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			CHAPTER 1

			The main hallway to Belleview Heights Middle School sits quietly. The large banner that reads “LAST DAY OF SCHOOL” hangs high, motionless between the eggshell-colored brick walls. The red lockers sit closed, padlocks firmly in place. The red ribbon that is tied to the air vent flaps in the steady cool breeze as the air blows. The jingle jangle of keys breaks the silence as Mr. Wellz, the janitor, walks out into the hallway. He looks the halls up and down, pondering where all the children are.

			He sees his yellow mop bucket. Limping over to it, he grabs the wooden mop resting in the bucket. He pushes it slowly to the center of the hallway with a loud squeak as the wheels stick and wobble. Mr. Wellz, who looks just about one hundred years old, dips the mop into the already dirty water before he stops to look at his watch. As he does, the big hand clicks on the number twelve while the little hand rests on the three.

			The school bell rings so loudly and violently that Mr. Wellz jerks, uncontrollably slinging the mop out of his hand and splashing water out of the bucket. The classroom doors burst open and the happy, over-excited middle schoolers pour out into the hallway like a breached levy during a hurricane. Mr. Wellz raises his arms to protect himself and screams as the sea of preteens overwhelms him and he’s sucked into the raging river of backpacks and Trapper Keepers. He is literally carried out of the building to no accord of his own.

			As the tide dissipates, Mr. Wellz is left on the ground, missing his left shoe. He quickly checks for injuries, then lies flat on the ground breathing heavily. “Guess, I’ll lie here until someone finds me,” he says out loud in an old raspy voice. He rests his head on the ground, looking up at the trees. “Well, at least the trees are pretty.”

			A familiar young female face peers down over him with a wide smile, oversized eyeglasses, and curly dark hair. It’s Ms. Doogan, the school’s librarian. Her curly hair dangles down like ornaments on a Christmas tree.

			“Mr. Wellz, you should have brought your surfboard. It takes all year for those kids to move that fast.” She giggles and reaches down, helping Mr. Wellz to his feet.

			“Well, thank you, Dottie. I might have just gone to sleep if I had lain there long enough,” he says in a jolly tone. “The last day is the most dangerous,” Mr. Wellz says, limping away.

			Ms. Doogan picks up her stack of books, holding them under her chin. She rushes across campus, through the outside seating area for lunch, down the long concrete staircase by the lunchroom, past the gymnasium, in through a large metal door, up a staircase to the round building, around the never-ending corner to a set of double doors that lead into the school library. Standing there waiting for her is none other than the charming and rather handsome Robbie Whitman, one of the three members of Team Adventure Club.

			“Robbie? Why are you sitting outside my library?”

			“I wanted to check out that old pirate book for the summer,” Robbie says, getting up.

			“Oh, into pirates, are ya?”

			“Oh, yes, ma’am. I just love them. The battles, the high seas, the gold. But mostly the gold.”

			Ms. Doogan tries to pull out her keys and is having trouble because she is weighed down by all the books. She sways to one side, almost losing all the books, then over-corrects and sways to the other side. She smiles at Robbie, who watches her for a moment.

			“Let me help you, Ms. Doogan,” Robbie says, taking the stack of books. But the weight is a little more than he figured it would be and he almost buckles at the knees, dropping all twenty-two books.

			“Why do you have so many yearbooks, Ms. Doogan?” Robbie asks with a grunt.

			“Every year we take the leftover books that didn’t sell and put them in the book storage area. There are yearbooks dating back to 1812, when this school was first established,” she says, turning the key to the door.

			She opens the door, using her back as she takes half the books off of Robbie’s stacks. They both enter the library awkwardly, trying not to drop the hefty stack. Ms. Doogan puts her stack down on a nearby counter, then goes over to the light switch, turning on the lights to the large library.

			Robbie puts his stack down on a nearby circular table that is used for group reading. He walks over to the non-fiction section, looking for the book in question. He scans the different shelves, but he can’t find it.

			“Ms. Doogan, do you know where that pirate book titled Pirates and Their Big Ol’ Booty is?”

			Robbie hears a definitive laugh from across the room. “No sweetie. Let me look it up,” she shouts back.

			Ms. Doogan walks over to the counter with the computer at it. She starts typing on the keyboard, scanning the list of books that come up. She squishes her eyebrows in confusion.

