





[image: Cover: The Thirteen Doors of Black House by Laura Lavoie]










[image: ]









[image: ]


UNION SQUARE KIDS and the distinctive Union Square Kids logo are trademarks of Union Square & Co., LLC.


Union Square & Co., LLC, is a subsidiary of Sterling Publishing Co., Inc.


Text © 2025 Laura Lavoie


Cover illustration © 2025 Ash Roy


Chapter opening illustrations © 2025 Union Square & Co., LLC


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means (including electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without prior written permission from the publisher.


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


ISBN 978-1-4549-5815-4 (paperback)


ISBN 978-1-4549-5816-1 (ebook)


Library of Congress Control Number: 2024040158


For information about custom editions, special sales, and premium purchases,


please contact specialsales@unionsquareandco.com.


unionsquareandco.com


Cover and interior design by Liam Donnelly


Chapter opening illustrations by Liam Donnelly









To Phil, in our thirteenth year of marriage.













NOVELS WRITTEN BY AUGUSTA BLACK:





The Woman of the Waves


A Catastrophe of Crows


Secrets in the Storm


The Haunted Lighthouse


The Night Owl


The Case of the Stolen Stagecoach


Eyes, Eyes, Everywhere


The Mysterious Death of Catherine Kingsley


An Unexpected Guest


The Lone Wolf


A Murder at the Mansion


Clues in a Castle















1

SUBARUS AND SUNTANS
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FROM THE BACK SEAT of Beulah, her family’s Subaru station wagon, Maya Murtagh scowled at the sun. After two straight weeks of clouds and drizzle, the sun had chosen today, of all days, to finally make an appearance. And it was majorly messing with Maya’s vibe.


Her family was about to embark on their annual weeklong vacation. Beulah was packed and ready, brimming with bags. But this year, Maya didn’t want sunshine for their travels. She’d hoped for grey skies, rumbling clouds, maybe some flashes of lightning. She wanted to set a mood: dark, ominous, mysterious. It was only fitting, given where they were going.


Dad closed Beulah’s hatchback, securing the mountain of bags, and the Murtaghs’ next-door neighbor waved from his driveway. Mr. Brown was holding a hose, washing down his own Subaru. The cars were a bit of a cult-like thing in Vermont. Nearly every family on the Murtaghs’ street owned one. With the irritating sun beaming off his bald head—bright and shiny—Mr. Brown called out, “Here’s hoping the rain stays away for you!”


Maya’s mom leaned out of the passenger window, her reflection in the sideview mirror showing a cheerful, red-lipstick smile. “You’ll see us in a week with tans!”


Maya’s mouth quirked. That was a major long shot. Sure, her dad might tan, but Maya and Mom were both redheaded and a see-through sort of pale. They wouldn’t do anything but burn.


Dad pulled away from the curb with a honk and a friendly Vermonter wave, then guided the Subaru toward the interstate. Maya rested her arm by the window, watching the rush of green along the side of the road pass by. To her right, Lake Champlain glittered with fragmented sunlight. Sailboats dotted the horizon for the first time in months. School may have gotten out a few weeks earlier, but summer sometimes came late in Vermont, and this was one of those years.


The sudden sun this morning had caught Maya by surprise. After months of wearing jeans and cozy flannel shirts, she’d scrambled to find her favorite pair of worn-in denim shorts, pulled a wrinkled T-shirt from the bottom of a drawer, and made the choice to break out her new white Keds—a birthday gift from Mom and Dad. She’d turned twelve two months earlier, but the weather hadn’t been right for summer shoes yet.


Wearing the Keds solidified it: summer was officially here. Which was a good thing, mostly. She just wished it wasn’t so darn sunny … especially today.


Dad steered Beulah onto the highway, with miles upon miles of nothing to look at but bumpers. Maya reached across the seat and grabbed the mystery novel she was reading. The book was written by her favorite author, Augusta Black. And it was scary—good scary. Maya loved a story that made her spine shiver, her toes scrunch up, and her stomach sink to the floor. This book did all three, despite the fact that she was reading it in the warm glow of July sunshine.


