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King Of The Jungle 
 

The crowd of young super villains laughed and 

threw stink bombs. They had gathered on the 

boardwalk that bridged the treetops to heckle 

the First Years battling their way through the 

extreme jungle challenge. A boy with crab-

claws tried to escape a Venus Flytrap five 

times his size in the man-eating flower patch 

below. The plant scurried after him using its 

roots as feet and snapped a bite out of the 

boy’s bottom. He shrieked and leapt into the 

air. 

‘Looks like he won’t be doing the bank job,’ 

said a Senior Year pupil with lizard skin and an 

orange frill around his neck. ‘Which First Year 

do you think the teachers will pick to be on the 

team?’ he asked his slug-like friend. 

‘Whoever wins the exercise. Probably 

Demon Kid. That’s if he survives the swamp.’ 
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‘How about that new boy, Copycat?’ asked 

another pupil. ‘He can change himself into 

anything.’  

‘It’ll take a lot to beat Demon.’ The boy who 

looked like a slug gripped the handrail with the 

suckers on his palm and leaned over the 

bridge. He pointed a tentacle at a clump of 

bamboo. ‘Here’s Demon now. You can spot his 

spiky red hair a mile away.’ 

* 

Demon stopped running for a moment and 

swatted a buzzing mosquito with his 

arrowhead-shaped tail. His team waited with 

him. Wolfgang, a boy with scruffy hair, long 

sideburns and hairy hands, panted in the heat. 

Shrink cleaned a splatter of dirty swamp water 

off his super cool glasses and clicked his silver 

boots to flight mode. Blue fire roared from the 

soles as he lifted off the ground. Stretch’s long 

purple hair shortened, all by itself, until it was 

close-cropped like a soldier’s.  

‘I’m ready whenever you are,’ she said. 
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‘Let’s give them the chop.’ Demon flicked 

out his razor-sharp claws — T-CHING! —  and 

charged at the snapping plants, cutting 

through their stems like a chef making sushi. 

Venus Flytraps hit the ground. THUD!  THUD! 

THUD! 

Stretch kicked out at a plant a little way off. 

As she did so, her leg doubled in length. But 

Demon charged ahead and sliced the plant’s 

stem into twenty pieces. Her foot connected 

with the air instead.  

‘You’ve got to be faster than that to beat 

me,’ Demon joked as Stretch’s leg zipped back 

to its normal size. PYYAANG! 

Up ahead, a plant tilted back its velvety 

black petals and flicked out a long hairy tongue 

at Bad Bat, a small boy with pointed ears and 

webbed wings flying through the treetops. The 

plant lassoed him around the waist and 

dragged him down. Bad Bat screeched. 

Demon concentrated on sending scorching 

heat from his stomach up into his throat. His 
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neck and face grew hot and he blew a stream 

of flames out of his mouth at the plant. 

WHOOSH! Its stem blackened and crumbled 

to cinders. The bat-boy and the flowerhead 

tumbled to the ground. 

‘Can I be on your side next time?’ Bad Bat 

shook out his wings as Demon and his friends 

ran past him. ‘I’ll give you my mystery Who’s 

Super? card.’ 

‘You’re on!’ shouted Demon.  

He felt Stretch, Shrink and Wolfgang glaring 

at him, but Demon looked straight ahead. He 

knew what they were thinking: he’d have to 

drop one of them from his team next time for 

Bad Bat to join it. But the offer of a mystery 

Who’s Super? card was too tempting. Inside 

the packet might be the card for Mind Meddlini, 

the world’s smallest evil hypnotist, and 

Takecare, his seven-foot sidekick, which he’d 

wanted for ages. It was worth it. 

Pupils had been buying Demon’s friendship 

ever since he’d stolen a rocket ship from a 
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group of older kids earlier in the school year. 

He’d been given lots of gifts like exploding 

pens and tornadoes in tins from boys and girls 

all wanting to be his best friend. Although his 

three friends had been on the mission with 

him, he’d been the leader and had become a 

bit of a celebrity at St Viper’s as a result. 

Shrink, Stretch and Wolfgang are just 

jealous that I’m the one being given all the cool 

stuff, he thought.  

They reached the end of the patch and 

arrived at a clearing in the jungle. Demon 

blinked in the sunshine. A rickety rope bridge 

with some missing wooden slats spanned a 

chasm fifty feet deep. On the other side of the 

bridge the head teacher, Mr Madness, waited 

on the grass under the shade of a tree. His 

grey hair had been shaped into two horns and 

his yellow-tinged skin matched the colour of a 

bunch of bananas dangling above his head. 

 ‘Nearly zere,’ said Wolfgang, panting. 
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Demon felt a gust of air close to his face 

and saw a red and black striped dragonfly with 

shimmering wings dart past his nose towards 

the chasm.  

