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About the Book




The mission: Survive the game. The twist: One contestant isn’t acting. 

Twin sisters Lizzie and Samantha Brown are no strangers to competition, but when they join Spooks, a spy-themed reality show filmed at an abandoned hospital, the game takes a deadly turn. Contestants must outwit, deceive, and eliminate their rivals—until only one remains.

When Samantha "kills" Lizzie in a dramatic elimination, Lizzie expects to spend the rest of the game in the isolation bunker. Instead, she stumbles into a real-life mystery. Fellow contestant Cooke Kingston has vanished, and the only witness was left unconscious during the attack. The show was supposed to be staged, but someone is playing for keeps.

With the producers nowhere to be found and the hospital’s dark corridors hiding more than just cameras, Lizzie must decide whether to play by the rules or break them to uncover the truth. Meanwhile, Samantha steps into the role of a spycatcher, orchestrating a counterintelligence gambit that turns the game on its head.

With strategic misdirection and bold moves, the twins work to expose the hidden enemy—but when the final act is revealed, they may discover the real mission is far more dangerous than anyone imagined.

As the lines between fiction and reality blur, the twins must navigate a web of deception, betrayal, and high-stakes sabotage. Can they expose the real double agent and claim victory before the final curtain falls?








  
  
Twin Bluebonnet Ranch Mysteries




Series Order 

Book 1: Caverns, Clues, and Cowboys 

Book 2: Friday Night Frights

Book 3: Silent Nights and Shoplifting

Book 4: Ghostwriters and Gravediggers

Book 5: Antiques, Alibis, and Auctions

Book 6: Secrets, Lies, and Poisonberry Pies

Book 7: Rodeo, Ransom, and Fireworks 

Book 8: Sleuths, Sabotage, and Sandcastles

Book 9: Turkey, Thievery, and Twins

Book 10: Ballots, Belles, and Blackmail

Book 11: Texans, Tourists, and Treachery

Book 12: Softball and Stickups

Book 13: Drama, Deception, and Double-Cross
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Prologue


Samantha





In a room full of neighbors, friends, and a few strangers, the biggest threat wasn’t a double agent; it was my twin sister standing twenty feet away. I’d known her my entire life, but I was about to find out how well she could lie. 

As we filed into the old, abandoned Blackwell Hospital, the first thing that hit me was the smell. Not only dust or mildew—though there was plenty of both—but disinfectant strong enough to burn my nose. The reality show crew worked overtime to sanitize the dump.

Sixteen contestants stood shoulder to shoulder in a room plucked straight from a nightmare ward. Gray linoleum stretched in every direction, cracked and scuffed, and the single overhead light buzzed like it was losing a fight with the wiring. Nervous whispers stirred in the silence, but I didn’t participate. We were already being watched.

The double doors groaned open, and in strolled Robby York. The man looked like he took a wrong turn on his way to a red-carpet event. Perfect teeth, impeccable suit, hair that hadn’t suffered a flyaway since he swapped out gel for serum priced by the ounce.

“Welcome, my friends, to Spooks.” His voice had that polished game show cadence, practiced in a mirror a thousand times. All he needed was a tribal torch, and the act would’ve been complete. “Sixteen of you entered this ward today, but only one will walk out with the prize.”

He held a pause so dramatic that I could practically see the ellipses hanging in the air.

“The rules are simple,” he continued. “You are tasked with uncovering the truth. By any means necessary.”

A light flickered overhead. Probably a coincidence, but Robby beamed like the occurrence fit in as a part of the plan.

He drifted down the line, as if he fancied himself an American James Bond. “Of course, not everyone here is who they appear to be. We’ve hidden a few double agents among you. Their mission? Sabotage. Deception. Misdirection.” He leaned in, voice dropping theatrically. “If they make it to the end undetected, the game belongs to them.”

I caught Lizzie’s eye. My twin didn’t need to say a word. Her raised eyebrow told me what I needed. This time, we wouldn’t be on the same team. She suspected me, and I suspected her. One of us was right.

A loud tick broke the silence. Then another. Mounted high on the wall, a giant clock, clearly a prop from the show, jerked its second hand forward, each movement sharp enough to echo.

