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PRAISE FOR A STUDY IN SECRETS



“Mystery and intrigue abound in this thrilling page turner!”

—KARINA YAN GLASER, New York Times bestselling author of the Vanderbeekers series

“An exclusive boarding school in an isolated country mansion, a top-secret treasure hunt competition, and a contraband kitten? Sign me up! I loved exploring Leland Chase Academy with Meg—both its hidden rooms and secret passageways, and the individual secrets that the students keep locked inside themselves.”

—MISA SUGIURA, author of Momo Arashima Steals the Sword of the Wind

[image: Emoji: Star.] “In this twisty tale of secrets and riddles, Florence explores issues of grief, guilt, friendship, and betrayal. Memorably rendered characters and an appropriately mysterious setting boasting hidden passages and lost history make for a brisk, clever series opener.”

—Publishers Weekly, starred review

“Realistic and relatable characters bring readers into Meg’s story, while an intriguing, fast-paced plot and short chapters make it easy to say, ‘one more chapter.’ ”

—SLJ
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For my agent and friend Trish Lawrence—a decade and more than a dozen books together—you are the fabulous Mastermind of making dreams come true!






December 12

Megumi Mizuno, Tana Rabin, Ryan Hsieh, Zane Yoshikawa:

Your final itinerary for your trip to Newport Beach is enclosed.

As always, there are rules. Break them, and there will be consequences.

1. No one must know how you won this trip or who is funding it.

(I have taken care of the details with the adults involved.)

2. A new game awaits you when you least expect it.

3. This time there will be only one winner, declared by me.

4. The others will lose something dear.

Be ready.

—The Mastermind
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I GLARE AT MY nemesis.

“Tamago,” I declare as I place a small rectangular pan onto the stove, “I will master you!”

This is the last dish I need to finish before our afternoon meal. Dad and I already spent all morning making traditional foods for Oshōgatsu, New Year’s Day, like inarizushi. We stuffed balls of sushi rice into fried tofu pockets. They look pretty good. Dad and I didn’t attempt to make sushi, though. Mom used to make the most beautiful nigiri and futomaki.

But I want to make the Japanese omelet on my own. I can easily follow Mom’s recipe, but rolling the tamago takes practice. Props to Dad, who ate my ugly, tattered, uneven attempts for the last three days without complaint. I guess they tasted good, at least.

“Here we go,” I mutter.

I use my cooking chopsticks to rub a small square of paper towel soaked in vegetable oil onto the pan’s surface. I take a deep breath for courage and slowly pour enough of the seasoned scrambled eggs to thinly coat the bottom of the pan. I wait a beat and then use my chopsticks to carefully roll the cooking liquid, and leave it on one side of the pan. So far, so good. I pour another thin layer of eggs and roll the already cooked egg over the cooking layer. I do this several more times back and forth until the omelet is a thick roll. Not once did I tear any of the layers.

“Yatta!” I shout.

Dad pokes his head into the kitchen. “You did it?” he asks with a smile.

I slide the tamago onto a platter. “I’ll slice it after it cools,” I say.

“Looks just like Mom’s,” he says, standing at the counter.

It’s been two years since Mom died, and this is the first time Dad and I are doing any celebrating of any kind. But here we are. I’m home in Connecticut with Dad. He took time off work, and we had a really nice Christmas.

“I can’t wait to eat,” I say, wiping my hands on a towel.

“Are you sure you don’t want to invite Aunt Vivian?” Dad asks for the fifth time this week.

My answer remains the same. “Dad, I want it to be just the two of us.”

Aunt Vivian—Dad’s sister—is the absolute worst. After Mom died, because Dad was traveling for work, I moved in with my aunt for sixth grade. She was horrible and mean. I was so miserable that I started cutting school and failing tests. That’s why in September, Dad enrolled me at Leland Chase Academy, an elite boarding school in upstate New York better known as Last Chance Academy.

New Year’s Day is a celebration. I don’t want Aunt Vivian ruining this holiday and the good vibes between me and Dad. I don’t want to spend any time with her at all.

“Actually—” Dad says.

My phone chimes with an incoming text.

“Just a sec,” I say, stepping away into the living room, preventing Dad from probably insisting that we invite Aunt Vivian.

I check my phone and smile. It feels strange to have my phone again because we’re not allowed to have any personal electronic devices of any kind at LCA, but it feels even more strange to actually have friends to text.