Behind him, the sound of pounding feet and 

swishing through the bushes grew louder. Any 

moment now the rest of the First Years would 

reach the clearing. 

‘Let’s go,’ he said to his team. 

Demon hurried across the wooden slats, 

clutching the scratchy rope with both hands 

while Stretch and Wolfgang followed behind 

him and Shrink flew along on the other side of 

the rope. The bridge rocked and creaked. 

Demon checked over his shoulder to see 

another team sprinting onto the slats. A ball of 

bright silver with a long tail, like a comet, shot 

past the other team. It had to be Zoom Doom, 

the fastest boy in their year. 

‘Zoom’s coming,’ Demon shouted. 

‘Guys, we’ve got to do something to stop 

him or he’ll overtake us,’ said Stretch. 
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Demon turned back and judged the distance 

to Mr Madness. A few steps and he’d be on 

firm ground and the head teacher was just a 

laser blast from there. But Zoom could still 

beat them with his super speed.  

He’s not having my place on the bank 

burglary, Demon thought. 

 ‘I’ll burn the bridge down,’ he said to Stretch 

and Wolfgang. ‘That’ll stop him.’ Demon took a 

deep breath and blew a stream of flames onto 

the rope handrails on either side of him. 

‘Hey, not yet,’ yelled Stretch. ‘We’ve gotta 

get to the other side first!’ 

The smell of a bonfire filled Demon’s nostrils 

as fire licked the two ropes. Wolfgang tried to 

blow out the flames, but it was too late. SNAP! 

The slats disappeared from under their feet.  

Demon dropped. Wind whistled in his ears. 

He pumped his arms and legs in mid-air, 

looking like he was trying to run up an invisible 

staircase, but he kept falling.   
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A New Enemy 
 

In mid-air Demon felt a hand close around his 

neck: Stretch’s. She pulled him in close with an 

extra-long arm and shot her other arm up the 

cliff. They stopped halfway up the rock face, 

beside a surveillance camera bolted to a 

narrow ledge. 

 ‘Can’t b-reathe.’ Demon clawed at her 

fingers.  

‘Looks like Wolfie needs me too,’ said 

Stretch, releasing her grip. ‘Hang on.’  

As he fell again, he grabbed at her silky 

jumpsuit, but couldn’t get a hold. His eyes 

locked onto the glinting snake buckle on her 

belt. He curled his fingers around the metal 

and held tight. 

Stretch had reached down with a long arm 

and was pulling Wolfgang up by the tool belt 
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which he always wore around his waist. Shrink 

was pushing him from behind. Vivid blue fire 

whooshed out of the soles of his boots.  

‘Hang on tight,’ said Stretch, as Wolfgang 

wrapped his hairy hands around her wrist. 

Demon looked up to see the fingers of 

Stretch’s other hand clinging to a boulder at 

the top. She pulled up and as her arm started 

to bend they inched up the cliff. Her bicep 

bulged inside her jumpsuit. 

‘Can either of you fly from here?’ she asked 

through gritted teeth. The higher they climbed, 

the more her arm bent.  

Demon stayed quiet. He felt his cheeks 

redden. 

‘Keep going. You’re nearly zere,’ said 

Wolfgang.  

‘So that’s a no then?’ She pulled up a little 

more.  

Shrink kept pushing.  

As Stretch hauled her stomach up over the 

cliff edge and onto a grassy verge, Demon and 
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Wolfgang scrambled off her and Shrink 

touched down beside them on firm ground. 

Demon glanced across the chasm. On the 

other side, boys and girls were clambering up 

the dangling bridge as though it were a ladder. 

Another pupil floated in a giant bubble in mid-

air. Stretch joined Demon. Her arm pinged 

back to its normal length. PYYAANG!  

‘See, my plan worked!’ he said, avoiding 

eye contact with her. ‘I am an evil genius.’ 

‘What? I had to save you!’ replied Stretch, 

as they ran towards Mr Madness, who was 

waiting for them under the banana tree. 

Wolfgang sprinted on all fours and Shrink flew 

along in his jet boots.  

‘Being saved was all part of the plan,’ said 

Demon.  

The four of them ground to a halt in front of 

the head teacher. Mr Madness wore a yellow 

and grey wetsuit with flippers and sucked on a 

snorkel. Demon and his friends had once seen 
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him dressed in a top hat and a flowery apron, 

so they took little notice of the diving gear.  

‘Wickedly done my whippersnappers,’ Mr 

Madness said to them. ‘How devilishly 

dastardly of you to fry the rope.’ 