But as the Murtaghs passed through New Hampshire, then crossed the big bridge at the Piscataqua River and made their way onto the curving, narrow roads that weaved through Maine’s MidCoast, the weather shifted. Maya’s attention perked up as raindrops splattered her window—gentle at first, then picking up speed.


By the time they passed a sign that proclaimed, WELCOME TO WISTERIA, MAINE, black clouds hung overhead. Murky fog rose from the road, so thick you could barely see through it. Peering through her window now, Maya grinned. This was more like it.


“Okay, where are we?” Mom cupped a hand over her eyes, attempting to see through the fog. “Is it me, or is the GPS taking us in circles?”


“I’m sure we’re getting close!” Dad was trying to sound cheerful, but Maya saw his bushy eyebrows knit together in the rearview mirror. He leaned forward, cranking up the wipers to full speed.


Mom glanced over her shoulder. “You doing okay back there? It’s been a long drive.”


Maya dropped the grin, quickly rearranging her face into a solemn expression. She probably shouldn’t look ecstatic when her parents were clearly worried about the weather and the wonky GPS. “Yeah, Mom. I’m fine.”


Mom smiled—not showing teeth—then turned her attention back toward the road.


Maya’s phone buzzed inside her pocket. She pulled it out, saw the name on the screen, and felt her shoulders tighten. Claudia.


Have fun on your trip! the text said. Then, a second one: I’m so jealous!!


Maya pushed down an uneasy feeling that wriggled into her chest. Claudia had been her best friend since kindergarten, but at the end of the school year they’d had a fight. Their first fight, and a big one. Things had felt awkward between them ever since.


Maya typed a quick reply: Thanks! and shoved the phone back in her pocket.


She hated feeling like things were weird between her and Claudia. But she had a plan to make it right. Maya wasn’t just going on a family vacation—she was on the hunt for a mystery of her own. If she could find one, it would fix everything.


She chewed a fingernail, thinking. She hoped it would fix everything.


“Hannah Montana,” Dad muttered from the driver’s seat. It was an expression that he, inexplicably, used in place of a curse.


“What?” Mom wanted to know.


Dad pointed, and Maya’s eyes followed. They were passing the WELCOME TO WISTERIA, MAINE sign again. They were definitely driving in circles.
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NOAH DAVIS, IN THE NEWSROOM
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THE FIGHT BETWEEN MAYA and Claudia started because of Noah Davis.


He’d strutted into the Addams Middle School newsroom one day back in April, all bright white teeth and neatly combed hair. Maya and Claudia were busy working on an investigative piece for the school paper—a major exposé about the quality of the cafeteria’s bagels. Poor Ms. Sullivan, the sixth-grade math teacher, had broken a tooth on one in a pretty horrific incident that had left the entire grade screaming along with her.


Maya had discovered that the bagels arrived at school chewy (as bagels should be). But when they were served in the lunch line, the bagels were so hard you could use one to break a window.


But why were the bagels turning into tooth-crushers? Were they not being served soon enough? Was the staff not storing them properly? This was what Maya was determined to figure out.


“Ah!” Mr. Newman, the paper’s adviser, clapped his hands when Noah entered the room. Mr. Newman’s pants were always too short, and his socks were always patterned with a funky design. That day, they were covered in hot dogs with tiny, wiggly stripes of mustard.


“Everyone, I’d like you to meet Noah Davis, a new seventh grader and a very talented writer.” Mr. Newman’s voice squeaked when he got excited, and it was squeakier than ever when he introduced Noah. “Noah will be writing a regular column for the Addams Gazette starting next week.”


Noah smiled and gave the room a confident wave.


Maya wrinkled her nose. Regular spots on the paper were earned, not handed out to whoever wanted one. What made Noah so special that he got his own column right away? It was hardly fair to the other writers who’d worked hard all school year trying to prove themselves to Mr. Newman. Writers like Maya and Claudia, who had each written a few articles here and there but hoped to convince Mr. Newman to make their bagel piece the first in a series: Maya and Claudia on the Case.