Tana Rabin: Two more days!!!!!

Ryan Hsieh: Zane has been packing since yesterday.

Zane Yoshikawa: Have not.

Zane doesn’t have a home to go to. I’m happy that he’s spending the holidays with Ryan and his family. Plus, I know Ryan is relieved to have the buffer of his roommate, because Ryan isn’t close with his family.

Megumi Mizuno: I’m going to start packing tonight.

Tana Rabin: Don’t forget sunscreen.

Ryan Hsieh: And swimsuits! [image: Emoji: Smirking face.]

Zane Yoshikawa: Not getting in the water.

Megumi Mizuno: Can’t swim?

Zane Yoshikawa: Sharks jellyfish pee trash.

Ryan Hsieh: Killjoy.

Tana Rabin: Whatever! TWO MORE DAYS!!!!

In two days Dad and I are flying to California for a weeklong vacation with my friends from my boarding school. The vacation is a prize I won during a secret treasure hunt at LCA during fall semester. The treasure hunt helped distract me from being sad and angry. And it brought me friends even though I’d been determined not to make any.

Over the course of the secret treasure hunt, my friends and I started to feel like the Mastermind (as he calls himself) had ulterior motives, and maybe he does, because that note he sent us before winter break was a little creepy. But he didn’t lie. There was a prize, and I won it. I’m especially excited because for the first time since Mom died, I’m going on vacation with my dad.

“Meg? When you’re done, can you come here, please?” Dad calls.

I tuck my phone into my pocket and join him in the dining room. My stomach growls as I gaze at the feast spread out on the table.

Dad squeezes my shoulder gently. We stand there, suspended in time, remembering the last time we celebrated Oshōgatsu, when our family was three instead of two.

“I have some bad news, Megumi,” Dad says. “But also some good news.”

I turn to him with a frown.

“I’m really sorry, but I can’t go to California with you and your friends,” Dad says.

“What?” I stumble back against the table.

Dad reaches for me, but I dodge his hands and scoot around the table, using it as a barrier. But I know nothing can protect my heart from whatever excuse he has.

“I’m sorry,” he says again. “You know I’m trying to wrap up all my projects so I can stop traveling and you can move home this summer.”

“Right,” I say tightly.

“An issue has come up with one of those projects, and I need to fly out the same day we were supposed to leave for California.”

“Dad!” I shout. “You promised! You’re the chaperone! It’s too late to get someone else. So not only are we not going on vacation together but now my friends can’t go either.”

“That’s the good news I have,” Dad says in a soothing tone. “You and your friends can still go. I found a replacement chaperone.”

“Who?”

“Aunt Vivian.”
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IT’S THE FIRST TIME any of us, except for Ryan, have been on a private chartered jet. On Sunday, we’re super hyped as we board and the sole flight attendant greets us with ginger beer in crystal glasses. This is some prize!

We settle into leather seats that remind me of sitting in a fancy living room instead of a plane. The four of us sit facing one another, while Aunt Vivian takes a chair facing forward at the front of the plane. The cabin is big enough to feel comfy and not cramped, but small enough that we don’t have much privacy to talk.

While Aunt Vivian is speaking with the flight attendant before takeoff, the four of us have a quick conversation. We haven’t been able to talk with Aunt Vivian always hovering.

“How are you doing, Meg?” Tana asks.

“I’m sorry about the change in chaperones,” I say, even though I already apologized when I texted them after Dad told me the bad news.

Tana waves her hand. “No worries! All that matters is that we’re on vacation together!”

“Plus this private plane more than makes up for it,” Ryan says, patting the arms of his chair.

“The Mastermind must be loaded,” I say.

“We figured that, didn’t we? From the prize?” Tana asks.

I lean forward to Ryan, whispering so Aunt Vivian can’t overhear, “Is Sir Grey safely back at LCA?”

Tana and I have a secret cat we hide in our dorm room. Ryan took Sir Grey home with him over the holidays. He assured us his house was so large that his family would never notice, and also no one but the cleaning staff ever entered his room. It was because of this that I started texting with our group, to check in on Sir Grey, and then all four of us stayed in constant contact the entire holiday break. Ryan and Zane returned to LCA overnight to make catching the flight easier, since Ryan lives the farthest from LCA.

“He’s safe,” Ryan says. “I handed Sir Grey and your room key off to Jung in the garden before we had to go through security. She got him into your room. Kylie came back early as you said she would, and she’s cat-sitting.”

