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RUN . . . FOR YOUR LIFE

After an unforgettable vacation on the exclusive beaches of California, Nancy, Bess, and George are glad to be back in down-to-earth River Heights. But just as they’re settling into a boring summer routine, Malibu excitement follows them home: The superstar Casabian sisters show up, convinced that River Heights is the perfect setting for their newest reality show.

And where the Casabians go, drama—and now danger—is never far behind. Quiet River Heights and nearby Camp Athena are turned upside down by a terrifying mix of midnight phone calls, missing Casabians, and a menacing nighttime stalker.

But this isn’t a reality show—this is real life—and Nancy and her friends have to find out real fast just who is out to destroy their home . . . and their lives.
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Let me introduce myself. I’m Nancy Drew.

My friends call me Nancy. My enemies call me a lot of other things, like “that girl who cooked my goose.” They actually sometimes speak like that, but what can you expect from criminals? See, I’m a detective. Well, not really. I mean, I don’t have a license or anything. I don’t carry a badge or a gun, in part because I wouldn’t touch a gun even if I could, and also because I’m just not old enough. But I am old enough to know when something isn’t right, when somebody’s getting an unfair deal, when someone’s done something they shouldn’t do. And I know how to stop them, catch them, and get them into the hands of the law, where they belong. I take those things seriously, and I’m almost never wrong.

My best friends, Bess and George, might not totally agree with me. They tell me I’m wrong a lot, and that they have to cover for me all of the time just to make me look good. Bess would tell you I dress badly. I call it casual. George would tell you I’m not focused. By that she’d mean that once again I forgot to fill my car with gas or bring enough money to buy lunch. But they both know I’m always focused when it comes to crime. Always.

Nancy Drew





A Deadly Surprise


As Ned pushed the kayak into the water I felt something cold and slimy near my foot. Something cold, slimy—and moving!


“Omigod!” I cried, trying to jump up in the kayak. “Something’s in here!”


Ned was standing waist-deep in the water as he shouted, “Nancy, don’t stand up or you’ll—”


“Whooaaa!” I cried as the kayak began to tip. I squeezed my eyes shut as I tumbled out of the boat and into the water.


“Nancy, are you all right?” Ned asked as he helped me out of the water.


“Look inside the cockpit, Ned,” I said. “I know I felt something!”


Ned dragged the kayak out of the water and onto the bank. We peered into the cockpit, and I gasped. Curled inside was a snake!
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This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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STRANGE HOUSE CALL


“Of all the people in River Heights, you’re interviewing us?” I said, ripping a slice of pizza from the pie. “Must be a slow news week at the Bugle, Ned.”


Ned Nickerson flashed one of his über-cute smiles. He’d been my boyfriend since junior high, but the way he looked at me with his brown eyes still made my heart do a triple flip.


When Ned wasn’t dating me or studying English lit at our local university, he was honing his journalist chops at his dad’s paper, the River Heights Bugle.


His latest assignment: interviewing me, Bess Marvin, and George Fayne about our latest case on trendy Malachite Beach in Malibu, California. As the four of us sat in Sylvio’s Pizzeria sharing a jumbo mushroom and olive pie I couldn’t think of a better—or yummier—place to do business.


“Think about it,” Ned said, passing the oregano to George. “You just got back from three weeks in California, where you blew the whistle on a crazy cult leader, apprehended a fugitive, and cracked the case of a mysterious oil spill. This story is going to be huge!”


“Did we do all that?” George teased. She held her slice up and let the oil drip into her mouth.


Bess shot George a disgusted look as she neatly cut her slice with a knife and fork. She and George were as different as pepperoni and anchovies, which made it hard for anyone, including me, to believe they were actually first cousins.


“Do people still read newspapers?” George asked. “I usually get my news online.”


“You’d get air online if it were possible, George,” Bess joked.


“The Bugle has a huge readership,” Ned said. “Not just in River Heights, but in surrounding cities and towns.”


“Cool,” Bess said excitedly. “Will our article be on the same page as the fashion news or the horoscopes?”


“Are you kidding?” Ned asked. “Try page four.”


Bess gasped and said, “That’s the River Heights Spotlight—the most-read section of the paper.”


“Besides the sports page,” George said. “Okay, I admit to picking up a newspaper every once in a while.”


“Page four will be awesome, Ned,” I said with a smile. “Thanks.”


Ned smiled back with a little wink. He was smart and handsome and nice—no wonder so many girls in River Heights had crushes on him. Luckily, the only one I had to worry about was Deirdre Shannon. Deirdre was the daughter of a super-successful attorney, and whatever she wanted, she got. That was okay with me, as long as she didn’t get Ned.


“Nancy?” Ned interrupted my thoughts. “I have another question. It’s about Roland.”


Roland. Ugh. The mere mention of the crazy cult leader’s name made my skin crawl. “What about him?” I asked with a frown.


“Was he really that evil?” Ned asked, pushing a digital recorder closer to me. “I mean, did he really abuse his followers?”


“Depends on how you define abuse,” I said. “Roland used mind games to get his followers to walk across hot coals and sit for hours in an airless sweat lodge.”


“He and his sidekick Inge injected those poor people with a mind-altering drug they thought was vitamins,” Bess said.


Ned whistled through his teeth. “I’d call that abuse,” he said. “What did the oil spill have to do with Roland?”