“You have exactly twenty-four hours,” Robby said. “Every hour, the game changes. Time isn’t just money here. It’s survival.” He moved to a doorway so dark I half expected something to jump out of it and yell boo. “At scheduled intervals, you’ll have the chance to burn a spy—cast out the person you suspect is a double agent. But choose wisely…” He let the pause stretch, smiling like a cat with feathers in its teeth. “Because the doubles will fight back. And someone loyal will die.”

Contestants exchanged glances, whispering as if Robby’s banter for the camera provided new information not included in our handbook.

“Those eliminated will be taken to the bunker,” he said, with a casual sweep of his hand. “Comfortable enough. Couches, snacks, plumbing that works on most days. But once you’re out, you’re out. You’ll be quarantined with no possibility to win.”

I scanned the rows and analyzed the faces of my competition: a few students who went to McCain University with me, local law enforcement, three reporters, local business moguls, and four interlopers with no shot of capturing the prize. My biggest obstacle? My twin sister, probably the only one with a competitive streak approaching mine. The only chance of winning was to get her out first. Which meant acting before she did.

Robby clapped his hands, making several people jump. “Well, let’s not waste any time. The first hour begins now. And to keep things interesting, your initial challenge is already underway.”

The light fizzled out with a pop, plunging the room into absolute darkness. A nervous gasp rippled through the group, but I felt none of their fear.

The whispers died. The shuffling stopped. The facade of a game show melted away, replaced by the chilling reality of a competition with no safety net. Everyone else might be here for the money, but I had a different motivation. I would do whatever it took to win, to prove that I was smarter and tougher than anyone in this room, including my own sister. The clock ticked, and my victory lap had just begun.








  
  

Chapter 1

Reality Bites


Lizzie





My twin held a gun on me. Her grip was steady and sure. “You’re the double agent. I know you are. You can’t lie to me.” Without an ounce of hesitation, Samantha pulled the trigger. My poker face worked on everyone in the world. Except her. 

Bang!

“And just like that, Lizzie has been eliminated.” The spotlight found me as the cheesy TV show host, Robby York, shoved a microphone into my face. “How does it feel to be killed by your own sister?”

Am I supposed to answer? I thought I was dead.

I shook my head, confused by the rules. Perhaps being ousted third, a couple of hours into the circus, came with perks. Perk number one: I no longer had to play the silly game where the parameters changed willy-nilly.

“Lizzie?” Robby prompted, shoving the microphone even closer to my mouth.

“Well, betrayal and dying by my sister’s hand wasn’t on my bucket list, but maybe that twin telepathy thing will activate, and my bullet wound will cause her pain.”

“At least you still have your sense of humor.” He clapped his hands. “So, the moment of truth. Are you, in fact, a double agent? Or have your fellow spooks burned an ally?”

I rolled my eyes, irritated that the show rules forced me to reveal the truth upon leaving. “I am a double agent.”

The contestants—made up of my soon-to-be former friends—cheered, high-fived, and laughed at my expense while Robby grinned like he’d orchestrated the whole situation. Maybe he had.

“Any parting words?”

I glared down the barrel of the camera, flashing my best Jim Halpert Face. “My biggest regret is that I didn’t get to use my ‘I'm a double agent’ reveal at the finale. I had an entire monologue planned, and it was going to be epic. Now it's just a waste of good acting.”

“Well, there you have it, folks,” he said, spinning to B-Camera for a dramatic transition. “Lizzie Brown is out of the game. And now, she’ll be escorted to the ‘bunker’ where she’ll be sequestered until the end of the competition.”

A pair of production assistants flanked me before I could lodge an objection, demand a recount, or even fake a fainting spell. They shepherded me out of the outdated operating room gallery and into the labyrinth of hallways twisting through Blackwell Hospital, our glamorous filming location.

‘Hospital’ might’ve been generous. The place had been shuttered since the ‘90s, left to gather dust and bad vibes, until some bright producer decided it was the perfect spot for reality TV. As long as you didn’t mind cobwebs and your tetanus shots were up to date.