“What’s up with him getting a regular spot on his first day?” Maya whispered.


Claudia was staring at their pile of scribbled notes, her cheeks flushed pink.


Maya figured Claudia was annoyed, too. When Mr. Newman gave the girls the green light to write an investigative piece, he’d told them that Maya’s original plan—to write about the human toe bone that someone had found two miles from school property—was “too gritty” for middle schoolers. Please. She’d read way scarier stuff in the Augusta Black novels.


Maya wanted to be an investigative journalist. The detective in Augusta Black’s books, Thora Thurgood, was her inspiration. Thora was strong and brave, plus determined to make a name for herself, no matter what stood in her way—just like Maya. (They even shared double initials: MM for Maya Murtagh; TT for Thora Thurgood.)


But if Maya was going to make a name for herself at the paper, she and Claudia needed to find something to investigate. Bones were better, but without Mr. Newman’s approval, bagels were their next best bet.


“Clauds,” she prodded. “Did you hear me?”


Claudia nodded, still flipping through notes, her face growing redder by the minute.


Maya assumed Claudia was mad that Mr. Newman had given Noah a column. But as the weeks went on, she realized she’d been way off base.


She sprinted into the newsroom one day in early June, feet practically screeching like tires on hot pavement. She’d thought they’d hit a dead end with their investigation—with zero new leads—until she spied Mrs. Mangan, one of the cafeteria workers, pulling a huge bag of bagels out of the freezer. The sound they made when she thumped them on her workstation was like a bag of softballs hitting concrete. Definitely hard enough to break a tooth.


Claudia was supposed to meet Maya after school to help investigate. When she didn’t show—totally unlike her—Maya had raced for the only other place she thought her friend might be: the newsroom.


Maya waved an everything bagel in the air, sending sesame seeds flying. “Clauds! I think I figured it—oh.”


Claudia was huddled close to Noah’s computer monitor, her mouth spread in a grin that stretched practically up to her eyes. When she saw Maya, she sprang sideways, like Noah was the opposite pole of a magnet. “Hey, Maya! I was just, um, reading Noah’s interview questions for Madame Dubois.”


Noah had been interviewing every teacher at Addams Middle School, asking boring questions like, What’s your favorite color? and What are your plans for summer vacation? He’d interviewed four teachers so far, and Madame Dubois, the French teacher, was up next.


Mr. Newman was eating Noah’s stuff up. There was even talk of giving Noah a second column. Maya didn’t get it. What was fresh and exciting about the seventh-grade science teacher’s favorite pizza topping?


Noah looked up from the monitor. “You don’t have to be modest,” he told Claudia. Then, to Maya, “She’s not just reading it, she’s helping me come up with questions. After four teacher interviews, I’m running out of ideas.”


Maya gaped. Claudia was helping Noah—their main competition? The guy who had practically stolen their spot in the Gazette?


If they didn’t write an amazing piece, Mr. Newman might not give them another chance. Everyone knew the story of Chase McGuire, a kid who had left Addams Middle School altogether after Mr. Newman nixed his sports column.


It was bagels or bust. Didn’t Claudia care?


Maya went home steaming. When Claudia’s face popped up on her phone later that night, she’d answered the video call by snapping, “What?” instead of saying Hi, or Hey, Clauds, like usual.


“I’m sorry!” Claudia burst out. Her face was scrunched up, as if she might cry. “I didn’t mean to bail on bagel recon after school. I ran into Noah, and he asked me for help. I got distracted and forgot. I didn’t ditch you on purpose, I promise!”


Maya’s anger melted a little, like an ice cube slowly forming a puddle. “It’s okay.” She let out a sigh. “I’m sorry I was kind of a jerk.”


Claudia smiled. “I’m not mad. Tell me about that bagel you were waving around!”


They spent the rest of the week working hard on the story, sneaking into the cafeteria and checking the freezer where they found bags upon bags of rock-hard bagels. Jackpot!


