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			Dedication

			This book is dedicated to my daughters, Mia, Alexa, and Izabella. I long for the day that they too can lead a battle in space against a threat to humankind and have awesome gadgets and jet packs. 

		

	
		
			Preface

			Bellevue Heights is a sunny, seaside City that’s warm in the afternoon and cool in the evenings. The long stretch of road that runs the length of the town is known as Seaside Drive. It starts some 15 miles at the exit off Interstate 45 and runs south for 25 miles. Along the way, you pass towns like Hawks Landing, Fishhook, Eagle Bay—the richest part of Bellevue Heights —and Tropical Estates, which is a series of beachside condos full of retirees … and, finally, Bellevue Heights, established in 1935 by Orbert Schumacher, a German industrialist and railroad tycoon.

			The city of Bellevue Heights was a small, quiet town until World War II. Then it became a booming destination for those who wanted to build a business, buy up land, and build real estate. It became a popular vacation destination when a millionaire opened up one of the largest water parks in all of America known as Tsunami Boom Boom, which is how Carrie Calusa’s mother and father met back in 2000. When they were lifeguards in college. 

			Now, this redheaded 12-year-old is soaking up the sun and having the time of her life with her two best friends: Leanne McCallister, a dark-haired daredevil who loves to be upside down as much as right side up, and Robert Whitman, a skinny computer wizard and mechanic. These three can do it all. That’s why, sometime last summer, Carrie came up with Team Adventure Club, dedicated to solving mysteries, finding lost animals, and discovering new, faraway places!

			They are able to do this with the help of her amazing Uncle Max, a brilliant, and often strange, goofball. Uncle Max provides special equipment when needed, such as a laser gun or a toothbrush. Uncle Max’s story is a long one. Once, he helped save the galaxy in an epic space battle when he was just 16 years old. Afterward, he had been sworn to secrecy by the government which left the family to believe that he made it all up. Only Team Adventure Club believes him.

			Now, let’s catch up with the amazing—and fantastically crazy—group of individuals known as Team Adventure Club!

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			The day started off the same way it always did. Carrie and Leanne met on the steps in the front of the school while Robbie locked up their custom-made motorized scooters. Robbie’s father, and Leanne’s stepfather, was Mr. Whitman of Whitman Scooters, the number one rated motorized scooter company in the city. He donated Team Adventure Club three of the OHNO Z1 concept scooter, so they could get around the neighborhood faster. It also had the Whitman Scooter Logo down the neck of the scooter for advertising purposes. They were awesome. The scooters were silver in color, with big fat wheels and a pop-up seat if you wanted to sit instead of stand while riding. They had a huge headlight on the front and had been retrofitted with a USB plug for their wrist communication devices called TAC COM.

			Robbie finished encoding his custom-designed touch screen lock and hustled his way over to the girls. He looked especially nice with his jeans and blue button-down shirt. Carrie started to smile at him but quickly frowned when she noticed his gaze was focused on Debra Valentine, the school snob. Debra was the popular girl, the one with the fanciest clothes and shoes that money could buy. She walked like she was an English aristocrat, and every morning she arrived at school with an Iced Mocha Frabawhosawhatsit with extra whipped cream.

			Carrie and Debra were old enemies. Debra ran the school like she was their queen, and Carrie was the smart kid who refused to bow down. Or the nerdy weirdo. Or the book worm. Or any of the other names Debra Valentine had called her.

			Carrie’s eyes narrowed as she watched Robbie smile and wave at Debra. Carrie looked at the mathematics book she was holding and politely placed it against the back of Robbie’s head. With force.

			Robbie staggered three steps down and looked back at Carrie in confusion. “What was that for?” he moaned.

			“Why do you drool every time SHE walks by?” Carrie asked, pointing a finger.

			 “What? I don’t… um… who?” Robbie tried playing it off as if he wasn’t in love with Carrie’s archnemesis.

			“Robbie, you are gross sometimes,” Leanne said with a snort. “C’mon, Carrie. We have to get to class.” She grabbed the other girl by her arm and steered her toward the front entrance.

			Robbie stood there watching them walk away rubbing his head. “I’m not going to get any smarter if you keep hitting me in the head!” he shouted. 

