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‘O
llie!’ A

ll m
y little cousins w

ere yelling at once. 

‘L
ook at this!’

G
asket started barking and nudging m

y leg. H
e 

could hear how
 excited they w

ere.
‘W

ait a m
inute!’ I yelled back. T

he kitchen sink 

w
as blocked, and I w

as underneath it, unscrew
ing 

the trap.

‘N
o, O

llie! You’ve got to com
e now

! A
U

N
T

 C
A

Z
 

IS O
N

 T
V

!’

Chapter 1 
It’s  

Aunt Caz!
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‘W
hat?!’ I dropped the trap and shoved a bow

l 

under the open pipe. T
hen G

asket and I raced into 

the living room
.

Everyone else in the fam
ily w

as squashed in there, 

staring at the T
V

 screen. It w
as filled w

ith . . . A
unt 

C
az! She w

as beam
ing and holding up a gigantic 

golden trophy.

‘I never dream
t I’d w

in!’ she w
as saying. ‘I haven’t 

even told m
y fam

ily I w
as shortlisted.’

‘She’s w
on B

est Spy B
ook of the Year!’ w

hispered 

A
unt D

ionne.

T
he 

cam
era 

sw
itched 

to 
the 

interview
er. 

H
e 

w
as beam

ing too. ‘W
e all love B

eddington Potts!’ 

he said. ‘Everyone w
ants to know

 – w
hat’s his next 

adventure?’

A
unt C

az’s eyes gleam
ed. ‘I’ve got a really great 

idea! H
e’s going to travel to –’

. . . FJKE*!!!O
RN

^^*#
#

W
SN

L%^ . . .
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‘Y
A

Y
!’ 

T
he 

cousins 
stopped 

w
ailing 

and  

scram
bled off to find their trainers.

U
ncle M

arek w
aved his hand at m

e. ‘You too, 

O
llie. You need som

e fun.’

I w
as just going to say ‘G

reat!’ – w
hen I rem

em
-

bered the sink. I couldn’t go out and leave it the w
ay 

it w
as. Som

eone w
as sure to turn on the taps and 

flood the kitchen.

O
h no! T

he sound w
as going. T

he T
V

 picture w
as 

breaking up.

‘O
llie! Fix it!’ everyone yelled.

But before I could m
ove, the screen w

ent black. 

For a second, the room
 w

as totally silent. T
hen m

y 

littlest cousin, A
rabella, started to w

ail.

‘It’s not FA
IR

! I w
ant to see A

unt C
az! O

llie, m
ake 

the picture com
e back!’

I shook m
y head. ‘Sorry. I think it’s a pow

er cut.’

All the cousins started w
ailing. For a second, the 

noise w
as so loud I thought m

y eardrum
s w

ould burst. 

T
hen U

ncle M
arek stood up and clapped his hands.

‘G
et your trainers on! Q

uick!’ he said. ‘W
e’ll go 

dow
n to the park and play football.’

7
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W
e couldn’t w

ait for A
unt C

az to com
e hom

e! She 

kept sending m
essages, but it w

as three days before 

w
e heard her battered old van com

e lurching dow
n 

the road. Its brakes squealed as she pulled up in front 

of the house.

‘L
ook, everybody!’ She jum

ped out of the van, 

w
aving the trophy above her head. ‘B

eddington Potts 

is Top Spy! I W
O

N
!’

A
rabella raced out of the house and threw

 herself 

‘I’ll com
e later on,’ I said. ‘I just need to fix  

som
ething first.’

I w
ent back to the kitchen and unblocked the 

trap. A
s I fitted it back into place, I w

asn’t thinking  

about football. I w
as thinking about B

eddington 

Potts. A
nd the gleam

 in A
unt C

az’s eyes.

‘She’s got another idea, G
asket,’ I said. ‘W

hat 

d’you think it is?’

W
ould it cause as m

uch trouble as the last one . . . ?

Chapter 2 
The Really 
Great Idea
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at A
unt C

az, hugging her round the knees. ‘W
e 

played football and I got T
H

R
E

E
 G

O
A

L
S!’

