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MIA TORRES—THE FEARLESS one. Always up for a challenge, she thrives on excitement and probably would chase an actual burglar just to see where they’re going. Has a talent for thinking outside the box—sometimes way, way outside the box.

Chip Bennett—the wildcard 2.0. Chip loves chaos, solving puzzles, and eating snacks mid-investigation. If there’s a mystery, he’s in it for the fun, not necessarily for the logic.
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The Case of the Exploding Cupcakes
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The gym at United Middle School looked like a bakery had exploded in the best possible way. Long tables were loaded with cookies, pies, brownies and a mountain of cupcakes in every color imaginable. Streamers dangled from the basketball hoops, and PTA moms buzzed around with cash boxes, already in peak fundraising mode.

Mia and Chip stood in the eye of the sugar storm.

Mia said, tying her apron with the grim focus of a surgeon preparing for heart surgery, " They assigned us cupcake duty.

Chip grinned as if he'd already eaten three cupcakes. “Correction—we’re in charge of cupcake destiny. These beauties are going down in history.”

Behind them, the cafeteria’s industrial frosting machine let out a low, unsettling rumble. It had so many knobs and levers it looked like a spaceship and a warning label that screamed: CAUTION: NOT FOR AMATEURS.

Naturally, Chip stepped right up and grabbed the biggest lever.

“Behold!” he declared, yanking it like he was launching a rocket.

The machine coughed once. Then it shuddered. And then with a loud BOOM....

Blue frosting shot out like a geyser, smacking into a bake sale banner. A second jet with bright pink this time, launched into the air and landed smack on top of the PTA president’s hairdo.

“CHIP!” Mia screeched, ducking just as a swirl of green icing zipped past her ear.

“I think I pulled the wrong lever!” Chip yelled over the chaos. “But hey—look how pretty it is!”

Mia dove for the controls, yanking the lever back with both hands. The machine wheezed and finally sputtered to a stop.

By then, the gym looked like a giant birthday cake gone rogue. Students were cackling. Teachers looked like they needed a nap. And Principal Thompson was pacing by the bleachers, muttering something about “insurance claims.”

Salt in the Wound

While the frosting storm was still being cleaned up, Mia bolted to the kitchen to whip up a new batch of cupcakes.

“No disasters,” she muttered. “Just flour, eggs, butter, sugar...”

She took a container of white crystals from the shelf and poured in two big spoonfuls.

Except that was not sugar.

By the time the fresh cupcakes had cooled, the talent show was already in full swing. Mia presented the tray just as Principal Thompson strolled past, still brushing frosting off his sleeves.

“Ooh,” he said, grabbing a cupcake. “Let’s see if you’ve redeemed yourselves.”

He took a generous bite.

And froze.

For a moment, the entire gym held its breath.

Then Thompson spat the cupcake into a napkin with so much drama that someone screamed.

“These... are... SALT BOMBS!” he gasped, clutching his chest like the cupcake had betrayed him.

Mrs. Pease sprinted in with a cup of water while the crowd recoiled in horror, and maybe a little bit of awe.

Mia’s stomach dropped. “Oh no,” she whispered.

Chip leaned in. “Look on the bright side,” he said. “They’re... memorable.”

The Vanishing Act

When they were to perform, Chip strode onstage in a magician’s cape made from an old bedsheet. Mia followed, lugging a cardboard prop box and trying not to trip.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” Chip bellowed. “Prepare to be amazed by the incredible Chipini, and his assistant, Mia the Slightly Concerned!”

Mia gave a weak wave. “Thrilled to be here.”

For their grand finale, Chip announced he would make the school mascot vanish before everyone’s eyes.

The kid in the eagle costume waddled onstage, giving the crowd a thumbs-up with his oversized wings. Chip flung a sheet over him with a flourish.

“Alakazam!” he shouted, waving his arms dramatically.

He yanked the sheet away... And the eagle’s giant foam head was gone.

The rest of the mascot thrashed, bumping into the mic stand. Then he took off running, blind, straight across the stage.