When the piece was finished, the girls hugged and high-fived. Maya thought that was the end of their fight and everything would go back to normal. No—better than normal, because she and Claudia would finally get their big investigative feature in the Gazette!


But when Mr. Newman hiked up his frogs-and-lily-pads socks and announced which pieces would be in the last issue of the paper, Bagels: Busted! didn’t make the cut. Maya stayed behind in the newsroom long after the rest of the staff had left, pacing and seething.


“I can’t believe it! Noah got two columns in the Gazette. If it wasn’t for him, we would’ve made the last issue for sure!”


Claudia, who had hung back with her, frowned. “I don’t think it’s Noah’s fault. Mr. Newman just didn’t like our story. I mean, bagels aren’t exactly …”


Maya stopped pacing. “Bagels aren’t exactly what?”


Claudia wrinkled her nose. “Interesting?”


Maya stood stunned. If Claudia hadn’t liked the bagel idea, why had she gone along with it?


“Is that why you were helping Noah? Were you hoping you’d get a byline with him because my idea wasn’t good enough?”


Claudia’s cheeks flushed. “No, of course not. I was just being nice.”


It hit Maya then, like a kickball right to the stomach.


Claudia liked Noah. In that kind of way. That’s why she was always turning into a human tomato around him.


“But we were really onto something, and maybe, if you’d spent more time investigating with me instead of helping Noah prep interview questions …” Maya shook her head. “You know what, forget it.” She grabbed her backpack and slung it over her shoulder. “I’m going home.”


She spent the night fuming. They’d blown their big chance, and it turned out that Claudia didn’t believe in their piece in the first place. Why hadn’t she said something instead of buddying up to Noah?


Maya spent that night tossing and turning until she was twisted up in her blankets, a tangle of hurt, anger, and disappointment wrapped in layers of mint green fleece.


The next day, both girls apologized. It was hard to fight with someone you’d been best friends with for seven years. Plus, Claudia was right. The bagel idea was kind of lame … which meant Maya needed to come up with a better story. She could spend the summer making a plan. Come fall, she’d hit Mr. Newman with something so impressive, he couldn’t possibly turn her down.


If Maya and Claudia were a team again, it would fix the last of the weirdness lingering between them—Maya felt sure of it. She just needed some inspiration … an idea for a story that Claudia liked more than she liked Noah Davis. As luck would have it, Maya knew the perfect place to find it.
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SUSPICIOUS SEAFOOD AND SALTWATER TAFFY
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THIS SUMMER, FOR THE first time ever, Maya had chosen the Murtagh Family Vacation Destination. Dad had made a big announcement about it back in the fall, when sixth grade had barely started and Maya had just joined the paper.


“We’ve decided you’re old enough to pick where we’ll go on vacation this year,” he said. “Anywhere you like!”


“Within reason,” Mom clarified.


“And if you wanted to make it somewhere with a little history”—Dad winked at Maya—“I wouldn’t be opposed.”


Dad was a huge history buff who was big on museums and really old buildings, so they’d visited lots of historical landmarks over the years. Mom, on the other hand, loved sightseeing and shopping. She’d chosen New York City twice.


Neither shopping nor history was Maya’s thing. At all. What she loved—more than she loved the paper or running relay team anchor for Addams Middle School track and field—was books. Mysteries, especially. Bonus points if they were about ghosts.


Maya made her destination decision in about two seconds. The Murtaghs would spend a week at Black House, a crumbling seaside mansion in Wisteria, Maine, and the former home of her favorite author, Augusta Black. Black House would be the perfect spot to spark an idea for a story … one that would secure Maya and Claudia a permanent spot in the Gazette and finally fix the awkwardness between them.


That was … if Dad could find the place.


Beulah seemed to be losing the battle with the rain. Her wipers were working overtime, and her tires struggled to maintain traction as they bounced over the washed-out rural roads.


Mom was scrolling on her phone, talking through gritted teeth. “It would be great if I had more than one bar of service and could look at a map …”


Dad sat white-knuckled at the steering wheel, frowning hard, as if he could will away the fog with a stern look.