Sure, they strung up camera rigs and slapped up a few rolls of discount wallpaper to cover the decay. Still, no amount of outdated lighting or bargain-bin dressing could disguise the fact that this was basically the set of a low-budget horror movie.

The deeper we trudged, the more the illusion unraveled. Shiny floors gave way to scuffed linoleum, footprints etched into the wax like ghosts of doctors who’d made their last rounds. The walls, once an unforgiving, sterile white, were shedding flakes of paint, exposing the bleak gray concrete beneath. Somewhere overhead, a fluorescent tube stuttered and buzzed, casting the corridor in jumpy shadows, as though daring me to pick which corner the boogeyman hid behind.

I covered my eyes out of self-preservation. The flickering wasn’t eerie so much as irritating, like it strobed a Morse code message that spelled bad idea.

I glared down at the hand curled around my upper arm and the Secret Service earpieces flanking me. “Is all this really necessary?” I asked. “You do realize we’re in a game, right? Not an actual spy thriller.”

One of the production assistants, a woman in her mid-thirties with a headset and a clipboard, barely spared me a glance. “Rules are rules. Eliminated contestants go to the bunker until the game is over. It’s all about maintaining the suspense. Spoilers can kill a show quicker than bad ratings.”

“Uh-huh. And remind me why we must be locked in? That’s got to violate two dozen fire codes.”

“To maintain the integrity of the game,” she said, her voice monotone.

“Integrity. Right.”

The other assistant, a younger guy who looked fresh out of college, at least had the decency to appear apologetic. “Don’t worry. There are snacks.”

“Perfect. Nothing says voluntary imprisonment like stale pretzels and flat soda.”

We reached a heavy metal door, and the woman punched in a code on the keypad. With a grating buzz, the lock released, and she swung open the reinforced door.

The assistants ushered me inside, and the door locked on impact. Cozy. If you listened closely, you could practically hear the ghost of Nurse Ratchet humming in the vents.

The bunker was a large, dimly lit room, half lounge, half holding cell. There were couches, a table stocked with water bottles and pre-packaged snacks, and a few scattered chairs. Against one wall stood a bank of lockers, and at the far end, a door marked ‘Restrooms’ loomed like a last-minute addition.

I stepped inside, expecting to find the two previously eliminated contestants—Skip Zbynski and Cooke Kingston. Neither were close personal friends of mine, but I at least expected a howdy or a nanny-nanny-boo-boo after orchestrating their ousting.

Instead, the room contained next to no sound. Practically dead.

Skip sprawled across one of the couches, his head tilted back, arms limp at his sides. At first glance, he appeared to be napping. But something felt off.

I took a cautious step forward. “Zbynski?”

No response.

Annoyed, I stomped toward him. “Skip, come on. Sure, elimination is humiliating, but it’s not nap-worthy.”

Still nothing. My swallow hitched in my throat as I spotted a thin trail of blood glistening against his forehead.

I sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh, you have got to be kidding me.”

Crouching beside him, I reached out and shook his shoulder. “Skip. Wake up.”

No movement.

A pit formed in my stomach. Okay, so maybe this is worse than I thought.

I scanned the room, looking for something useful. I grabbed a bottle of water, twisted the cap off, and dumped half of it onto his face.

Skip sputtered, jerking upright. “What the—?” He coughed as if I were trying to drown him.

“Congratulations, you survived a baptism by Dasani.”

He blinked, wiping water from his eyes, and winced as his fingers brushed the wound on his forehead. “Ow. What happened, Brown?”

“That’s what I’d like to know,” I said. “And where’s Cooke?”

Skip groaned, pressing a hand to his throbbing temple. “They...they came in. Masks. Black masks. And they...they took Cooke, just like that. And then...and then, I think I hit my head. Or something.” He rubbed his eyes, attempting to focus.

I stared at him. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me.” He frowned, finally getting his bearings. “They busted in here, grabbed Kingston, and left me. They moved like they knew exactly where they were going and had it timed to the millisecond.”

“Great. We’re trapped in a Scooby-Doo episode, and I forgot to bring the talking dog.”