He plowed into a bake sale table, launching brownies into the air like flying saucers.

The audience gasped.

And then someone laughed.

Then everyone did.

Cupcake Chaos Finale

The Eagle, still blind, slipped on a streak of frosting and skidded across the gym like a penguin on ice. One bake sale table wobbled... then tipped... and another... until the entire row came crashing down in a spectacular dessert avalanche.

Lopsided cookies, broken pies, and cupcake shrapnel blanketed the floor.

The gym erupted with laughter that leaves you gasping. Students were doubled over. Parents were crying tears of joy. Even Principal Thompson had to sit down, laughing too hard to stay upright.

When the frosting finally stopped flying and someone rescued the Eagle’s head, the donation jar stood tall and stuffed to the brim.

Mia groaned, brushing frosting off her cheek. “We are so dead.”

Chip bowed as if he’d just closed a Broadway show. “Or, hear me out, we just became legends.”

Principal Thompson walked over, still chuckling. “You two are never going near that frosting machine again. Ever.” He paused. “But I’ll admit... you did raise the most money.”

Mia and Chip exchanged a high-five, proud, frosted, and somehow victorious.
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Operation: Balloonageddon
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THE UNITED MIDDLE SCHOOL gym buzzed like a soda can about to explode. Blue and gold banners hung from the rafters, the marching band tooted out scales in the corner, and the cheerleaders were mid-pyramid, wobbling like a stack of Jenga blocks.

The pep rally day launched basketball season in a blaze of glitter and sound. Somehow, Mia and Chip were in charge of the balloon drop.

Mia tugged her ponytail tighter and squinted up at the enormous net full of balloons dangling above the gym floor. “So all we have to do,” she said slowly, “is pull the string when Principal Thompson gives the signal.”

“Exactly!” Chip grinned, already holding the rope like it was Excalibur. “Simple. Foolproof. Practically Chip-proof.”

Mia winced. “That’s what terrifies me.”

Balloon Trouble

It was supposed to be a straightforward job. Just balloons, a net, and a little timing.

Except Chip had been “helping” inflate the balloons all morning. Which meant that half of them were lumpy, three looked like radioactive spaghetti noodles, and one resembled a goat.

“Try this one!” Chip chirped, having just inhaled a puff of helium. His voice shot up three octaves. “Mia, your head is ENORMOUS! Like, moon-sized!”

Mia yanked the helium tank away before he turned into a floating hazard. “You’re going to pass out!”

“I’m gonna pass... this balloon!” he wheezed, hurling it into the pile like a dodgeball.

When Mia went to secure the balloon net, she froze. The ropes formed a knot that looked like it belonged to a magician's failed escape act.

“How did you even do this?” she muttered, trying to make sense of it.

Chip gave a proud little shrug. “Natural talent.”

Pep Rally Panic

The bleachers filled quickly, and the gym transformed into a wall of sound. Feet stomped. The band launched into their fifth round of “Eye of the Tiger.” Cheerleaders shouted over each other.

Principal Thompson stepped up to the mic, his coffee in one hand and his notes in the other.

“And now, Eagles,” he boomed, “for the moment you’ve all been waiting for—the balloon drop!”

Mia leaned close to Chip. “Not yet. Not until he raises his...”

RIIIIIIPPPPPP!

Chip had already pulled the rope.

The balloon net didn’t just open; it shredded. A waterfall of balloons exploded down in an uneven avalanche.

One cluster pelted the trombone section, bouncing off brass like pinballs. Another dive-bombed the cheerleaders mid-pyramid, sending them tumbling in a slow-motion collapse. One rogue balloon plunged into Principal Thompson’s coffee, splashing it all over his tie.

And then the school mascot—an oversized eagle with a foam beak and zero peripheral vision—took one waddling step forward, tripped on a stray balloon, and face planted into the bleachers with a WHUMP.

Balloonageddon

The gym went full madhouse.

Students screamed and dove after balloons like candy. The band switched into circus music, with tuba players launching balloons into the air like cannons. Teachers tried to shout over the
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