			“I was trying to pound some knowledge into your skull, dummy!” Carrie shot him a cheeky grin before heading inside.

			Robbie rolled his eyes and followed the girls, and they all scattered to their respective classes.

			Carrie found her seat in science class and put her science book on her desk. She loved science and learning how things worked. In fact, she liked most classes—except math. Numbers were the devil. But she managed to eke out a C+ in algebra, which brought her overall average down to a B, which she hated. Debra had a B average, too.

			She pulled out her writing pad, which had T.A.C. printed on the top. She flipped it open, searching for her homework. Today was going to be a great day. They were going to dissect a rat. She was giddy with excitement.

			Their teacher, Ms. Everborne, walked in pushing a huge cart. On it, were several metal trays each containing a large, dead rat. Carrie stretched up in her seat to get a better look. She smiled and looked back at her classmates, all of whom looked a little sick.

			Ms. Everborne surveyed the classroom from her spot behind the desk. Her tall stature was intimidating to most students, but Carrie thought she was pretty. Her short hair was a shiny silver, and despite being what Carrie thought was possibly a hundred years old—again, not very good with numbers—she was a great teacher.

			“Okay class, I’m breaking you into labs today. So, when I call your names, come up and get your rodent and supplies. Then we will get started,” Ms. Everborne said with a huge smile.

			Her energy barely contained, Carrie waited to find out who her partner would be.

			 “…next, Carrie Calusa and Debra Valentine, you are partners. Come get your rodent.” Ms. Everborne smiled.

			Carrie’s heart shattered into a thousand pieces For a moment, her tongue got stuck to the roof of her mouth. Carrie and Debra’s eyes met across the room. Caught in the crosshairs, Carrie imagined laser beams shooting at Debra as Debra also shot laser beams out of her eyes. The laser met in the middle of the classroom and the energy exploded causing all of their classmates’ heads exploded in fiery balls of flame. Carrie leapt up, pulled a giant hammer out of thin air, and squished Debra flat. Then she calmly folded her up, stuck her in a large envelope, jumped out the window of the school and ran to the post office where, she mailed her to Talkeetna, Alaska.

			“Ms. Calusa, come up here, please,” Ms. Everborne said, pulling Carrie out of her fantasy.

			“Coming!” Carrie said, faking a smile and sliding out of her seat. She joined her nemesis at the teacher’s desk, trying to appear aloof. 

			Debra glared. “I don’t like this anymore than you do!”

			“I hardly doubt that,” Carrie snapped back, making sure her fake smile was still firmly in place.

			“Well bug brain, we should ace this thing since you’re so smart and all.” Debra sneered.

			Carrie motioned toward the lab table. “Shall we?” Her smile turned a bit predatory.

			Debra looked like she was trying to come up with a way to stuff Carrie into her own envelope.

			Their mutual fantasy was cut short by Ms. Everborne. “You ladies play nice, or I’ll make you permanent partners.”

			Both girls turned to look at their teacher with wide eyes, mouths falling open in twin looks of shock. But it did get them moving. They walked to one of the available tables topped with old scars and scratches from previous experiments gone wrong.

			Carrie unrolled their instruments and laid out the cloth, setting everything up in a nice, neat line. Debra slammed the metal tray on the table, making everything jump—including the pickling liquid the rat was soaking in. It splattered on Debra’s pretty dress. It smelled like old formaldehyde and shoe leather.

			“Gross!” Debra squealed. She grabbed one of the brown paper towels sitting on the table and started scrubbing at her dress. No matter how hard she scrubbed, the smell didn’t dissipate. With a small smile, Carrie watched her for a moment before picking up the rat to get a closer look. 

			Debra stopped scrubbing to gasp loudly. She stepped back from the table. “What is wrong with you, Carrie? That is so gross!”

			“It’s just a dead rat.” Carrie rolled her eyes. “It’s soaked in formaldehyde and is harmless. Besides, we’re about to dissect it and find out if it’s pregnant or not. This is science!”