			“It says here it was checked out yesterday. By another student.”

			“Who?” Robbie asks.

			“I can’t tell you, Mr. Whitman. So, that’s probably gone,” she says under her breath.

			She continues to read the screen until she gives up and clicks the page off. Tapping her finger on the counter, she thinks for a moment. Then she walks over to the disappointed Robbie.

			“You know, I think there might be a few books on pirates in the storage area. If you would like to go take a look,” Ms. Doogan says cheerfully.

			“That would be awesome!” Robbie smiles widely.

			The door to the storage room is actually at the top of a staircase that goes down into a basement.

			“You didn’t say the storage room was in the basement,” Robbie says, peering into the darkness.

			“Basement, storage room, same thing,” Ms. Doogan says with a smirk.

			“Disagree, and I’m sure if I looked up basement and storage room, those would be two different things,” Robbie says with wild hand gestures.

			“Be that as it may, it’s still a storage room,” Ms. Doogan says. “But good jobs on nouns.” She chuckles.

			“Do you have a flashlight?”

			“There is a pull string at the bottom of the stairs. Then a little farther in a black switch on the middle column,” she says, giving him a little nudge. “There’s nothing down there. Let’s go.” She guides him down the narrow staircase to the bottom. The large room has four large five-tier wooden shelves through the middle, each full of old dust-covered books. On the back wall is more wooden shelving that goes up eight shelves high. There are thick cobwebs that covered the top left and right corners of the shelving. Then, on both sides of the room, there are large laundry bins full of books shoved into corners. In the center of the room is a table for reading, with one large desk light from the 1950s.

			“Please show me the pirate books so we can leave,” Robbie says, pretending not to be too scared.

			“I thought you were in some club for bravery, Mr. Whitman?” Ms. Doogan asks.

			“Team Adventure Club is not a bravery club. We are defenders of the earth. And humans. And good aliens…” He trails off. Ms. Doogan chews on her cheek, eyeing him.

			“Here is a stack of books, Robbie. These might be them.” Ms. Doogan shows Robbie a stack of books lying flat on an old desk.

			Robbie picks up the top book; it reads Tales of Blackbeard. He thumbs through it, but he puts it back on the table in the center of the room. He picks up another. It reads Captain Hugo and the Monsters of Terror Island. Robbie puts it on the table. He picks up another book; this one has a painted picture of a giant red Octopus wrapping its tentacles around a huge white pirate ship. He puts it down on the table.

			“You don’t like any of those?” Ms. Doogan asks.

			“No, those are like kids’ books. And I own Tales of Blackbeard.” Robbie sighs.

			“Oh, I know. Come over here,” Ms. Doogan says, walking to the far back of the room.

			“You know, this is my first year here. So I still don’t know where everything thing is,” she says, making her way through the cluttered room.

			“I know. I’m sorry about your mother. She was the best librarian we ever had.” Robbie grins.

			Robbie catches up to her as she pulls out a huge wooden traveler’s trunk. There is a large latch on the front, but no lock. Ms. Doogan opens the trunk and dust flies into the air. They both cough and Robbie waves the particles away from his face. 

			“She was just great! I had to pick up where she left off,” Ms. Doogan says, pulling a small book out of the trunk and holding it up into the light. “No.”

			“So you just took over?” Robbie asks, scanning the room.

			She pulls out another book, holding that into the light. It’s a little bigger in size, about six inches by nine inches. It has a star on the cover and reads A Trial of Errors. “No,” Ms. Doogan says, putting that book down. “Not that easy. I had to apply, and then fight for the position. But my mom worked here for thirty-five years. I couldn’t let her just be forgotten.”

			As she is digging through the trunk, Robbie looks up at one of the top shelves and sees the gold on the corner of a thick book, that is sloppily wrapped in a brown fabric, shine. He walks over to the shelf, trying to figure out a way to get the book down. Then he sees a broom. He takes the handle and ever so gently rocks the book to the edge until it falls into his hands.

			“Gotcha!” Robbie says.

			Robbie holds the heavy book in his hands as he unwraps the cloth from around the book. The book is in beautiful shape. The corners of the leather-bound book have a gold filigree. The book is twelve inches wide by sixteen inches long and three inches thick. The paper is made of a thin material that seems too soft for paper. On the front cover, there is a circle with the words:

			Woolworth Rutledge, aka Captain Cutthroat.