Demon felt a bubble of pride swell inside his 

chest. Stretch was looking daggers at him. The 

teachers would have to pick him for the bank 

job now. It was a done deal. He opened his 

mouth to ask Mr Madness when he’d be 

briefed about the mission, but then 

remembered that the pupils weren’t supposed 

to know about it yet. They’d paid the Senior 

Year for information from a listening-in-leech 

hidden in the teachers’ Re-Energising Room.  

Instead Demon said, ‘We did it. We won,’ 

and draped his arms around his friends’ 

shoulders.  He felt the weight of their arms 

press onto his shoulders too. 

The sound of whooping and cheering 

drifting across the chasm made Demon turn. 

Pupils who could fly took their time as the 
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challenge was now off, but a team of three 

pupils who were stuck on the other side of the 

jungle clapped, wolf-whistled and danced 

around.  

Demon gave them a theatrical bow. 

‘They’re taking it very well.’ Shrink pushed 

his glasses up his nose, which usually meant 

something was puzzling him. ‘And they’re a 

boy short.’ 

‘Must’ve been eaten by a croc in the 

swamp,’ replied Stretch in a matter-of-fact 

tone. She tugged on her purple hair to 

lengthen it to her shoulders. 

Mr Madness held his belly and chuckled. 

‘No, he pipped you to the post, actually.’ 

Demon felt the bubble inside him pop. He 

looked all around, but no one else was there. 

Mr Madness must be playing a joke on them. 

‘Vo did?’ asked Wolfgang, cocking his head 

to one side.  

The head teacher looked up at a dragonfly 

resting on a fan-like leaf. ‘Copycat.’ 
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The dragonfly glided to the ground and its 

outline blurred. The red and black colours of its 

body mixed together and began to fade, like 

water being dripped onto wet paint. New 

colours replaced the old ones: silver, lurid 

green and white. An outline of a person 

sharpened into focus. It was the new boy, 

Copycat. He had a spiky mane of silver and 

white hair, triangular ears, golden eyes and a 

frizzy tail, which stuck out of a hole in his 

school green and black jumpsuit. He stood 

with his back arched, one foot flat and the 

other with the heel off the ground.  

‘I am the cream of the crop. The cat’s 

whiskers.’ The cat-boy held his hands out in 

front of him and moved his fingers as if 

kneading a blanket.  ‘I, Copycat, master of 

transformation, overtook you on the other side 

of the bridge. Did you not feel the beastly 

breeze of my beating wings?’ He raised his 

arms above his head, arched his back even 

more and yowled, ‘ME-OWWWWWW.’ 
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‘What a weirdo,’ whispered Stretch.  

There was a whiff of stale socks and rotten 

fish. Copycat smelled like Demon’s dad after a 

marathon punch up with Captain Cool, the 

super hero, on the top of Mount Olympus. 

Demon had never known someone Copycat’s 

age to sweat like a grown-up super villain 

before. 

‘Incredibly crafty,’ Mr Madness said to 

Copycat. ‘I’ll be putting your name down for — ’ 

Mr Madness wiggled his eyebrows and 

grinned, ‘ — our secret school assignment.’ He 

squinted at a miniature clown-faced watch 

strapped to his finger. ‘There’ll be a waterfall of 

words about it in a toenail’s time.’  

Demon curled his hands into fists. Mr 

Madness was picking Fish Breath over him for 

the bank burglary when he had been top of the 

class at St Viper’s for so long!  

He glared at Copycat. I’m going to get you 

back for this. Big time. 

* 
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Twenty minutes later, Demon, Stretch, Shrink 

and Wolfgang arrived back at the school, 

which was hidden inside an orangey-brown 

volcano with smoke puffing out of its opening.  

‘We didn’t want to win anyway,’ Demon 

said, marching through an entrance carved out 

of the rock. 

 ‘Ve didn’t?’ said Wolfgang. 

‘No, coming first makes you a goody-two-

shoes. We let Copycat win!’ 

Demon and his friends joined the scrum of 

pupils, from all years, on their way to the 

briefing. The spotlights had been smashed on 

one half of the ceiling to create a dark side and 

this was where the boys and girls insisted on 

walking. Pupils kept elbowing each other into 

the light side for a laugh. They were all 

squashed up together but they cleared a path 

for Demon.  

He tried to put Copycat beating him to the 

back of his mind and lifted his head, puffed out 

his chest and strutted along, collecting 
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homework that had been done for him. But his 

tail twitched nervously.  

He waited for his friends by a person-

shaped hole in the classroom. They were 

shuffling along in the crowd.  

‘Hurry up or you won’t get a seat,’ Demon 

said. 

‘A vile morning to you,’ said Doctor Super 

Evil, the World Domination teacher, as he 

headed past Demon into the teachers’ Re-

Energising Room to plug himself into an 

electric socket.  

