[image: The League of Unexceptional Children: Get Smart-ish]

    
      
        
          

        

      

      Gitty Daneshvari was an average child, the kind who never made much of a mark academically, athletically, or socially, so it hardly came as a surprise when she was rejected from her school’s Talented and Gifted Program. On the contrary, Gitty had long ago accepted that she simply wasn’t “special,” unless of course you counted her long list of phobias (please read School of Fear for further explanation). 

      Luckily, as Gitty aged, she realized that while she lacked natural talent, there was nothing stopping her from figuring out what she enjoyed and then working hard to become better at it.

      Gitty is the author of the series The League of Unexceptional Children, School of Fear, and Monster High: Ghoulfriends. She invites you to visit her online at GittyDaneshvari.com and @GittyDaneshvari. 
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      OCTOBER 20, 10:28 P.M. EASLETON LABORATORIES. LONDON, ENGLAND

      It was a cold night. A foggy night. The kind of night that makes the hairs on the back of people’s necks prickle, leaving them ill at ease for reasons they can’t quite explain. The city’s workers hustled through London’s emptying streets, desperate to find their way home as soon as possible. And though no one had any reason to look over their shoulders, they did. For somewhere deep in the collective unconscious of the city lurked the understanding that history was about to be made… and not necessarily the good kind.

      Standing at the end of a dimly lit alleyway, in front of the doors to Easleton Laboratories, was a thin, scrawny-looking fellow. Clad in a dark green security uniform, the man we would soon come to know as Fred nervously fidgeted with the coins in his pocket.

      “What was that?!”

      “Oh, come on, Fred, enough with the jitters! You’re acting like a schoolgirl about to go on her first date,” a paunchy middle-aged man replied.

      “Jeffrey, I heard something. I’m sure of it!”

      “Mate, there’s bugger all here. Well, maybe not bugger all – this is London, so there are probably a few rats and roaches lurking about —”

      “I hear someone breathing!” Fred interrupted. “In, out, in, out…”

      “That’s your own breath, mate,” Jeffrey said as he placed a reassuring hand on Fred’s shoulder. “Relax! We’re guarding a laboratory, not the queen. Our job is pretty simple – stop other nerds from stealing our nerds’ work.”

      “Yeah, you’re right,” Fred acquiesced unconvincingly. “Nothing scary about nerds… nothing at all.”

      Located smack-dab in the heart of Central London, Easleton Laboratories was tucked away at the far end of an alley. A lone lamppost sporadically flickered light across the weathered cobblestones. And though cars screeched, buses honked, and people chatted in the distance, Fred and Jeffrey rarely, if ever, saw anyone while on duty.

      Click. Clack. Click. Clack. 

      The sound of shoes grabbed Fred’s attention.

      “Did you hear that?”

      “Of course I heard that,” Jeffrey responded as he motioned toward the start of the alley. “It’s just some guy from the city – he probably got turned around trying to find the parking lot down the way.”

      Medium height. Slender. Dressed in a suit, the man appeared to be just who Jeffrey had described: some guy from the city trying to remember where he had parked his car.

      Shaking his head back and forth, Fred muttered, “I don’t know what’s gotten into me lately. Probably all those crime shows I’ve been watching before bed. Mum always said I was too open to suggestion.”

      But that wasn’t all Fred’s mum had said. She also said that his timing was the absolute worst. And boy, was she right. For just as Fred accepted that he was suffering from a terrible case of the nerves and nothing more, danger crept closer. Hidden on the roof of Easleton Laboratories, a shadowy figure watched the unsuspecting duo below. Dressed in a black jumpsuit and a ski mask, the figure had a clear silhouette of a woman. Efficient, precise, and graceful, she unzipped a bag and quickly assembled a tranquilizer gun marked PROPERTY OF THE LONDON ZOO.
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      “They must be stopped,” she stated in a cold, unemotional tone as she loaded a dart, centered the crosshairs on Fred, and fired a horse sedative straight into his bony shoulder.

      “Ahhh!” Fred squeaked as his eyes rolled back in his head, his knees buckled, and he slumped to the ground.

      “Blimey! It’s actually happening! Nerds are attacking!” Jeffrey screamed as he grabbed for the radio on his belt, in a most valiant effort to protect his nerds. However, before Jeffrey could even locate the talk button, a dart pierced his right shoulder, instantly knocking him out.

      After carefully securing a rope, the masked woman rappelled down the front of the building. Swift and agile, she was standing on the cobblestones less than thirty seconds later. She then pulled out a small mound of red clay and carefully took an imprint of each of the guards’ pointer fingers.

      “Errgh,” Jeffrey gurgled as the woman used a gloved hand to open his mouth and swab the inside of his cheek before turning her attention to Fred.

      Mounted on the wall next to the entryway to Easleton Laboratories was a small glass screen where the woman carefully applied the clay impressions, prompting a computerized message to flash IDENTIFICATION VERIFIED as the doors opened into a small vestibule.

      Once inside, she slipped the cotton swabs into two cylinder-shaped slots.

      “DNA confirmed,” a computerized voice announced as the doors to the laboratory opened.

      Four minutes and seven seconds passed. The woman emerged from the building, a small glass vial marked LIQ-30 in hand. And just like that, it was out there. A virus so powerful it could literally, as in it could actually happen, bring humankind to its knees.
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