			Robbie smiles widely. He almost starts to vibrate, he’s so excited about this book. “Can I check this one out?” Robbie squeals.

			“Sure. I don’t even know how long it’s been here,” Ms. Doogan says.

			“Thank you, Ms. Doogan,” Robbie says, rushing back up the stairs. “Bye, spooky basement!” he exclaims, darting out of the room.

			Ms. Doogan walks up to her computer, grabbing her scan gun. Then she realizes this book is too old to have a barcode. She thinks for a moment.

			“Robbie, just bring it with you when you come back to school next year,” she says with a smile.

			Robbie hugs the book like it’s a new pet, and he gingerly walks out of the library. Ms. Doogan watches him leave. Then she walks over to one of the stacks of yearbooks picking it up.

			“Oh man, I should have had Robbie help me take these down to the basement.” She sighs, blowing her hair out of her face. “Dottie Doogan, you’d lose your head if it wasn’t attached,” she says with a giggle. Suddenly her watch beeps with a red flashing light. She looks around, checking her surroundings. 

			Talk about a close call, she thinks to herself, then taps on the screen. 

			“Hi sweetie,” she says, walking away.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			Carrie Calusa, a cute bright-faced, red-haired girl sits on a concrete wall in Belleview Park, wearing her favorite jeans, her favorite rock band tee-shirt, which was Rage the Dragon, and her favorite sneakers, waiting on her two best friends in the whole world: Leanne McCallister and Robbie Whitman. Together, they are Team Adventure Club, the little-known squad of heroes that has managed to stop the world from being invaded more than once, fought a giant slime monster named Gary, and found countless missing pets in and around the neighborhood.

			Not to mention stopping an evil robot army from reprogramming all the television stations to old-people shows like Leave it to Johnny and The Cowboy Hour. They also stopped an alien missile from freezing the entire town. But no one knows this. No one knows they are the silent heroes. Carrie likes it that way. She feels like they are superheroes in that manner. Regular kids by day, Team Adventure Club by night, protecting the world. And pets.

			Belleview Heights Park, otherwise known as BHP, is a large city park sitting on the coastline facing west. From the beach, the Belleview Heights Park Pier stretches out several hundred feet into the water. The pier itself has a five-hundred-foot Ferris wheel sitting on the southwest side.

			That’s where Carrie, Leanne, and Robbie spend a lot of time working out plans for their adventures. It’s also a great place for them to talk to Uncle Max if he’s on a space mission or fighting aliens.

			There is the Diving Dolphin roller coaster, which goes out over the ocean, letting anyone on the ride look down fifty feet to the water below. There is also Razzle’s Arcade, which has Carrie’s favorite stand-up arcade game, Quick Draw’s Revenge, a Wild West timed shooter game. She is really good at it.

			The park has four large fiberglass animal play areas. There are large killer whales and sometimes you can see their dorsal fins from the park as they swim in the ocean. There is a dolphin slide, a huge sea lion you can ride like a see-saw, and a manually operated tilt-a-whirl that is in the shape of an octopus.

			There are four large rope bridges, a merry-go-round shaped like a UFO you can sit in, eight slides, four tunnel slides, three zip lines, ten swings, two three-person swings, a standup swing, and finally an octagonal metal and rope climbing sphere that is twenty feet high.

			On the northwest side, there is the city’s largest dog park. It has an obstacle course, concrete tunnels for the dogs to run through, a large sprinkler area for them to run and play and get wet, and an artificial pond they can swim in. As you leave, there are huge blow dryers for the dogs to dry their coats.

			Carrie’s attention goes to a screaming voice from across the park as she looks up to see a trail of smoke and a frantic Leanne holding on for dear life as her OHNO Z1 scooter rockets toward the giant statue of Admiral Chester Lester, the founding father of Belleview Heights way back in 1681.

			Leanne pushes the digital buttons on the LED screen on the scooter, trying to figure out why it is speeding out of control. She waves through menu after menu on the screen until she finds the settings menu. Pressing the button, she opens the menu window, then taps on a folder that opens with more folders.

			She looks up to see she is almost out of space and is on a straight course for the giant statue. Waving the menu tab open, several program files open up, each in their own folder. She scrolls the screen up until she finds a folder labeled: Override Shutdown. Leanne opens the folder, revealing a large red button, and presses it.