I’m relieved. But I miss my cat so much! It’s the number one reason I’m looking forward to going back to school.

After takeoff it’s too quiet, and Aunt Vivian sits close enough to overhear our conversation, so we do our own things. Tana reads, Zane and Ryan play video games, and I sleep.

I’m dreaming about blue oceans and sandy beaches when I’m jarred awake by the plane landing in California. I jolt upright and look out the window, where I see the tarmac under a glowing red-and-orange sunset. Tana rubs her eyes sleepily while Ryan and Zane both lean to see out the window.

“We’re here!” Tana cheers.

“Come along,” Aunt Vivian says. She leads us off the plane, down the stairs, and into the private airport. “According to the instructions your dad received, a driver is meeting us in front.”

After we collect our luggage, Aunt Vivian locates our driver, holding a digital sign with MIZUNO lit up on the screen. We follow him and pile into a minivan, Aunt Vivian up front. I’m excited to be in California for the first time, but it’s already dark out. Well, maybe “dark” isn’t the right word. There are so many streetlights that it might as well be daytime. But without the sun shining in a blue sky, it’s not quite the movie-set Southern California I envisioned.

The freeway is terrifying. I grip my seat belt across my chest as our driver careens from lane to lane. I decide it’s better to keep my eyes closed for the rest of the drive.

After a while I start to doze off, but am awakened when I hear Zane gasp and say, “Holy…”

I open my eyes as the minivan slows to a stop, and my mouth drops open.
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“THIS IS WHERE WE’RE staying?” Tana asks from the seat in front of me, her face pressed to the window.

The house is less a house and more a mini mansion. While much smaller than the manor at Leland Chase Academy, it’s new and luxurious. The house is more tall than wide, which reminds me of all the times Mom wanted to move here but Dad would tell her that property was expensive in California. There’s a tiny front yard and a flagstone path that leads to a brick entrance.

The driver unloads our luggage onto the walkway. We pile out of the van and gaze at the house.

“This is awesome!” Ryan exclaims, grabbing his suitcase and backpack.

Zane has dropped all pretense of being cool. He looks equally excited as he snags his large duffel bag. Tana and I roll our suitcases up the brightly lit walkway, gasping and squealing, until a sharp voice shatters our joy.

“Stop!” Aunt Vivian calls.

We freeze. Leland Chase Academy students are well trained to respond to commands. In fact, her tone sounds too similar to the head of school at LCA. Dr. Ward always sounds commanding. That does not bode well for our vacation.

Aunt Vivian strides forward with her suitcase, and we make way for her. The minivan drives off, and in the silence that remains I hear gulls crying. I wonder how close we are to the beach.

We slowly follow Aunt Vivian to the front door.

“Moon Manor.” I read the brass plaque next to the door. “So yeah, this is a vacation rental, right?” Way better than a hotel.

“I suppose that makes sense, since I have a key,” Aunt Vivian says. “It was mailed to your dad.” She slides it into the lock, and the door swings open. “Hello?” Aunt Vivian calls as she steps in.

The house is bright, with all the lights shining. We four jostle to get inside and nearly knock into my aunt, who glares at us so strongly that we all shrink back.

The foyer looks like a museum entrance, with art framed on the walls, a marble table with a brass sculpture, and a pristine white tiled floor.

“This is a house?” Tana breathes.

“Nobody is here to greet us,” Aunt Vivian says with a huff.

“Here’s a note,” I say, pointing to a slip of paper on the marble table.

Aunt Vivian snatches it up, and her eyes narrow as she reads. Tana shifts back and forth on her feet. I’m as impatient as she is. We can’t stand in the entryway forever.

“Excuse me, Ms. Mizuno,” Ryan says, using that voice, the one that gets him anything he wants. “It’s been a long day, and I’m sure you’re tired. Maybe we can get settled in our rooms and then figure out what’s going on?”

Aunt Vivian raises her eyes from reading and nods. “Right. You children need your rest.”

Children! Tana and I exchange glances.

Aunt Vivian clears her throat. “We are the sole guests here at Moon Manor for the duration of our stay.”

This time the look Tana and I share is one of pure joy. We have this place to ourselves.

“Any damage to the property or contents within will be charged to your parents or guardians.” Aunt Vivian gives us all a stern glare. “Do not damage anything.”