Demon chewed on a claw. Soon the whole 

school will know that Fish Breath beat me in 

the jungle challenge and has been picked for 

the bank burglary.   



 
 

 

 

The Plan For World Domination 
 

A semi-circle of black glass tables and leather 

swivel chairs faced the teacher’s desk. Many 

First Years had arrived early enough to stake 

their place and sat spinning in their seats. 

Demon lingered by them, expecting one of the 

pupils to budge up, but no one even noticed 

him. They were too busy jostling for Copycat’s 

attention. The cat-boy preened his mane with a 

paw licked wet with spit.  

Demon joined Stretch and Shrink, leaning 

against a wall. His legs ached from the jungle 

exercise and he would have given anything to 

sit down. Wolfgang lay on the floor nibbling his 

nails.  

‘Hey, they’re only interested in Copycat 

because he’s new,’ said Stretch, tap-tap-

tapping her foot on the floor. 



 
 

‘They’ll soon see he’s not as super as us . . .  

even if he has been picked for the bank job,’ 

replied Demon. ‘Then they’ll chuck him as fast 

as a hand grenade without a pin.’ 

‘Let us begin,’ said a deep voice. 

Demon turned. Doctor Super Evil was 

standing in front of a bookcase crammed with 

dusty hardbacks on world supremacy, evil 

plotting and jail breaking. He flattened his 

swept-back hair and fastened the top button of 

his suit jacket, which had material-covered 

buttons running all the way up to the neck and 

a small stand-up collar. In his bony hand he 

grasped a cane with a handle shaped like a 

viper. He banged it on the floor as he strode 

over to his desk. 

‘I just saw him in the corridor,’ Demon 

whispered to his friends.  

‘He can make duplicates of himself,’ 

answered Shrink. ‘It says so on page twenty-

four of the school handbook.’ 



 
 

‘I am Doctor Super Evil,’ said the teacher. 

‘Evil by name. Evil by nature. A leading 

authority in World Domination.’ 

‘Doesn’t he, like, think we haven’t learnt his 

name yet?’ grumbled a girl with a thorny face 

to her winged friend. ‘He’s only been teaching 

us for five years.’ 

‘Sir, your trouser leg is tucked into your 

sock,’ sniggered Bada Boom, a First Year with 

day-glo yellow skin.   

 Demon tilted his head to one side to see 

Doctor Super Evil’s ankles. On the teacher’s 

sock he glimpsed a little silver trophy just 

before the teacher yanked his trouser leg free. 

Demon and his friends smiled at each other. 

 ‘One does not go from nappy wearer one 

day to world annihilator the next,’ said Doctor 

Super Evil. He leaned on his cane with both 

hands. ‘Super villains spend years perfecting 

their craft by undertaking a range of sinister 

projects which prepare them to take over the 

world.’ 



 
 

Demon noticed Copycat scribbling furiously 

in a little book. You’ll have to do more than that 

to impress Doctor Super Evil, he thought. Like 

blow up the school! 

‘In the past, super villains tended to work 

alone, but we now know that by working 

together we are more powerful. The Syndicate 

of Supreme Evil is a gruesome group made up 

of many of your parents, St Viper’s teachers 

and the Seniors. This year, we are in need of 

our pupils’ help with a truly sinister scheme, 

which will involve a Big Bank Burglary.’ He 

hooked his cane over his arm and rubbed his 

hands together with glee.  

Demon caught sight of an older girl at the 

end of the row of seats, playing on a games 

console under the table. 

 Doctor Super Evil stroked his chin with long 

fingers. ‘The lack of excitement suggests that 

The Syndicate’s secret is already out. But I 

wonder how much you actually know.’ 



 
 

‘That some of us are going to rob a bank,’ 

answered Shrink. 

‘A bank? You really need to get a better 

bugging device in the teachers’ Re-Energising 

Room.’ Doctor Super Evil smiled a venomous 

smile. ‘What has robbing one bank got to do 

with World Domination?’ 

Demon frowned at his friends, who looked 

equally confused. The girl playing with the 

games console put it in her pocket. Copycat 

held his pen at the ready. 

‘I see I now have your attention,’ smirked 

Doctor Super Evil. He pulled open a desk 

drawer, took out a crisp banknote and held it 

out in front of him. ‘For those of you who steal 

rather than pay for goods, this is money,’ he 

said. ‘An American dollar bill.’ 

Demon and his friends had got their hands 

on one million American dollars in their first 

term at St Viper’s for returning a missing 

spaceship and claiming the reward, but Mr 

Madness had taken the money off them for 



 
 

‘safekeeping’. Over the last few months, they’d 

searched twenty-two rooms and four not-so-

secret passageways but they hadn’t found a 

single clue to its whereabouts. 

