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One


WELL, NANCY?” Bess Marvin demanded of her friend, “is Moves the hottest dance club within a hundred miles of River Heights, or what?”


“It’s great!” Nancy Drew answered, raising her voice to be heard over the music. Nancy’s shoulder-length reddish blond hair took on a metallic glow as she stepped into a pool of black light. She grinned. “This is wild!”


“There’s a table,” George Fayne shouted, pointing to the opposite side of the club. She ran a hand through her short dark hair to fluff it and strode confidently through the crowd to the table. Nancy and Bess followed.


Bess flashed a hundred-watt smile at the handsome young deejay inside the sound booth, but he didn’t seem to notice her. She gave a long sigh, which made both Nancy and George grin.


“He’s so gorgeous!” Bess moaned.


Nancy looked around at the club, with its black-and-white checkerboard dance floor and zebra-striped walls. Television screens hanging from the high, vaulted ceiling showed shots of the dancers, mixed with clips from music videos.


“Look, there’s Julie Carlton,” Bess said “Hey, Julie!” She waved at a pretty, petite blond girl who was dancing with an enormous football-player type.


“Julie Carlton? Any relation to Brenda Carlton?” George asked, making a face.


“Fortunately for Julie, no.” Bess laughed. “They have the same last name, but the similarity ends there. Julie’s really great. How do you like this place?” she asked Julie as the girl walked up to their table.


“It’s incredible,” Julie answered breathlessly. “It reminds me of this club I went to in New York when I was visiting my older sister. I love all the black and white!” She grinned. “I just wish I was tall enough to see all the faces of the gorgeous guys.”


Nancy laughed. “Bess knows what you’re talking about,” she told Julie.


Bess nodded emphatically. “It’s fun to be dainty—but I know I’m going to have a stiff neck by the end of the evening,” she complained.


“Julie, you deserted me.” Julie’s huge dancing partner strolled over just then, looking mournful. “I thought you said you’d be right back.”


“Sorry, Walt,” Julie said apologetically. “See you all later.” She tossed the girls a wave and boogied away with Walt.


Just then a slender, pretty girl appeared at the table. She had long, glossy brown curls and a heart-shaped face. Her green eyes sparkled as she, slid into the seat next to Nancy.


“Hi, everybody,” she said.


“Laurie Weaver!” Nancy cried. “I haven’t seen you in ages. How are you?”


Laurie had graduated the same year as Nancy and her friends at River Heights High. Although; they’d never been especially close, Nancy had always liked Laurie, with her ready smile and easy sense of humor.


“I’m just fine,” Laurie said. “Great, in fact. I love the summer. Listen, I’m having an outdoor party tomorrow, at five. Will you all come?”


As Nancy, George, and Bess accepted, the deejay spoke up. “This next song is for Laurie,” he said. “With all my love.”


Even in the dim light of the club, Nancy could see Laurie blush.


Bess’s eyes widened, and she leaned forward in her chair. After casting a look at the deejay, who was gazing in their direction, she asked, “Are you the Laurie he’s talking about?”


Laurie nodded. “I guess I am,” she admitted with a smile.


Nancy knew that Laurie had broken up with her boyfriend, Adam Boyd, and started going with someone else a couple of weeks earlier. But it was a surprise to find out that Laurie’s new guy was the deejay at Moves.


“Wow,” Bess gasped. “So tell us all about him.”


“His name is Jon Villiers,” Laurie said. “He moved to River Heights a few months ago from Chicago to open Moves.”


“Hey, Bess, come and dance with me!” A good-looking, dark-haired guy emerged from the crowd and grabbed Bess’s hand. She stood up. “Don’t leave—I want to hear all the details!” she yelled to Laurie as she was being towed away.


Nancy glanced at the booth and saw that someone had replaced Jon, who was moving through the crowd toward Laurie.


He seemed to be unaware of all the girls watching him and saw only Laurie. He held out his hand, and after a moment’s hesitation, Laurie took it and followed him onto the dance floor.


Seconds later an angry-looking Adam Boyd charged up to Nancy’s table.


“Want to dance?” he asked Nancy.


Nancy felt sorry for Adam. She knew he’d cared a lot. about Laurie. The break-up .had probably been hard on him. “Sure,” she answered, and they moved onto the dance floor.


Adam wasn’t a very attentive partner. He kept craning his neck, trying to find Laurie and Jon in the crowd. “What a couple—both losers,” he said with a sneer. “You know, I lost all respect for Laurie when she fell for that Villiers creep.”