“This isn’t a joke.”

I crossed my arms. “And you’re sure this wasn’t part of the game?”

Skip snorted. “Does this look like part of the game?” He gestured at the blood still trickling down his forehead,

He had a point.

My mind raced. If someone actually kidnapped Cooke Kingston, that was a problem—a big one. The man might have been a morally questionable businessman, but he was still a major player in Lake Falls. Not to mention, if this were real, it meant somebody had infiltrated the show. And that terrified me.

I turned to the door. “We need to get out of here.”

Skip huffed. “Great idea. Alert me when you figure out how. The door is thick enough to stop a nuke.”

I marched over and yanked the handle. Locked. I spun back around. “There’s supposed to be a production assistant on duty. Where is he?”

Skip gestured weakly toward a small, unmanned desk near the entrance. “No one’s been here since they shut us in.”

My lips sputtered. “Well, that’s just fantastic. And against the rules of the handbook, which Samantha memorized and recited nonstop.”

We were trapped in the creepy basement of an abandoned hospital with no way out, no contact with the outside world, and the knowledge that at least one person had been forcibly removed.

I didn’t know what was going on, but I had a sinking feeling our little reality show had just traded cozy for cutthroat.








  
  

Chapter 2

The Morgue You Know


Samantha





I always figured I’d end up as a spy—just not as a cadaver. 

A metallic slam reverberated in my skull as the morgue drawer sealed shut, leaving me in pitch-black nothingness. The air was stale, thin, the kind that clung to the back of your throat. A wave of claustrophobia bucked in my stomach, but fear was for other people. I could wrestle mine into a corner with logic. The faint hum of the ventilation system and the reminder that no TV network wanted ‘contestant suffocates mid-mission’ splashed across the tabloids steadied my nerves. It was all a mind game, and I intended to win.

The polished steel pressed cold against my skin as I shifted. For a reality game show, Spooks had a way of feeling a little too real.

I swept my hand to find a flashlight and a folded slip of paper.

“Welcome, Spooks! Your next mission begins now.” The vintage PA croaked to life, dragging Robby York’s smug voice across the airwaves. The cheerful tone was almost worse than lying on a slab in cold storage. “You are locked in the hospital morgue, and the only way out is to work together…or betray each other. The first team to escape earns safety at the next elimination. Let the games begin.”

I flicked on the mini-flashlight, already irritated. First, I’d sniffed out my twin sister as the show’s double agent, only for Robby’s latest curveball to blow up my hard-won partnership by splitting us men versus women. Great.

It stung to lose my first alliance. I managed to rope in two unlikely partners—Joe Nedemyer, my boss at the Lake Falls Gazette, and Tom Sweeney, a McCain University golden boy whom Lizzie nicknamed Tom Terrific.

Joe was a natural teammate: sharp-eyed, dependable, the kind of mentor who could edit my articles and cover my back in emergency surgery. Tom, on the other hand, had that irritating talent for being good at everything. Sports, puzzles, singing cowboy ballads—you name it, he excelled. Usually, that sort of perfection would grate on me, but his easy grin and steady nerves had a way of balancing my own intensity.

Together, the three of us formed a strong team: Joe with the experience, Tom with the charm, and me with the logic. Now? The production assistants locked them in the morgue on the opposite side of the game, and left me saddled with the ladies-only alliance Robby cooked up for drama.

After three eliminations in the first few hours of the competition, we were down to thirteen contestants. Lizzie was the first successfully burned double agent, meaning at least one more—or possibly two—lurked in our midst. And when we eliminated one double, we received a clue to the identities of the others.

I unrolled the slip of paper, the tiny pin light barely illuminating the words: 86 Last is first.

Theories and random associations raced through my brain as I tried to justify the message. Eighty-six had colloquial meaning as ‘to get rid of’ or ‘do away with’, but it couldn’t be so simple. Could it be a cipher? Numbers to letters?

A knock on the side of my drawer drew me from my thoughts. The message, the clue, would have to wait until later.

“Hello, is anyone in there? Can you hear me?”

“Loud and clear.”

“Samantha? Please tell me you are alive and not a ghost.”