The teacher handed the banknote to the girl 

nearest to him. ‘Don’t even think about 

pinching it. Pass the money along.’ 

Doctor Super Evil paced the floor. ‘Ultra-

ordinaries keep their money safe from fire, 

flood and the light-fingered by storing it in 

places they call banks. When they need it back 

they use something called a cash point, 

transfer it on-line or go into the bank itself.' 

Doctor Super Evil paused. ‘But what if they 

found the banks empty of cash and their gold 

reserves gone?’ He lifted his cane and pointed 

it at Stretch. ‘You!’ 

'No one would be able to buy anything,' she 

answered. ‘No computer games. No candy.’ 

‘Yes, indeed.’ Doctor Super Evil’s eyes 

brightened.  

 



 
 

 



 
 

'They'll start fighting over coins they’ve 

saved in their piggy-banks,’ said a boy with a 

brain encased in a clear helmet.  

Doctor Super Evil nodded. ‘Children will tie 

up their teachers and pilfer their pockets for 

pennies. Mothers will run riot, armed with 

heavy handbags and when the banks 

barricade their doors fathers will try and break 

them open on ride-on lawnmowers — ’ here he 

brought his cane down hard on the floor. 

THUD! ‘— and the world will descend into 

chaos.’  

Pupils banged on the tables. 

The teacher raised a finger. ‘Well it would if 

we let things go that far. We don’t want ultra-

ordinaries turning into savages. They might 

attack us en masse. We’d be overrun with 

letters of complaint. So, instead, we’ve made 

an educational film to show them what will 

happen if they don’t hand over control to The 

Syndicate.’ 



 
 

‘But wouldn’t we need to rob all the banks in 

the world for this evil scheme to work?’ asked 

a Senior Year boy. ‘There aren’t enough of us 

with super speed for the job.’ 

‘We do not need to burgle every single bank 

to achieve our aim — just the biggest ones.’ 

Doctor Super Evil walked the floor with his 

head held high. ‘Once news breaks, small 

banks will be too scared to open their doors for 

fear of attack.’  

‘He’s talking about robbing more than one 

bank!’ Demon’s stomach did a triple 

somersault. ‘They won’t just have Copycat on 

the team from our year for something this big.’ 

 ‘Then we will sit back and wait in the 

shadows,’ continued Doctor Super Evil. ‘When 

the moment is right, as chairman of The 

Syndicate, I will put on my Cloak of Doom and 

offer world leaders a diabolical deal. They can 

have their money back if they meet our 

dastardly demands.’ He breathed in and out 



 
 

through his nose and smiled, as if enjoying the 

whiff of toxic chemicals. ‘World Domination!’ 

The boys and girls thumped on the tables, 

stamped on the floor and laughed wickedly. 

Copycat jumped up from his chair. ‘Which 

banks will we be targeting?’  

‘Teacher’s pet,’ Demon mumbled under his 

breath. 

Doctor Super Evil crossed his arms. ‘That is 

classified information.’ 

‘And when will all this happen?’ Copycat’s 

tail fur bristled. 

Doctor Super Evil looked the other way. 

A boy with one bulging eye in the middle of 

his forehead raised a hand.  

‘Yes?’ said the teacher. 

‘How will we transport the money and gold 

back to the school? There’ll be loads of it.’ 

‘Information will be divulged on a need-to-

know basis.’  

 ‘So, the money will be brought back to St 

Viper’s?’ said a girl with two heads. 



 
 

‘To a school full of super villains? We’re not 

that stupid.’ 

‘What can you tell us, then?’ said Copycat, 

leaning right over the table. 

‘That only the pupils we feel are ready will 

take part in the Big Bank Burglary. St Viper’s 

cannot put The Syndicate’s mission at risk.’ 

I’m ready for it. Demon straightened his 

shoulders. I’ll prove to the teachers I’m so bad 

they’ll give me a better job than everyone else.  

BANG. Somewhere in the school a gun 

fired, signalling lunch-time. Pupils stampeded 

towards the person-shaped hole in the wall. 

'First Years, tomorrow you will take the Fly-

or-Die test,’ said Doctor Super Evil. ‘This is 

your chance to prove you are worthy of a place 

on the Big Bank Burglary.’ 

Demon twisted his tail in his hands. If only 

his mum hadn’t been so worried about him 

being hit by a plane, he’d be able to fly by now. 