Nancy sighed. “Adam—”


“He’s been chasing her for weeks,” Adam interrupted. “He sends her flowers, takes her to fancy restaurants for dinner, buys her expensive presents. But he’s not fooling me. He’s a lowlife. One of these days Laurie’s going to find it out—the hard way.”


Nancy was beginning to wish she hadn’t accepted Adam’s invitation to dance. She glanced around at Jon Villiers. He was older than she had thought at first—probably about twenty-four, and great looking, with a lean, muscular build and short, sun-bleached blond hair. His high cheekbones and perfect nose made him look like a star. Clearly, Adam was incredibly jealous of Laurie’s new boyfriend, and Nancy tried to change the subject.


“Are you working in your dad’s hardware store again this summer?” she asked.


Adam scowled at her and nodded. “I guess that makes me pretty dull, compared to Mr. Music there,” he said, indicating Jon with his eyes. “I could tell Laurie a thing or two about him, but she won’t listen. He’s just after her family’s money—”


Nancy looked at Adam curiously. “That’s a pretty strong accusation, don’t you think?” she asked.


Adam avoided Nancy’s eyes for a moment. She could feel his pain and anger. “I’ve got to make her understand,” he said in a voice so low that Nancy could barely hear him. “I’ve got to make Laurie see what a mistake this is.”


Nancy was relieved when the dance ended and she could go back to her table. George and Bess were dancing with two of their old classmates.


Adam lingered for a moment. Nancy assumed he was waiting for Laurie to come back, but when she did start toward the table, he disappeared into the crowd.


“I saw you dancing with Adam,” Laurie said to Nancy. “He’s still angry with me, isn’t he?”


“He’ll get over it,” Nancy answered, feeling a little awkward. “He needs some time, that’s all.”


Laurie nodded, but she didn’t look convinced.


A waitress appeared. She was small, with red hair and flashing green eyes. The tag on her uniform said Pam. “Mr. Villiers said to give you this,” she told Laurie in a sulky voice, handing her a note. Before Laurie could thank her, the girl was gone.


Laurie read the note, then carefully folded it and tucked it into the pocket of her jean jacket. Her smile seemed a little forced when she met Nancy’s eyes. “He says there’ll never be another girl for him,” she said.


Something in Laurie’s manner filled Nancy with concern. She leaned forward in her chair. “Laurie, what’s wrong?” .


Laurie swallowed. “This is all happening too fast, that’s all,” she confided.


Nancy waited for Laurie to go on. Instead, she changed the subject.


“Remember when we bought the same dress, for that dance?” she asked.


Nancy laughed. “How could I forget?” She’d shown up at a country club dance, sure that no one else would be wearing a dress like hers because she’d ordered it from a fancy department store in New York. Five minutes later Laurie had walked in with Adam, her dress a carbon copy of Nancy’s.


“I remember, all right,” she said. “You and I have always had similar tastes. We liked the same guy in sixth grade—”


“We both got blue bicycles for Christmas that year, too,” Laurie, put in, her eyes twinkling.


“Now I’ve got a blue Mustang,” Nancy said.


Laurie grinned. “Hey—I have a red one,” she replied. “Guess you’ve still got good taste, Nan.”


The music ended, and George and Bess returned. Bess sat down and tossed her long blonde hair over her shoulder, fanning her flushed cheeks. “I’m thirsty,” she announced, signaling the waitress who had brought Jon’s note to Laurie.


Pam returned, an unpleasant expression on her otherwise pretty face. She tapped the notepad in her hand. “What’ll it be?” she asked, and though the words were directed at Bess, she was glaring at Laurie.


Bess, George, and Nancy ordered sodas. Laurie shook her head when Pam asked her. The waitress scowled.


Poor Laurie looked really uncomfortable. Trying to help her out, Nancy started chattering. “Hey, you guys, guess what? Laurie’s got a Mustang, too.”


George chuckled. “That’s amazing, you two are still choosing the same things.”


A few minutes later Pam returned with a tray of cold drinks. She set a soda down in front of each girl with a thud—until she got to Laurie. Then, with an odd little smile, she said, “Mr. Villiers said, ‘With my compliments.’ ” She picked up a stemmed crystal goblet of soda.


“All right, Laurie! What a great guy,” Nancy said, applauding. Bess and George joined in.


Just then Pam bumped the goblet with the edge of her hand. It tipped—right into Laurie’s lap!


Laurie gave a stunned cry as the soda splattered over her jeans, T-shirt, and jean jacket.