Even through the thick steel wall, the chatter was unmistakably Patsy Steffanelli’s, a forty-something newscaster who picked the wrong week to visit her mother and got roped into participating in a game show.

“I have no earthly idea how I let Mama talk me into this Survivor-meets-Clue-with-a-spy-twist,” she muttered. “Sounds awesome in concept, but nobody mentioned being slapped in the deep freeze between Walt Disney and Teddy Ballgame.”

“Calm down, Patsy, and tell me what you see. There is a trick to escape these drawers.”

“I can’t see anything,” she said.

“They gave me a small flashlight. I’m sure you have one too. Feel around and find it.”

She huffed. “I should have known this was a bad idea when the release form was longer than War and Peace.”

I could hear the frantic energy in her voice and the way she used humor to deflect her fear. A classic avoidance mechanism. At least according to my senior-level psych class. With my ability to learn and master a subject, I’d soon be as good as Lizzie at reading people.

While she looked for the light, I inspected my drawer. I ran my hands along the walls, searching for a lever, a key, something, anything to help me out. But all I found was a camera in the corner, activated with night vision.

“Okay, I’m looking at a slide puzzle,” Patsy said. “It’s hooked to my door. I think I have to solve it to get out, but I’m horrible at puzzles. Do you have one?”

“No.” I drummed on the lid. “I think each drawer is different. But I can walk you through how to solve the slide puzzle, using a simple trick.”

“A trick, huh? Some sort of Beautiful Mind memorization, beating Vegas at the blackjack table kind of thing?”

“No. You solve the top row, then the left column, and work your way inward.”

“Samantha, that’s not a trick. That’s a strategy. That’s like telling someone who’s never played chess that you win by sacrificing pawns and protecting your horsey guys.”

“That’s a terrible chess strategy.” I frowned. “But let’s focus on the slide puzzle first. Does the puzzle have numbers or pictures?”

“Numbers. Fifteen is the highest.”

Meaning it was a four-by-four slide puzzle. “Read out the numbers left to right.”

I closed my eyes and pictured them as she called them out. With a few quick and easy moves, I solved the puzzle in my head. My eyes popped open.

“Okay, Patsy. Follow my instructions exactly. Ready?”

“Go for it, Brainiac.”

I recited the moves, and several minutes later, Patsy squealed. “Freedom! I don’t know what kind of Rain Man mind voodoo you did, but I’m out.”

“How’s it looking on the outside?” I asked.

“There’s a keypad on the outside of your drawer.”

“I meant, how are the guys progressing? Do they have anyone out yet?”

“Um, let’s see. Oh yeah, they already got three people out and on their way to their fourth. That Boone guy is getting them out fast, but he’s a magician or something. How is that fair? He does escapes for a living.”

“Magicians aren't just good with their hands; they're masters of misdirection and human behavior. They use psychology to control their audience, to make them see what they want them to see.”

Patsy snarled. “Right. It’s cheating.”

We were several people behind. We needed to catch up immediately. “Did you notice anything in your drawer that might hint at the combination lock?”

“Well, I mean, the slide puzzle was full of numbers, but I’m not sure how that helps us.”

I shook my head. “It doesn’t.”

“What about that rolled-up clue they gave us—the ‘86 first is last.’ Maybe that’s eight-six-six-eight or something.”

I considered her suggestion. “I don’t think so. I believe it’s something to do with the game, not this challenge.”

“Try four-seven-two-three,” a voice above me said. “It’s written on my shoe, but I don’t know what it means.”

Patsy punched the numbers into the keypad. A beep and a satisfying thunk unlocked my drawer.

I squinted as I adjusted to the sudden light. The greenish tint of the morgue felt harsh after twenty minutes in the pitch-black drawer.

Patsy helped me to my feet, towering over me like a chic blonde giraffe in leopard-print slacks. At five-nine, I wasn’t used to looking up at women, but Patsy had me beat by a couple of inches. Her shoulder-length bob framed a face made to anchor the evening news, but her wardrobe was a carnival of vintage prints that shouldn’t have worked, and yet somehow did.
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