“Your destination is on the left!” the GPS chirped.


“Where?” Mom asked through her teeth.


Maya shifted in Beulah’s back seat, craning to see, but there was nothing to look at but fog and trees. Mom’s jaw was clenched so tightly that the muscles in her neck were taut. Dad wiped his forehead, then warily gripped the wheel again.


Okay, the trip so far had been a little less than ideal. Getting lost was obviously not Mom and Dad’s idea of fun. But it would all be worth it once they found the mansion; Maya was sure of it. She was Augusta Black’s biggest fan—the president and founding member of the Augusta Black Fan Club. (Claudia was the only other member, but that was beside the point.) This was literally Maya’s dream vacation.


The best-selling author of a dozen books, Augusta Black had died the year before at the impressive age of ninety-six. Maya was sad that there would be no new Augusta Black novels coming out, but at least Augusta had lived a good, long life. After her death, someone—Maya didn’t know who—had decided that her home should be opened to the public. Guests could rent out the entire property, which included a private beach. This was how Maya had sold the idea to Mom. At least she could work on that tan she was always trying to get.


Maya was itching to see Augusta Black’s famous writing room and run a hand along the desk where her idol had drafted all her favorite books. Black House would definitely get her into detective mode. Come fall, she was going to knock the giraffe-print socks off Mr. Newman.


“There!” Mom shouted. “There’s a gas station. Stop and ask for directions.”


Dad slammed on the brakes, cranking the wheel and sending Beulah bouncing through pothole lakes. “Sorry for the rough landing, crew.”


Mom’s hopeful face sank. “Is this place open? It looks deserted.”


Maya scrutinized the gas station. It had abandoned vibes for sure. The signs in the windows were old and tattered, and the single neon light wasn’t turned on. It was the kind of sight that typically made a character in a book think, We should get out of here. Maya had the opposite reaction: she wanted to go inside.


Dad didn’t give her a chance to ask. He pushed open the car door and took off in a sprint, feet zigzagging wildly around oily puddles. Dad ran track back when he was in school, like Maya did now. He made it to the door within seconds, tried it, then ducked inside.


Maya slumped in her seat, annoyed she’d been left behind. A weird, maybe-abandoned gas station could be a good place to find some investigation inspiration. But not if she was stuck in the car.


Up front, Mom was squinting at something. Maya followed her gaze to a faded sign in the window that read BEST SEAFOOD IN TOWN!


“Seafood? From a gas station?” Mom shuddered. “Sounds like a good way to get food poisoning.” She looked over her shoulder again. “Are you sure you’re doing all right?”


Mom could be a real worrier. Especially in bad weather.


“I’m good, just hungry.”


It was past dinnertime, and they hadn’t eaten yet. Maya suddenly remembered: they’d packed snacks. She pulled a PB&J from a travel cooler on the seat beside her, took a big bite, then offered half to Mom. “Want some?”


Mom shook her head. “I’m going to text Aunt Audrey and see if she’s found the house.”


Mom’s twin sister, Aunt Audrey, lived just outside of Boston. Inviting her had been Maya’s idea. They were renting an entire mansion, after all. There was plenty of space. Plus, Maya figured Mom might not be jazzed about visiting an old, run-down house in Maine, private beach or not. It was far from her ideal getaway. But Mom didn’t get to see her sister as often as she liked, so when Maya suggested they invite Aunt Audrey, Uncle Greg, and the cousins to join them, Mom’s eyes had lit up like the Rockefeller Center Christmas tree.


Now, Mom frowned at her phone. “I’ve still only got one bar. We really are in the middle of nowhere.”


Maya felt a tiny twinge of guilt. She’d known about the poor cell service, but she’d kept her mouth shut. Mom was one of those people who was lost without her phone. It might have been a deal breaker, but Maya had to see Black House. There was no other place she’d wanted to go.