Well, it’s not as if we’re toddlers!

“The room assignments are as follows,” Aunt Vivian says, returning to reading the note in her hand. “The chaperone has the primary suite on the first floor. The boys have the bedroom suite on the second floor—two rooms with an adjoining bathroom. And the girls will share the room on the top floor, with a bathroom suite down the hall.”

That is a lot of suites.

“Go directly to your rooms and unpack, and we’ll reconvene in the kitchen in one hour,” Aunt Vivian says. “It’s well past dinnertime back home. I’ll order pizza, and during our meal we’ll discuss the rules.”

Without a backward glance Aunt Vivian makes her way farther into the house, searching for her primary suite. She has completely ruined the fun vacation vibe. I feel bad for my friends. Maybe it would have been better not to have this vacation, because Aunt Vivian is already making it clear that she will leach all the joy out of this trip.

“We have a choice,” Ryan says with a mischievous grin. “We can do what your aunt says, or we can dump our bags and explore. We can always unpack later.”

They all turn to me, like I’m the one in charge. I smile.

“Let’s do it,” I say.

What’s the worst that can happen? I mean, the worst has already happened: Aunt Vivian.
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TANA AND I FULLY intend to toss our suitcases into our room and meet the boys on the second floor, but we’re very distracted.

“This is a bedroom?” Tana asks at our doorway.

I laugh. When she throws me a hurt look, I raise my hands. “Sorry! I’m not laughing at you, not really. But almost everything out of your mouth since we got here has been a question.”

She smiles and ducks her head. “This house! My family is not this rich.”

“Mine neither,” I say. Almost everyone at LCA comes from money and power, some, like Ryan, more than others. As far as I have figured out, Zane is the only student without money. He’s being sponsored by an anonymous donor.

This bedroom has hardwood floors and a large picture window. The sun has set, though, so we can’t really see anything beyond the street.

“Is that the ocean?” Tana asks. Then she bursts out laughing. “Okay, yeah. I’m asking a lot of rhetorical questions.”

I peer out the window, squinting. “I think it is the ocean. We’re walking distance to the beach.”

Tana perches on one of the two beds and then falls backward, her arms outspread. “Oh my god, Meg. This is like a cloud!”

The room is huge but cozy. There’s an off-white couch, a driftwood coffee table, an armoire, and two gray reading chairs. I sit on a chair and put my sock feet onto the window ledge. Tana takes the seat next to me and rests her elbows on her knees, looking intently at me.

“What?” I ask.

Tana sweeps her eyes around our room. “Do you think this is the Mastermind’s house?” she asks.

“Maybe?” I say. “But we know he wants to remain anonymous, so I doubt he’d invite us to snoop in his house.”

“But we might be able to figure something out while we’re here,” Tana says.

“I hope so.” We four are determined to discover who this mysterious Mastermind is.

Tana opens her suitcase and starts unpacking.

“Come on,” I say. “I thought we said we’d unpack later. The guys will be waiting.”

But Tana can’t wait, so I join her and unpack my clothes into the armoire. When we finish, we go to find the boys. While their luggage has been left in the bedrooms on the second floor, neither of the guys are there.

“Humph!” Tana huffs. “They didn’t even wait for us.”

“Girls!” Aunt Vivian calls. “I can hear you. Please come down immediately.”

We scurry to the top of the staircase, where Aunt Vivian stands at the bottom, looking very put out.

“The pizza has arrived,” she says, her hands on her hips. She nods at Tana. “You find the boys. Megumi, come with me.”

I plod down the stairs and slink after my aunt through the kitchen into the dining room. Three boxes of pizza sit on a very expensive-looking table with seating for eight.

“Sit,” Aunt Vivian says in a crisp tone. “I want to have a quick chat with you before the others join us.”

Oh goody.

I take a seat across from my aunt, sinking into a cushioned chair. But Aunt Vivian sits stiffly like it’s made of concrete. Tana’s bare feet pad around upstairs. I imagine she’s breathing hard in stress as she searches for Ryan and Zane. I want to tell her not to worry. It’s not like Aunt Vivian can get us expelled or anything.

“I expect you to be a good example to the others,” Aunt Vivian says, still sitting ramrod straight. “I expect you to follow the rules. It is not lost on me why all of you attend Leland Chase Academy.”