He’d have to creep out of school tonight and 

learn how to fly himself.  
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	‘Zoom’s coming,’ Demon shouted.
	‘Guys, we’ve got to do something to stop him or he’ll overtake us,’ said Stretch.
	Demon turned back and judged the distance to Mr Madness. A few steps and he’d be on firm ground and the head teacher was just a laser blast from there. But Zoom could still beat them with his super speed.
	He’s not having my place on the bank burglary, Demon thought.
	‘I’ll burn the bridge down,’ he said to Stretch and Wolfgang. ‘That’ll stop him.’ Demon took a deep breath and blew a stream of flames onto the rope handrails on either side of him.
	‘Hey, not yet,’ yelled Stretch. ‘We’ve gotta get to the other side first!’
	The smell of a bonfire filled Demon’s nostrils as fire licked the two ropes. Wolfgang tried to blow out the flames, but it was too late. SNAP! The slats disappeared from under their feet.
	Demon dropped. Wind whistled in his ears. He pumped his arms and legs in mid-air, looking like he was trying to run up an invisible staircase, but he kept falling.
	A New Enemy

	In mid-air Demon felt a hand close around his neck: Stretch’s. She pulled him in close with an extra-long arm and shot her other arm up the cliff. They stopped halfway up the rock face, beside a surveillance camera bolted to a narrow ledge.
	‘Can’t b-reathe.’ Demon clawed at her fingers.
	‘Looks like Wolfie needs me too,’ said Stretch, releasing her grip. ‘Hang on.’
	As he fell again, he grabbed at her silky jumpsuit, but couldn’t get a hold. His eyes locked onto the glinting snake buckle on her belt. He curled his fingers around the metal and held tight.
	Stretch had reached down with a long arm and was pulling Wolfgang up by the tool belt which he always wore around his waist. Shrink was pushing him from behind. Vivid blue fire whooshed out of the soles of his boots.
	‘Hang on tight,’ said Stretch, as Wolfgang wrapped his hairy hands around her wrist.
	Demon looked up to see the fingers of Stretch’s other hand clinging to a boulder at the top. She pulled up and as her arm started to bend they inched up the cliff. Her bicep bulged inside her jumpsuit.
	‘Can either of you fly from here?’ she asked through gritted teeth. The higher they climbed, the more her arm bent.
	Demon stayed quiet. He felt his cheeks redden.
	‘Keep going. You’re nearly zere,’ said Wolfgang.
	‘So that’s a no then?’ She pulled up a little more.
	Shrink kept pushing.
	As Stretch hauled her stomach up over the cliff edge and onto a grassy verge, Demon and Wolfgang scrambled off her and Shrink touched down beside them on firm ground. Demon glanced across the chasm. On the other side, boys and girls were clambering up...
	‘See, my plan worked!’ he said, avoiding eye contact with her. ‘I am an evil genius.’
	‘What? I had to save you!’ replied Stretch, as they ran towards Mr Madness, who was waiting for them under the banana tree. Wolfgang sprinted on all fours and Shrink flew along in his jet boots.
	‘Being saved was all part of the plan,’ said Demon.
	The four of them ground to a halt in front of the head teacher. Mr Madness wore a yellow and grey wetsuit with flippers and sucked on a snorkel. Demon and his friends had once seen him dressed in a top hat and a flowery apron, so they took little noti...
	‘Wickedly done my whippersnappers,’ Mr Madness said to them. ‘How devilishly dastardly of you to fry the rope.’
	Demon felt a bubble of pride swell inside his chest. Stretch was looking daggers at him. The teachers would have to pick him for the bank job now. It was a done deal. He opened his mouth to ask Mr Madness when he’d be briefed about the mission, but th...