“Okay, Team Murtagh!” Dad slid back into the car, flipped his hood off his head, and shook out his hair like a dog. Mom made a face before wiping some stray droplets from her cheek.


“The clerk inside the gas station said the road to the mansion is private, so GPS doesn’t know it exists. We should be there in a jiffy. And”—Dad wiggled his eyebrows—“I bought you a surprise!” He reached under his jacket and pulled out a white box with a picture of a smiling lobster. “Saltwater taffy! I figured, when in Maine …”


He passed the box back to Maya, who unrolled a blue-and-pink-swirled taffy before popping it into her mouth. “They’re good, Mom. Want one?”


Dad elbowed Mom. “Come on, Annie. You’re on vacation. Live a little!”


Mom selected a bright green taffy and gave it a skeptical look. She carefully peeled off the wrapper, hesitated, then pushed it into her mouth.


“It’s minty,” she said. It came out garbled, like when you’re trying to talk while having your teeth cleaned.


Under the cotton candy flavor of her own taffy, Maya could taste the hint of salt, like the ocean. She’d never been to the ocean before. Sure, she lived near a massive lake, but staying at a seaside mansion would be way better than hanging around Lake Champlain, watching the sailboats drift by. That was something she could do any old day, and she doubted she’d find anything good to investigate down there. Seagulls stealing people’s sandwiches was even less exciting than tooth-busting bagels.


Black House would be special. Maya could feel it. And the Murtaghs were just a few short miles away.
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WELCOME TO BLACK HOUSE
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DAD STEERED BEULAH OUT of the gas station and hung a bumpy left. The rain was still coming down in sheets, so he had to drive super slowly. It didn’t help that the rural Maine roads were all narrow, winding, and—for the most part—unlined.


“Are you sure you know where you’re going?” Mom asked.


Dad glanced down at the odometer. “The gas station guy said three miles. We must be getting close.”


Beulah puttered around a few more bends uncertainly, like the car was unconvinced they’d ever find the place. Then, up ahead, Maya caught a glimpse of something that wasn’t a tree. Maybe … a sign? She grimaced. Hopefully not the WELCOME TO WISTERIA one again.


“Slow down,” she told Dad, though the car was already crawling. “I think this might be it.”


Beulah moved at glacial speed as Dad guided her onto a narrow gravel drive. Barely visible through the fog, Maya saw that she’d been right: a hand-painted sign read WELCOME TO BLACK HOUSE.


“Whoa,” she said aloud.


This was it! Not only was she going to visit the home of her favorite author, but maybe, if she was lucky, she would leave Black House with all her problems solved, too.


The top of the WELCOME TO BLACK HOUSE sign swooped upward in a sharp, sinister curl. Maya realized it was a cresting wave, straight from the cover of Augusta Black’s first novel, The Woman of the Waves. In the book, Thora Thurgood sees a mysterious figure who walks the shore every evening just before sunset. But when Thora decides to confront the stranger, there aren’t any footprints in the sand … and Thora realizes she’s seen a ghost.


Maya’s toes twitched with anticipation. She had three goals for this trip, which she’d written down.


Goal Number One: jump-start journalism career.


Maya needed to see Augusta Black’s writing room. Maybe she could sit at Augusta’s iconic desk, too. It would be the perfect place to inspire an idea for her next investigation … the piece that would finally earn her a permanent spot in the Addams Gazette.


Goal Number Two: fix things with Claudia—for real this time.


Yes, they’d both apologized, but Maya still felt like she’d let her friend down with that bad bagel idea. If she could come up with a great lead—something Mr. Newman couldn’t turn down—then Claudia would be back to being Maya’s partner in crime instead of focusing so much on Noah Davis.


Goal Number Three: see a ghost?!


It was maybe more of a long shot than Mom coming home with a suntan, but Maya was optimistic. Black House was haunted—it said so right on the mansion’s website. (This was another detail she had conveniently forgotten to mention to her parents.)


Puttering at a tortoise’s pace, Beulah bumped over endless potholes. Maya sat up straighter to peer through the windshield, eager to see something, but Black House wasn’t visible yet. The fog was too thick. She flopped back against her seat.