The nickname Last Chance Academy is spot-on. Students are there because they’ve been expelled from previous schools, or as it says in the brochure, the school is for “students who do not thrive in traditional educational environments.” I got kicked out of my public school for cutting classes and failing exams, and Tana got caught hacking her middle school computer system. Ryan’s there because his family is a big donor, and his dad was unhappy that Ryan wasn’t focused on taking over the Hsieh empire and instead was interested in the arts. Zane’s parents died in a car accident when he was eight, and his guardian taught Zane how to break and enter. The man was part of a burglary ring before Zane got caught. I think Zane’s records are sealed, though, so maybe Aunt Vivian doesn’t know those details.

“I want no trouble,” Aunt Vivian says.

Yeah, well, who wants trouble?

Suddenly there are shouts and laughter from upstairs. I smile. A minute later my friends burst into the dining room, chattering happily, but stop abruptly, sensing the mood. Tana silently takes a seat next to me while the guys bravely sit on the same side as Aunt Vivian.

Aunt Vivian dives right in. “I was just telling Megumi that I expect adherence to the rules while we are here.” She waves at the pizza boxes, and we serve ourselves.

“There are envelopes with prepaid cards for meals,” she continues. “The kitchen looks to be fully stocked, but I will not be playing chef. If you choose to dine out, you must inform me ahead of time.”

Aunt Vivian barely takes a breath between sentences, and as much as I’d love to ignore her, I listen carefully. I know for a fact that she will not hesitate to punish us, or me at least.

“There is a security system, which I set when we arrived. There will be no nighttime forays. There are two house keys, and I have both. For pre-approved excursions that I might not participate in, I will give a key to a responsible person. To be determined.”

Tana slumps beside me, her pizza untouched. This is sounding less and less like a vacation. I hope Aunt Vivian is done, but I’m wrong. She barrels on.

“There will be no fraternizing under my watch.” Her voice gets sterner, if that’s possible. “You are still children.”

Gah! I wish she’d stop calling us that.

“But you are all on the cusp of puberty.”

NO! That’s worse! I feel my face flame. Tana squeaks and covers her face. We don’t dare look at the boys. Also, “cusp”? Tana and I each got our first period this past fall.

“So you are not to congregate in bedrooms. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Ryan chimes in.

Aunt Vivian stands. “That is all for tonight. I have already eaten a salad and will leave you to enjoy your dinner. Clean up after yourselves. You may not leave the house tonight. Do not stay up too late. I will be checking on you. See you in the morning.”

Once Aunt Vivian leaves, the four of us stare at each other. What kind of horrid vacation have we gotten ourselves into?
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AFTER DINNER WE CLEAN up and check out the kitchen. Zane raids the pantry and dumps packages of snacks onto the counter. We know these are all for him. Back when he was forced to steal for his guardian, food was his reward and punishment—Ryan told this to me and Tana in confidence last year. We know how important food is to Zane.

He tears open a package of chocolate chip cookies as we stand at the island counter.

“So now what?” Tana asks. “We sit around and wait for the Mastermind to contact us?”

We have no idea what the Mastermind has in store for us, but he warned us in that last note before holiday break that there would be a new game when we least expected it.

During that secret school-wide treasure hunt fall semester, silver envelopes were delivered under dorm room doors, and the envelopes had clues that eventually led to a prize: this trip. The treasure hunt was not run by the school, and the Mastermind made it clear that if we were discovered, the game was over.

I am really good at treasure hunts. Before Mom died, she used to run treasure hunts for me at every opportunity. In the end I won the Mastermind’s game. But because Tana, Ryan, Zane, and I worked together, I wanted to share the prize, and with Tana’s expert computer skills we managed to manipulate the Mastermind. So here we are.

I’m feeling on edge. It’s bad enough that Aunt Vivian is ruining the mood of this vacation, but we also have the Mastermind’s threats hanging over us.

“I don’t want to sit around and wait for the Mastermind to ruin our vacation,” Tana says. “Let’s just enjoy ourselves.”

“Well, yeah,” I say, “but it’s hard to fully relax.”

“Okay, so get this,” Ryan says. “Zane and I found a library and an art gallery, plus something supercool. Come with us.”

We follow the guys up to our floor and to a door at the end of the hall. When Zane opens it, there’s a brick stairway. We run up the flight of stairs, and when we get to the top, Tana and I gasp.