			The scooter immediately goes from high speed to slow to a complete stop. The very front of the scooter’s lights barely touch the edge of the concrete base of the giant statue. Leanne sighs a huge breath of relief.

			“What in the…? I mean, for real though?” Leanne grumbles.

			She brushes her hair back behind her head, looking up at the massive statue of a man in pirate clothing holding a large flag with a symbol of arrows pointing in all directions, in a complete circle, then a circle of stars around that, also known as the chaos symbol.

			“Why on earth is the emergency safety button located thirty folders deep?” Leanne screams. “Call me back,” she continues, then presses a red phone button on the Team Adventure Club communicator, known as TAC-COM, on her wrist. The images blip away.

			Carrie rushes up as fast as she can. “Oh gosh! Leanne! Are you okay?”

			“Yeah, my thruster keeps on sticking. I think there’s an issue with the timing circuit.”

			Leanne slings her backpack around to her front, unzipping the larger middle part. Reaching in, she pulls out a small orange box and a large adjustable wrench. Opening the orange box, it reveals that it houses a set of various sizes of screwdrivers, a small flashlight, a compass, and a small handheld ax with various hexagon cutouts for bolts.

			She kneels down, opening the back of the scooter’s fender panel. She removes it to reveal a series of colorful wires and a large black square that is humming loudly. She pulls out the white connecting tab and the scooter powers off. Then she undoes the screws on the side of the engine panels that cover the back wheel with a small screwdriver to see the thruster. She pulls out the two red wires from the top. She positions the screwdriver into the screw that holds the stabilizing bracket. The bracket pops off and she can remove the five-inch thruster that looks very similar to a jet engine, showing it to Carrie.

			“This thing almost got me killed,” Leanne says, standing up.

			“What are you gonna do?” Carrie asks.

			“Take it to Uncle Max and see if he can fix it,” Leanne says, putting it in her backpack.

			Carrie looks around, scanning for Robbie. “Where the heck is Robbie?”

			“I was doing donuts waiting for him, but then my thruster malfunctioned, and I was set on a one-way course to death,” Leanne says, putting the fender panel back on.

			“Done.” Leanne claps her hands together, standing up. She steps on her scooter, flipping a red switch on the handle. The scooter hums to life. A white fingerprint icon blips on. She puts her thumb on the screen, and it gets scanned, powering up the computer on the scooter. The LED screen comes to life. She watches the screen go through its setup windows and, finally, it’s rebooted.

			Robbie skids to a stop behind them. “Hey, guys! What’s going on? Chattin’ with Chester here?”

			“What took you so long?” Carrie asks.

			“I stopped by the library to get a book about pirates.”

			“That sounds cool,” Leanne says, tapping her screen.

			“What are you doing?” Robbie asks, peering over Leanne’s shoulder, watching her restart her computer.

			“My thruster malfunctioned. I had to take it out,” Leanne says tapping the side of her bag.

			“What? These scooters don’t malfunction,” Robbie snorted.

			“That’s what I thought until I almost slammed into the Admiral,” Leanne scoffed, motioning to the statue.

			“What did Uncle Max say?” Robbie asks as he balances on his scooter.

			“We haven’t called him yet. I think he’s in the Antarctic for six months,” Carrie says.

			“Secret Space Mission?” Robbie asks with a wink.

			“Hot air balloon race,” Carrie replies.

			“That’s even cooler!” Robbie shouts. “I love hot air balloons!”

			Leanne’s scooter is ready. “Let’s go, guys!” Leanne says, hopping on her scooter and zipping off down the sidewalk. 

			Robbie and Carrie take off after her. Robbie pulls up a window on the scooter’s computer screen, tapping a red button. The screen reads “Thruster Ignition.” He presses it. The back fender of the scooter lifts up as the small five-inch thruster pops out, then fires up. The blast shoots Robbie and his scooter past Leanne as he laughs. “Mine works!” he screams.

			Carrie laughs as she catches up to Leanne, keeping pace with her. They cruise down Main Street, toward the east side of town, headed toward the center of town. They pass several storefronts, like “Mary’s 2nd Hand Thrift”—Leanne’s favorite store. She eyes it as she cruises by.

			“Hey, guys…” Leanne starts but is interrupted by both Carrie and Robbie, who scream “NO!”