“This is certainly … remote,” Mom commented.


“It sure is private,” Dad agreed.


Maya thought it was perfect. Thick trees formed walls on either side of the driveway—trees so dense, dark, and twisted that she couldn’t see through them at all. It was seriously spooky.


Mom held up her phone. “Still no service. If we couldn’t find the place, I’m sure Audrey and Greg can’t.”


“They’ll be fine, Annie,” Dad replied. “They had a shorter trip than we did, remember? They probably beat us here.”


Mom sighed and tucked her phone back into her purse. “I hope you’re right.”


Turns out, he was. When the Murtaghs pulled up to the house, Aunt Audrey’s silver minivan was parked out front with the headlights on and the engine still running. The cousins must have just arrived themselves. But Maya’s eyes were all for the massive mansion. It was far bigger—and creepier—than she had imagined.


Towering upward at three stories tall and perched atop a hill, Black House loomed over the landscape, making everything else appear tiny by comparison. The mansion had a look that was common among old New England homes: slightly off-kilter, as if the ground had shifted beneath it, with elaborate, ornate architecture that was desperately in need of a fresh coat of paint.


The peeling white exterior stuck out like a beacon against the dark, rumbling sky. A weathervane rose from a tower on the right side of the house, twisting wildly in the wind. Two small, round windows beneath the weathervane looked like a pair of eyes … like Black House was staring down the hill and scrutinizing its guests.


Mom’s mouth hung open. “Wow. This is some vacation spot.” She looked at Maya with an eyebrow raised. “Are you sure there’s a private beach?”


Maya flashed what she hoped was a reassuring smile. “Positive, Mom.”


“Well, fam,” said Dad, “we’d better get going before this storm gets any worse.”


If the clouds overhead were any indication, the rain was getting ready to turn into a full-blown thunderstorm.


“We should get inside,” Mom agreed.


They didn’t have to tell Maya twice. She grabbed her jacket from the seat beside her, tugged the hood over her head, and pushed open the door.




OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		Novels Written by Augusta Black



		1. Subarus and Suntans



		2. Noah Davis, in The Newsroom



		3. Suspicious Seafood and Saltwater Taffy



		4. Welcome to Black House



		5. The Cousins and Carlisle



		6. A Tour of Black House



		7. The Famous Writing Room



		8. Breaking and Entering



		9. An Unexpected Guest



		10. The Plan



		11. The Kitchen Mission



		12. Midnight at Black House



		13. Creak, Clomp



		14. Breakfast and Board Games



		15. Home Alone



		16. Hide-and-Seek



		17. Olly Olly Oxen Free



		18. Come Out, Come Out, Wherever You Are



		19. The Deep, Dark Woods



		20. The Wheel



		21. Lost



		22. Run!



		23. An Empty House



		24. Maya’s Theory



		25. The Secret of the Doors



		26. Clues From a Cat



		27. Tommy Trouble



		28. Storm Surge



		29. Desperate Times



		30. Cat Scratch



		31. Someone’s in the House



		32. Crows



		33. Run for Your Life!



		34. Ghost Story



		35. The Tower



		36. The Axe



		37. The Case of the Curious Cat



		38. Creepy Carlisle



		39. Unfinished Business



		40. Augusta’s Final Story



		41. Chills



		42. The End



		43. Souvenirs



		44. Five Days Later …



		45. Case Closed



		A Final Story to Tell …



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		1. Subarus and Suntans



		Acknowledgments



		Start of Content











Pagebreaks of the Print Version





		Cover Page



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		265











OEBPS/images/ch1.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch3.jpg
<





OEBPS/images/ch2.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781454958161.jpg
“A spectacularly spooky mystery!”
—ALLY MALINENKO, author of This Appearing House

THE

 THRTEEN






OEBPS/images/ch4.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
THIRTEEN

DOORS
o BLACK HOWSL

BY LAURA LAVOIE

nnnnn
squal





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
union
square
kids

NEW YORK