“An outdoor living area!” Ryan shouts as he flips a switch, and the entire rooftop lights up. Lightbulbs are strung across a pergola. Below it are two couches, three chairs, and a huge table. Tiny fairy lights sparkle on the walls surrounding the rooftop. It looks magical.

“Awesome!” I step over to the wall. “This is my first real view of the Pacific Ocean.”

“Mine, too,” Zane says quietly next to me.

“We’ll meet here,” Ryan says. “Your aunt won’t interrupt us or overhear.”

He’s sprawled out on a chair, his feet up on a coffee table. Tana sits on a couch across from him.

“Good idea,” I say, joining them, sitting next to Tana. “We’re not breaking Aunt Vivian’s rules. We’re not fraternizing in bedrooms.”

I mean for it to sound caustic, but my voice cracks on the word “bedrooms,” and heat warms my cheeks.

Ryan laughs. “Right.”

“So now what?” I ask.

“We could start working on our Student Showcase proposals,” Tana says.

Only Tana would suggest doing schoolwork on a vacation. “No thanks,” I say.

“What do you think that’s about?” Ryan asks.

“What do you mean?” I ask.

He shrugs. “We didn’t have to do that last year, and I checked with our RA, and Oliver, who’s been at LCA for four years, says this is new.”

Dr. Ward announced the Student Showcase the week before the holiday break. Every student has to turn in a two-page proposal that showcases their talent or skill as related to Leland Chase Academy. Apparently, once the proposal is approved, students will be required to show progress on said proposal.

“I’ll bet it’s a way for the school to try to get more funding,” I say. While kind of, sort of snooping last semester, I heard things that make me believe the school isn’t getting much in the way of donations.

“Then it’s even more important that we do this,” Tana says. “We want to stay at LCA, right?”

Zane finally joins us, taking the chair next to Ryan. He’s always been on the quiet side, never showing how he feels, but I can tell by the purse of his lips that he’s worried.

“I’m sure we’ll figure something out,” I say. “The proposals aren’t due till the first Friday we return. I’m not doing schoolwork on vacation.”

Tana sniffs in disagreement.

“I’m not going to stop you, Tana,” I say, smiling at her. “But I have a better idea of how to spend our time. We try to figure out who the Mastermind is.”

The Mastermind knows things about us and about the school, and he also revealed that he was not at LCA and would not be here but has eyes everywhere. He’s not a teacher, a student, or on staff. Who is he? And why is he doing this?

While we don’t know who the Mastermind is, we do know that he knows Miss Jillian, one of the new security guards at LCA. I overheard her on the phone talking to a man who seemed to be asking her to do things, and she was afraid of getting caught. And then I saw her pass our room late at night (I hid in the bathroom) just before Tana received silver envelopes from the Mastermind under our door.

“Again with all the seriousness,” Ryan says with a sigh.

Zane shakes his head. “This person knows a lot about us, and we know nothing about them.”

“I’ll be right back,” Ryan says, leaping up.

“Where are you going?” Tana asks.

“Bathroom,” Ryan says, and Tana’s cheeks flush pink.

While we wait for Ryan to return, Tana explores the rooftop, Zane stares up into the night sky, and I text Dad to reassure him that we got here safely and that I’m not (too) upset with him.

When Ryan bursts back onto the rooftop, he shouts, “Look what I found.”

We turn to him. He’s waving a silver envelope.
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I LEAP UP. “THE Mastermind left an envelope?”

“In the bathroom?” Tana asks.

Ryan saunters back to his chair and drops down into it. He shrugs. “It was between the folded towels.”

He places it onto the table. We peer at it, not getting too close, like it might jump up and bite us.

“No name on it,” Tana says. The previous envelopes always had our names written on them.

“Probably because it’s for all of us,” Ryan says. He nudges it toward Tana. “Open it.”

“Why me?” she says, leaning away from it.

I snatch it and open it, pulling out a charcoal-colored card, like the ones that were in all the previous envelopes at LCA. But instead of silver printing, this time it’s typed in white text.


Greetings!

First Clue: Princess and the Pea

Rule: Don’t get caught.

Let the game begin!



“The next cards are under our mattresses,” I announce. Mom and I used to read all kinds of fairy tales together. My favorites were the Japanese ones, but I remember the story of “The Princess and the Pea.”

Zane raises an eyebrow at me.

“We’re still playing as a team?” Tana asks. “Isn’t that against the rules?”

“Do we really care about playing the Mastermind’s game?” Zane asks.
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