			They know exactly what she wants. “Can we stop …” she begins again but again she is interrupted by the two friends with a unanimous, “NO!” 

			Leanne shakes her head. “Do you two just hate me?” she asks in a fake cry.

			Robbie looks at his watch and it reads 3:50. “Guys, we have ten minutes to get to Second Scoops for ‘the last day of school free ice cream cone day,’” Robbie says.

			They cross over Central Ave. and the iconic ice cream shop is visible from atop the hill they are about to descend. Robbie loves looking at the fat little ice cream person made of ice cream sitting in a small sugar cone on top of the blue, pink, and purple pastel-colored building. They speed down the steep hill to their destination. Carrie leans against her handlebars, letting go with both hands as she coasts carefree down the hill. She closes her eyes as the cool breeze, which smells like the ocean, blows through her hair. She can feel the sun beating down on her. She feels warm and happy knowing that summer days are ahead. She can’t wait to only do Team Adventure Club all the time.

			HOOOOOOONK!

			Carrie snaps out of her daydream as she narrowly avoids a full-on impact with a cement truck. She turns her handlebars to the left, going up onto the sidewalk, almost hitting a hot dog cart, her wheels skidding on the concrete. She turns the handlebars again, going back into the street, swerving around a parking meter and an empty bicycle rack. She regains control of her scooter, slowing down as Leanne and Robbie roll up beside her. “You good?” Robbie asks, leaning over to her.

			“Yes. I was daydreaming.”

			They roll up to the front entrance on the sidewalk, hopping off their scooters. They all enter a code into their scooter’s LED screen and the lights turn red. Robbie’s heart stops as he looks over to the walk-up counter and sees his crush, Deborah Valentine. Robbie’s eyes seem to sparkle and little hearts appear around his head like he is in an Anime show. Leanne catches him in his daydream, smacking him on the back of his head. “What ya doing? Stop ogling! She’s kind of one of us now.”

			As the team enters through the gate to the walk-up area, Deborah is exiting through the same gate. “Hey, guys!” Deborah says.

			“Hey, girl. What’d you get?” Leanne asks.

			“I got a Triple C!” Deborah says.

			“A what?” Carrie laughs.

			“Triple Chocolate Caramel Crunch with marshmallows, pretzels, and candy corn on a cone,” Deborah says. 

			“That looks so awesome, Debbie. Like, really cool. And I bet it tastes amazing! Like, really amazing. Like you. I mean, you don’t taste amazing. I mean, maybe if a zombie tasted you, like, right? I mean, what do you mean, right? Marshmallows, huh?” Robbie says in one breath.

			Carrie, Leanne, and Deborah stand in silence watching him short-circuit. “Are you okay?” Carrie asks.

			“What? Yeah. Ice cream. I mean,” Robbie continued.

			“Okay, well, I gotta get home. My dad and I are leaving for the islands in the morning. I really just want to stay home and watch Paranormal Pets,” Deborah says.

			“That’s cool, though,” Robbie says.

			“I guess. We are going snorkeling with dolphins!” Deborah says with raised eyebrows.

			“Well, have fun. See you in a few weeks,” Carrie says.

			Deborah starts to walk away but turns, looking back at them. “Hey, do you guys have any cool adventures happening?”

			“Nothing yet. But, usually, the summers are the best,” Carrie says.

			“Well, call me if you need help,” Deborah says.

			“I’ll call you!” Robbie says.

			“Stop,” Leanne says to Robbie.

			“What? I didn’t do anything. I literally want to call her,” Robbie whispers.

			Deborah leaves, getting into her father’s convertible sports car. She waves with a smile and the car speeds off. Robbie turns, looking at the walk-up window as the scoop expert is sliding the window closed. Robbie moves as fast as he can, but it feels like he’s stuck in slow motion. But he makes it to the window screaming. “Waaait! No! You can’t be closed,” he pleads.

			The scoop expert opens the window. “I’m not closing. It gets hot in here. We have to keep the window closed at all times,” he says with a wide, toothy grin. His nose sticks out a little far and his large glasses sit too far down on his nose. 

			“Whew! I didn’t want to miss the ‘last day of school free ice cream cone day’ day! I thought it ended at four p.m.,” Robbie sighs.

			“No, it goes until we close, ten p.m.,” the scoop expert says.

			“Guys! We didn
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