	Instead Demon said, ‘We did it. We won,’ and draped his arms around his friends’ shoulders.  He felt the weight of their arms press onto his shoulders too.
	The sound of whooping and cheering drifting across the chasm made Demon turn. Pupils who could fly took their time as the challenge was now off, but a team of three pupils who were stuck on the other side of the jungle clapped, wolf-whistled and dance...
	Demon gave them a theatrical bow.
	‘They’re taking it very well.’ Shrink pushed his glasses up his nose, which usually meant something was puzzling him. ‘And they’re a boy short.’
	‘Must’ve been eaten by a croc in the swamp,’ replied Stretch in a matter-of-fact tone. She tugged on her purple hair to lengthen it to her shoulders.
	Mr Madness held his belly and chuckled. ‘No, he pipped you to the post, actually.’
	Demon felt the bubble inside him pop. He looked all around, but no one else was there. Mr Madness must be playing a joke on them.
	‘Vo did?’ asked Wolfgang, cocking his head to one side.
	The head teacher looked up at a dragonfly resting on a fan-like leaf. ‘Copycat.’
	The dragonfly glided to the ground and its outline blurred. The red and black colours of its body mixed together and began to fade, like water being dripped onto wet paint. New colours replaced the old ones: silver, lurid green and white. An outline o...
	‘I am the cream of the crop. The cat’s whiskers.’ The cat-boy held his hands out in front of him and moved his fingers as if kneading a blanket.  ‘I, Copycat, master of transformation, overtook you on the other side of the bridge. Did you not feel the...
	‘What a weirdo,’ whispered Stretch.
	There was a whiff of stale socks and rotten fish. Copycat smelled like Demon’s dad after a marathon punch up with Captain Cool, the super hero, on the top of Mount Olympus. Demon had never known someone Copycat’s age to sweat like a grown-up super vil...
	‘Incredibly crafty,’ Mr Madness said to Copycat. ‘I’ll be putting your name down for — ’ Mr Madness wiggled his eyebrows and grinned, ‘ — our secret school assignment.’ He squinted at a miniature clown-faced watch strapped to his finger. ‘There’ll be ...
	Demon curled his hands into fists. Mr Madness was picking Fish Breath over him for the bank burglary when he had been top of the class at St Viper’s for so long!
	He glared at Copycat. I’m going to get you back for this. Big time.
	*
	Twenty minutes later, Demon, Stretch, Shrink and Wolfgang arrived back at the school, which was hidden inside an orangey-brown volcano with smoke puffing out of its opening.
	‘We didn’t want to win anyway,’ Demon said, marching through an entrance carved out of the rock.
	‘Ve didn’t?’ said Wolfgang.
	‘No, coming first makes you a goody-two-shoes. We let Copycat win!’
	Demon and his friends joined the scrum of pupils, from all years, on their way to the briefing. The spotlights had been smashed on one half of the ceiling to create a dark side and this was where the boys and girls insisted on walking. Pupils kept elb...
	He tried to put Copycat beating him to the back of his mind and lifted his head, puffed out his chest and strutted along, collecting homework that had been done for him. But his tail twitched nervously.
	He waited for his friends by a person-shaped hole in the classroom. They were shuffling along in the crowd.
	‘Hurry up or you won’t get a seat,’ Demon said.
	‘A vile morning to you,’ said Doctor Super Evil, the World Domination teacher, as he headed past Demon into the teachers’ Re-Energising Room to plug himself into an electric socket.
	Demon chewed on a claw. Soon the whole school will know that Fish Breath beat me in the jungle challenge and has been picked for the bank burglary.
	The Plan For World Domination

