gun ever invented. It is half the size of the last mini-gun, which was half the size of the previous mini-gun, which was twice the size of the mini-gun before that one.”
“It’s so super small. What does it do? Does it blow things up like a bomb?”
“Nope. It does the opposite, Harley. This mini-gun makes things shrink.”
“It shrinks things? Like what I do when Mom puts a plate of hotdogs in front of me?”
“No, Harley. The number of hotdogs on the plate shrinks because you eat them.”
“Ha. Yeah. Good point.”
“This mini-gun would shrink a plate of normal size hotdogs into a tiny plate of tiny, little hotdogs.”
“Why would you want to do that? That’s a stupid gun. Who would want to eat tiny, little hotdogs?” Harley is confused. “Throw the mini-gun away, Charlie. It’s nasty.”
“No, Harley. This mini-gun isn’t supposed to shrink hotdogs. It’s supposed to shrink bad guys!”
“Oh… right. Yep. That makes sense. Totally.”
“And check this out!” I pull out Dad’s newest gadget.
“Cool. A helmet with glasses!” Harley is stoked.
 


 
“It’s not just a helmet with glasses! This helmet allows you to see invisible things,” I smile. “It’s called the Invisible Detector Helmet.” 
“Invisible things? Like what? I’ve never seen anything invisible before.”
“That’s because it’s invisible!”
“Oh, right. Yeah. That’s some cool stuff, Charlie. You might need it for the forest over there.”
We both turn to look at the forest next to our camp. Who would build a school camp next to the strangest, creepiest, spookiest, darkest forest in the world?
“I heard that monsters live in the forest, Charlie. And I heard that the monsters are totally terrifying,” Harley whispers. “And I heard that anybody who goes into the forest never comes back out.”
“That’s stupid,” I tell Harley. “Nobody can get stuck in a forest forever.”
“The Camp Rules call it the ‘Evil Forest.’ Camp Rule number 112 says that nobody is allowed to go near the Evil Forest, and Camp Rule number 124 says nobody is allowed to enter the Evil Forest without their hat on backward,” Harley says. “We really must stay away from that forest, Charlie.”
I’m glad he was listening to the camp rules. I got bored, and stopped listening at Camp Rule 28: No child is allowed to put chewing gum in their armpits.
I stare at the Evil Forest, and even though it is the middle of a hot and sweaty day, the forest still looks dark and cold. 
That is well scary. 
There is something seriously wrong with that forest…
 



 


 
 
 



Read the rest of the adventure in:
 
Diary of a Super Spy: 
A Giant Problem!
 
Available to buy now!
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