			Debra slowly stepped back to the table, looking like she wanted to be anywhere else but in class today. But since she didn’t want Carrie Calusa to come out looking better than her, she swallowed hard and reached out, taking the rat from Carrie’s hand. She could feel the cold wet fur sliding in her palm. She squeezed a little harder so that she didn’t drop it and heard a crunch. The rat’s sightless eyes seemed to be looking at her, judging her. Debra quickly put the rat back in the tray and forced herself to smile. “You’re not so tough, Adventure Girl.” 

			“Okay, Debra.” Carrie packed as much sarcasm as she thought she could get away with into the words, mindful of their teacher’s presence nearby. She really didn’t want to get stuck with Debra for the rest of the year.

			Carrie read the instructions Ms. Everborne had passed around and inserted one of the pins they had been given into each of the rat’s feet. Now it looked like it was jumping in excitement. Then she picked up the scalpel and started to cut it open. Debra immediately closed her eyes and backed away.

			“I can’t, Ms. Everborne! This is too gross!” Debra screeched. The entire class looked at her. “I mean, it’s not right. That animal deserves a peaceful rest, and here we are cutting it open.”

			Ms. Everborne looked up from her desk and stared for a moment. Then she smirked. She loved being right about her students; that’s why she put her with Carrie. She knew Debra would have a hard time with this assignment. “Ms. Valentine, get back to your table and help Ms. Calusa with the project, or I will flunk you both.”

			“Ms. Everborne, this is so gross,” she complained. Debra looked back at Carrie and the rat.

			“It’s not gross; it’s science.” Ms. Everborne got up and came to their table. “Here, I’ll help.” She pulled up a stool and sat down, taking the scalpel from Carrie.

			“Ms. Everborne, I can do this just fine,” Carrie whined.

			“Of course you can, but you can’t do everything yourself. One day, you’ll find something you can’t do, and you’ll need to ask someone for help. Learning to work as a team is as important as learning to do things independently.” Ms. Everborne gave her a warm smile.

			Carrie sighed and nodded, stepping back to watch. “Okay class, everyone gather around this table, and I’ll explain everything as I go.” With that, Ms. Everborne started dissecting the rat.

			There was a low “ewwww” that fell across the classroom, but Carrie just smiled.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Sitting in his history class, Robbie took notes with glee. He loved history, especially American History. The West. The Civil War. The Steam Age. He loved it all. His teacher, Mr. Polsty, had the perfect history teacher look: a full beard with no hair on his head, pants stained with yellow chalk around the pockets, and a brown corduroy jacket that had elbow patches.

			Robbie wanted desperately to own a jacket just like that. He looked them up on eBay once, but they cost far more than he could scrape up in allowance money. He also admired that Mr. Polsty smoked a pipe outside during his lunch break. Even though smoking was disgusting, it made him look like either Leonardo Da Vinci or a steamboat captain. Robbie wanted to be just like him when he got old.

			“That is why Lewis, Clark, and their Native American guides were able to mark the majority of the locations on today’s maps. Can you imagine traveling the countryside with your best friend? One of you on land, the other on the river in a canoe. Your trusty dog at your side.” 

			While Mr. Polsty continued talking about Lewis and Clark, Robbie slipped into his own world for a moment. He thought about Team Adventure Club exploring unknown planets, conquering monsters, and fighting pirates on the seven seas. He quickly snapped out of it when Mr. Polsty called his name. “Well, Mr. Whitman?”

			Embarrassed, Robbie stared at the man he admired. “Ummm, what is Montana?” Robbie hazarded a guess based on a quick glance at his notes.

			“Indeed!” Mr. Polsty said with a hearty gesture.

			With a weak smile, Robbie sank back into his seat, wiping his brow. A chubby boy wearing cargo shorts and a striped button-down shirt leaned over to whisper to him. “That was quick! Were you thinking about Debra Valentine again?” he asked with a smile and a wink.

			The boy was Malcolm Donaldson, Robbie’s friend. The only reason he wasn’t part of Team Adventure Club with the rest of them was because his parents didn’t allow him to stay out past 7:30 on school nights and 8:30 on the weekends. His family always went away on trips over the summer, which is when Team Adventure Club had most of their adventures.