A
unt C

az scooped her up w
ith her free arm

, 

chanting, ‘W
e are the cham

pions!’

W
e all w

ent w
ild, clapping and cheering, w

ith 

everyone talking at the sam
e tim

e.

‘W
hat w

as it like being on T
V

?’

‘C
ould you see yourself?’

‘W
e lost the picture cos of a pow

er cut.’

‘D
id you w

in a m
illion pounds?’

‘You’re brilliant!’

A
unt C

az stood there, grinning all over her face. 

She lifted her hands up, to m
ake everyone listen. 

‘I didn’t w
in a m

illion pounds. But I did w
in som

e 

m
oney. A

nd this trophy. And . . . this!’ 

She put A
rabella dow

n and opened the side door 

of the van. Inside w
as the M

O
ST

 E
N

O
R

M
O

U
S 

C
A

K
E

 I’D
 E

V
E

R
 SE

E
N

. It had three layers, w
as 

covered in green icing, and decorated w
ith pink jelly 

fingerprints and chocolate false m
oustaches. 

A
unt C

az w
aved her trophy again. ‘Bring the cake 



12
13

com
petition – secret recipes – a huge prize – it’s got 

everything!’

‘But . . . ’ A
unt D

ionne frow
ned. ‘D

o you know
  

anything about street food?’

‘I’m
 going to do research,’ A

unt C
az said. ‘By run-

ning a stall of m
y ow

n – at a real food festival!’

M
um

 and D
ad looked at each other. A

unt C
az  

w
as a terrible cook.

A
unt C

az laughed. ‘D
on’t w

orry. I’ve got a great 

plan. A
nd I’ve bought everything I need. I’ll be off 

in the van – as soon as O
llie’s set things up for m

e.’

inside, O
llie – and w

e’ll all have som
e!’

T
he cousins cheered again and I picked it up – 

very carefully – and carried it into the house. M
um

 

w
as putting a stack of plates on the table – w

ith a 

bottle of D
ad’s Special E

lderflow
er Fizz. 

‘W
hat about your next book, C

az?’ she said, as 

she poured the Fizz. ‘H
ave you started it yet?’

A
unt C

az looked puzzled. ‘D
idn’t you hear w

hat I 

said on T
V

?’

M
um

 shook her head. ‘O
ur T

V
 broke – just as you 

w
ere starting. W

hat did you say?’

‘I told them
 about m

y next book.’ A
unt C

az w
as 

bouncing w
ith excitem

ent. ‘B
eddington Potts is going 

to solve a m
ystery at a street-food festival. Isn’t that a 

fantastic idea?’

A
 street-food festival? W

hy? For a m
om

ent that 

didn’t m
ake sense. T

hen I rem
em

bered. T
he books 

A
unt C

az w
rote about B

eddington Potts w
eren’t just 

spy stories. T
hey w

ere spy stories w
ith R

E
CIPE

S.

A
unt C

az beam
ed. ‘It’s the perfect setting for a 

spy story! People from
 all over the w

orld – cutthroat 
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‘A
 C

A
N

N
O

N
?’ W

hat w
as she talking about?

A
unt C

az laughed. ‘It’s a m
achine for m

aking 

popcorn.’

‘Yay!’ A
rabella pulled a chocolate m

oustache off 

the cake and stuck it on her face. ‘L
ook, everyone! I’m

 

B
eddington Potts! A

nd I’m
 going to m

ake popcorn!’

A
ll the other cousins copied her. W

hile M
um

  

cut 
the 

cake, 
they 

raced 
round 

the 
room

 
in  

m
oustaches, shouting, ‘N

o! I’m
 B

eddington Potts!  

I put the cake dow
n on the table. ‘W

hat things?’ I 

asked cautiously.

‘T
he m

achine I bought w
ith m

y prize m
oney.’ 

A
unt C

az w
as looking very excited.

‘W
hat kind of m

achine?’ I said.

A
unt C

az beam
ed. ‘It’s a popcorn cannon!’

Chapter 3 
The Popcorn  

Plan!
Chapter 27

Explosion!