“We thought Roland had blown himself up in his yacht to keep the police from taking him alive,” I explained. “The explosion caused an oil spill that damaged Malachite Beach and its wildlife.”


“Turns out it wasn’t Roland who blew up the yacht,” George said. “It was our gracious hostess, Stacey Manning.”


George said the word “gracious” with a sprinkle of sarcasm. Stacey, a star Hollywood party planner, had lent us her trendy Malachite Beach house for three whole weeks. Little did we know she and Roland had planned something a lot more sinister than a party.


“If Stacey blew up Roland’s yacht,” Ned said slowly, “then . . . what happened to Roland?”


“Bess, George, and I discovered that Roland had plastic surgery to totally alter his appearance,” I said.


“Now he’s on the run,” Bess said with a sigh.


“You mean the crazy cult leader who almost killed dozens of people is still out there?” Ned said. “Did the police ever question the plastic surgeon? He must have been in on it.”


“You mean the world-famous Dr. Raymond?” George snorted. “Yeah, the police questioned him.”


“Dr. Raymond insisted he didn’t know Roland’s sinister intentions,” Bess said. “He even described to the police what Roland would look like now.”


“So, what does he look like?” Ned asked.


“According to Dr. Raymond, Roland has a receding hairline, a cleft chin, and a long, angular nose,” I said.


“I’ll bet Roland dyed his hair from blond to dark,” Bess said. She tossed her long blond hair and added, “That must have been the hardest part.”


“Give me a break,” George said, popping a mushroom into her mouth.


Ned studied the three of us. “Maybe I’m wrong, but you don’t seem worried that Roland is somewhere out there,” he said.


I shrugged. “That’s because Dr. Raymond gave the police a concise description of Roland. Hopefully the psycho is being picked up as we speak.”


We took a short break from Ned’s interview as Sylvio brought us some of his famous garlic knots.


“Thanks, Sylvio,” Ned said. “Add it to my bill.”


“Bill, schmill!” Sylvio said, wiping his hands on his apron. “It’s on the house!”


“Really?” I asked.


“Sure!” Sylvio boomed. He pressed his hand to his heart. “It is an honor to have River Heights’s own girl detectives in my humble establishment. I might even name a pie after you girls someday!”


“Sweet!” Bess said with a giggle. “As long as it doesn’t have anchovies.”


“I guess we are celebrities in this town,” George said as Sylvio hurried back to the counter.


“Speaking of celebrities,” Ned said. “I hope you don’t mind my next question.”


“Ask away,” I said.


“Okay,” Ned said, leaning over with a gleam in his eye. “What were the Casabian sisters really like?”


What? Had Ned Nickerson, rising star reporter, just asked me about the Casabian sisters?


“You mean Mandy, Mallory, and Mia?” I said. “Don’t tell me you watch their ditzy reality show too, Ned.”


“Um . . . I might have seen it once,” he said, blushing a bit. “Or . . . twice.”


“Oh, Ned.” I groaned.


“Hey, give me a break,” Ned said. “I’m only asking because you rescued the youngest sister from Roland’s cult. You did, didn’t you?”


“We sure did,” Bess said. “Nancy and I pretended to be followers of Roland so we could infiltrate his cult and save Mia.”


“Wait a minute, Ned,” George said. “I thought the River Heights Bugle was a serious paper and that your dad refuses to print celebrity gossip. So what’s up?”


“We don’t print celebrity gossip,” Ned said. “My question about the sisters was a personal one—and totally off the record.”


“Yeah, well, those annoying sisters and their dumb show are back on Malachite Beach where they belong,” George said. “I hope we never see those three again.”


“Whoa!” Bess said. She nodded at the recorder. “Make sure that’s off the record too, Ned.”


“No problem,” Ned said as he turned off his tape recorder. “In fact . . . my interview is over.”


We finished our pizza and plowed into Sylvio’s complimentary garlic knots. Being with Ned and my friends at our favorite hangout reminded me how happy I was to be back home in River Heights.


Sure, Malachite Beach was exclusive and beautiful—especially before the oil spill. But the little midwestern city of River Heights would always be home.


“Guess what, Nancy?” Ned said as he slipped his recorder into his canvas messenger bag. “I just bought my friend Dave’s old kayak. It seats two, so we can go paddling on the river together.”


“Great,” I said. “But we’ll have to do that when I’m not working my summer job, Ned.”


“You just got back. Already working on a new case?” Ned asked.


“Not exactly a case,” I said. “Yesterday I landed a part-time job at Safer’s Cheese Shop on Main Street.”


“Safer’s?” Ned asked, surprised. “Not very intriguing for a rising detective superstar.”


“Which is exactly why I asked Mr. Safer if he needed help,” I said. “I wanted to do something totally down-to-earth and predictable for a change. At least for the rest of the summer.”


“After what we went through in Malachite and with Roland,” George said, “boring is the new black!”


But working at Safer’s would be anything but boring. Mr. Safer was a Broadway theater fanatic. He was known throughout River Heights for singing show tunes behind the counter—and even making his customers join in on the chorus.


After we left Sylvio’s, Ned kissed me good-bye and headed for the Bugle office. As I walked down Main Street with Bess and George, they shared their own plans for the summer—or at least what was left of it.


“I’m helping my dad arrange his toolshed,” Bess said. “It was just painted, so all the tools and equipment have to be returned to their correct places.”
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