			Robbie shook his head. Malcolm thought otherwise. He knew Robbie was fascinated by Debra, and he constantly teased him about it. As the bell rang, Robbie and Malcolm headed to their next class together: gym. Malcolm hated gym class. He couldn’t run. He couldn’t climb rope. He couldn’t play volleyball, basketball, or baseball. He could punch the punching bag, so that’s what he did for the entire class. Robbie, however, was head of the class. Malcolm might count the minutes until the bell rang, but for Robbie, it was never long enough. He loved to climb rope, swim, and run. Robbie wasn’t satisfied just punching the bag, though he would take turns with Malcolm just to keep his friend company.

			Coach Twinkle was a large man; he was tall and wide with bulging muscles and a thick mustache. His nose was pointed downward, and his hair was buzzed short. Most students feared him, and Robbie was no exception. “Robert Whitman! Eight minutes and ten seconds on the mile, boy! Pick up the pace. And tell your chubby little friend that walking doesn’t count as running!” Coach Twinkle’s voice bellowed like a bull horn.

			 Robbie waited for Malcolm as he slowly walked over the finish line. Just as he was about to say good job to his friend, Coach Twinkle stepped in, overshadowing Malcolm like the sun eclipsing the moon.

			“Donaldson! By the end of this year, I’m gonna have you running like your friend here. I know it’s tough being overweight. I was there once, too, little fella. I was a fat chocoholic. I ate candy and sugar all day. Then one day I saw a war movie. I knew that life was for me. I wanted to be a soldier fighting the good fight! From that moment on, I worked hard at becoming a heavyweight, not an overweight. Say it with me! A heavyweight, not an overweight!”

			“A heavy-weight, not an overweight,” Malcolm sighed.

			“Good. Now hit the showers. You smell like a cheeseburger!” Coach Twinkle smacked Malcolm on the back with enough force to push him a few feet forward.

			Robbie and Malcolm took the opportunity to run while they still could. Back in the locker room, they sat on the bench, catching their breath. Malcolm was slumped over and tired, while Robbie got busy changing back into his school shirt.

			“So, are you going to come over this weekend and finally join Team Adventure Club?” Robbie’s voice was muffled as he pulled his shirt over his head.

			“I want to, but my parents want to go to our grandparents for dinner on Sunday. So, probably not. I’ll never get to be a member of the club!” Malcolm sighed.

			“That’s not true! I can make you an honorary member. You can be an outside advisor for the club. If there’s ever any cases we can’t solve, we’ll come to you.” Robbie popped his head out of his shirt’s neck hole, his hair sticking up.

			“Really?! Do you mean it?” Malcolm’s face lit up.

			“Yes, of course I mean it,” Robbie said. “C’mon, we have to get to math class. I have Carrie’s homework.”

			“Is she still having trouble in math?” Malcolm asked.

			“Isn’t she always?” Robbie said, smacking his friend on the shoulder as they walked out of the locker room and into the busy hallway.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			Carrie fidgeted in her seat, trying to be patient as she waited for Robbie. She really liked him, but Robbie was too dumb to realize it. He was too busy being obsessed with Debra Valentine. Carrie couldn’t understand how someone like Robbie could have such a huge crush on a mean girl like her. She wondered what Debra had that she didn’t.

			When Robbie finally walked into class, she sighed. He was handsome, well-groomed, and stylish. She looked down at herself. She wasn’t stylish at all: her pants were well worn, as were the favorite pair of hiking boots she always wore. Her canvas satchel was held together with duct tape on one of the corners, and other parts had been stitched and re-stitched a million times.

			“Hello, Carrie! You okay?”

			She jumped, realizing Robbie was now standing over her desk. “What? Oh, I must have been daydreaming.”

			“Here’s your homework. I got questions seven and ten wrong on purpose. You’re not very good at math, remember?” Robbie grinned.

			“Yeah, thanks a million, Robbie.” Carrie tried to fight back the wave of sadness. Maybe that was why he didn’t like her. Maybe she was a little too stupid at math. Is Debra smarter at math?

			“Carrie, are you even listening to me?” Robbie poked her arm.

			“What?” Carrie blinked at him a few times, trying to get her brain back on track.

			“Never mind. We have a meeting at 8:30 tonight at the treehouse
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