	A semi-circle of black glass tables and leather swivel chairs faced the teacher’s desk. Many First Years had arrived early enough to stake their place and sat spinning in their seats. Demon lingered by them, expecting one of the pupils to budge up, bu...
	Demon joined Stretch and Shrink, leaning against a wall. His legs ached from the jungle exercise and he would have given anything to sit down. Wolfgang lay on the floor nibbling his nails.
	‘Hey, they’re only interested in Copycat because he’s new,’ said Stretch, tap-tap-tapping her foot on the floor.
	‘They’ll soon see he’s not as super as us . . .  even if he has been picked for the bank job,’ replied Demon. ‘Then they’ll chuck him as fast as a hand grenade without a pin.’
	‘Let us begin,’ said a deep voice.
	Demon turned. Doctor Super Evil was standing in front of a bookcase crammed with dusty hardbacks on world supremacy, evil plotting and jail breaking. He flattened his swept-back hair and fastened the top button of his suit jacket, which had material-c...
	‘I just saw him in the corridor,’ Demon whispered to his friends.
	‘He can make duplicates of himself,’ answered Shrink. ‘It says so on page twenty-four of the school handbook.’
	‘I am Doctor Super Evil,’ said the teacher. ‘Evil by name. Evil by nature. A leading authority in World Domination.’
	‘Doesn’t he, like, think we haven’t learnt his name yet?’ grumbled a girl with a thorny face to her winged friend. ‘He’s only been teaching us for five years.’
	‘Sir, your trouser leg is tucked into your sock,’ sniggered Bada Boom, a First Year with day-glo yellow skin.
	Demon tilted his head to one side to see Doctor Super Evil’s ankles. On the teacher’s sock he glimpsed a little silver trophy just before the teacher yanked his trouser leg free. Demon and his friends smiled at each other.
	‘One does not go from nappy wearer one day to world annihilator the next,’ said Doctor Super Evil. He leaned on his cane with both hands. ‘Super villains spend years perfecting their craft by undertaking a range of sinister projects which prepare the...
	Demon noticed Copycat scribbling furiously in a little book. You’ll have to do more than that to impress Doctor Super Evil, he thought. Like blow up the school!
	‘In the past, super villains tended to work alone, but we now know that by working together we are more powerful. The Syndicate of Supreme Evil is a gruesome group made up of many of your parents, St Viper’s teachers and the Seniors. This year, we are...
	Demon caught sight of an older girl at the end of the row of seats, playing on a games console under the table.
	Doctor Super Evil stroked his chin with long fingers. ‘The lack of excitement suggests that The Syndicate’s secret is already out. But I wonder how much you actually know.’
	‘That some of us are going to rob a bank,’ answered Shrink.
	‘A bank? You really need to get a better bugging device in the teachers’ Re-Energising Room.’ Doctor Super Evil smiled a venomous smile. ‘What has robbing one bank got to do with World Domination?’
	Demon frowned at his friends, who looked equally confused. The girl playing with the games console put it in her pocket. Copycat held his pen at the ready.
	‘I see I now have your attention,’ smirked Doctor Super Evil. He pulled open a desk drawer, took out a crisp banknote and held it out in front of him. ‘For those of you who steal rather than pay for goods, this is money,’ he said. ‘An American dollar ...
	Demon and his friends had got their hands on one million American dollars in their first term at St Viper’s for returning a missing spaceship and claiming the reward, but Mr Madness had taken the money off them for ‘safekeeping’. Over the last few mon...
	The teacher handed the banknote to the girl nearest to him. ‘Don’t even think about pinching it. Pass the money along.’
	Doctor Super Evil paced the floor. ‘Ultra-ordinaries keep their money safe from fire, flood and the light-fingered by storing it in places they call banks. When they need it back they use something called a cash point, transfer it on-line or go into t...
	'No one would be able to buy anything,' she answered. ‘No computer games. No candy.’
	‘Yes, indeed.’ Doctor Super Evil’s eyes brightened.
	'They'll start fighting over coins they’ve saved in their piggy-banks,’ said a boy with a brain encased in a clear helmet.
	Doctor Super Evil nodded. ‘Children will tie up their teachers and pilfer their pockets for pennies. Mothers will run riot, armed with heavy handbags and when the banks barricade their doors fathers will try and break them open on ride-on lawnmowers —...
	Pupils banged on the tables.
	The teacher raised a finger. ‘Well it would if we let things go that far. We don’t want ultra-ordinaries turning into savages. They might attack us en masse. We’d be overrun with letters of complaint. So, instead, we’ve made an educational film to sho...
	‘But wouldn’t we need to rob all the banks in the world for this evil scheme to work?’ asked a Senior Year boy. ‘There aren’t enough of us with super speed for the job.’
	‘We do not need to burgle every single bank to achieve our aim — just the biggest ones.’ Doctor Super Evil walked the floor with his head held high. ‘Once news breaks, small banks will be too scared to open their doors for fear of attack.’
	‘He’s talking about robbing more than one bank!’ Demon’s stomach did a triple somersault. ‘They won’t just have Copycat on the team from our year for something this big.’
	‘Then we will sit back and wait in the shadows,’ continued Doctor Super Evil. ‘When the moment is right, as chairman of The Syndicate, I will put on my Cloak of Doom and offer world leaders a diabolical deal. They can have their money back if they me...
	The boys and girls thumped on the tables, stamped on the floor and laughed wickedly.
	Copycat jumped up from his chair. ‘Which banks will we be targeting?’
	‘Teacher’s pet,’ Demon mumbled under his breath.
	Doctor Super Evil crossed his arms. ‘That is classified information.’
	‘And when will all this happen?’ Copycat’s tail fur bristled.
	Doctor Super Evil looked the other way.
	A boy with one bulging eye in the middle of his forehead raised a hand.
	‘Yes?’ said the teacher.
	‘How will we transport the money and gold back to the school? There’ll be loads of it.’
	‘Information will be divulged on a need-to-know basis.’
	‘So, the money will be brought back to St Viper’s?’ said a girl with two heads.
	‘To a school full of super villains? We’re not that stupid.’
	‘What can you tell us, then?’ said Copycat, leaning right over the table.
	‘That only the pupils we feel are ready will take part in the Big Bank Burglary. St Viper’s cannot put The Syndicate’s mission at risk.’
	I’m ready for it. Demon straightened his shoulders. I’ll prove to the teachers I’m so bad they’ll give me a better job than everyone else.
	BANG. Somewhere in the school a gun fired, signalling lunch-time. Pupils stampeded towards the person-shaped hole in the wall.
	'First Years, tomorrow you will take the Fly-or-Die test,’ said Doctor Super Evil. ‘This is your chance to prove you are worthy of a place on the Big Bank Burglary.’
	Demon twisted his tail in his hands. If only his mum hadn’t been so worried about him being hit by a plane, he’d be able to fly by now. He’d have to creep out of school tonight and learn how to fly himself.