“Oh, I’m terribly sorry!” Pam insisted, as she surveyed the damage she’d done. Nancy didn’t miss the glint of pleasure shining in her eyes, though. She was sure the move had been deliberate.


“It’s okay,” Laurie said lamely, dabbing at her clothes with the paper napkins George had handed her. “I was going to leave soon anyway. I promised my parents I’d get home early.”


Without giving anyone else a chance to speak, Pam hurried off. Nancy followed, on impulse, and saw Pam and Adam Boyd meet in front of the doors leading into the kitchen. As she watched, Adam handed Pam some money. Then they went their separate ways.


“I see you’re still sticking your nose into everybody else’s business,” commented a familiar voice.


Nancy turned to see Brenda Carlton standing practically at her elbow. Brenda wrote articles for the River Heights newspaper and considered herself a star reporter. As far as Nancy was concerned, Brenda was more of a star nuisance.


“Nice to see you, too, Brenda,” she said cheerfully, before returning to her table.


Laurie was about to leave, and Bess looked as if she’d had enough of Moves, too. “I’m exhausted from all that dancing! Let’s go rent a movie or something,” she said.


George and Nancy exchanged a look; they were ready to leave, too. “Sounds great to me,” George said.


The four girls were moving toward the door when a male voice called out, “Laurie, wait!”


Jon had left the sound booth and was working his way through the crowd. Laurie hesitated. She looked from Nancy to George to Bess. “You haven’t forgotten about my party tomorrow, have you?” she asked. “I’m really going all out.”


“We’ll be there,” Nancy promised.


Bess and George nodded their agreement.


The three friends went outside, leaving Laurie behind to talk with Jon.


“He’s so romantic. Too good to be true,” Bess said with a sigh.


Nancy laughed. “You mustn’t have been talking to Adam,” she remarked. “The whole time we were dancing, he told me how rotten Jon is and how sorry Laurie’s going to be if she gets too involved with him.”


“Yeah, he tried that one on me, too,” George put in.


A soft summer breeze ruffled Nancy’s hair as they walked across the parking lot toward her car. Suddenly George stopped, dead and grabbed Nancy’s arm, “Look,” she cried.


Nancy followed George’s pointing finger. She gasped out loud.


“Oh, no!” Bess groaned.


All four of the Mustang’s tires had been slashed!
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Two


WHAT THE—” George began.


“Nancy, who could have done this?” Bess cried.


“Why is the question,” Nancy murmured.


She stared at the slash marks for a moment, then sighed. She and George and Bess wouldn’t be going anywhere until all the tires had been replaced. “Come on,” she said grimly, heading back to the club. “Let’s call a gas station.”


Nancy found the pay phone and started flipping through the directory with George looking over her shoulder. Jon Villiers was just coming down the hall from his office, and Bess immediately struck up a conversation with him.


“It’s awful,” she said. “Just awful.”


“What’s awful?” Nancy heard him ask. She was dialing the number of a nearby service station.


“Nancy’s tires were slashed,” Bess answered. “I’m Bess Marvin,” she went on as Nancy waited for someone to answer on the other end of the line. “These are my friends, Nancy Drew and George Fayne.”


“Jon Villiers,” the deejay introduced himself with a dazzling smile. Nancy could see now that his eyes were an intense shade of blue.


Jon glanced at his watch. “It’s midnight. If you’re trying to get a mechanic at this hour, you probably won’t have much luck. Why don’t you let me drive you home?”


Nancy looked at each of her friends to see how they felt about the situation. George shrugged her shoulders, and Bess was all smiles. Nancy nodded. “Thank you,” she said.


“I’m sorry about your tires,” Jon told Nancy when the four of them were settled in his car. “I feel sort of responsible—since I own Moves.”


“Have you had any other vandalism?” Nancy asked.


Jon shook his head. There was a short pause, then he changed the subject. “You’re friends of Laurie’s, aren’t you?”


“Yes,” Nancy answered. “We went to school with her.”


Again he hesitated, concentrating on the road. “I’ve only been going with her a couple of weeks, and I don’t really know her family. What are they like?”


“Well, you know she’s an only child,” Bess replied from the back seat, where she and George were sitting.


Jon nodded. “Yes, I knew that. So I guess her parents have pretty much given her everything she wants,” he went on.


The conversation was beginning to make Nancy feel uncomfortable. “Laurie isn’t spoiled, if that’s what you mean,” she said.


“But her parents are wealthy,” Bess put in.


George gave Bess a look. “I’d like to know who slashed Nancy’s tires,” George said, changing the subject. She seemed to feel the same way about Jon’s questions as Nancy did.


“It was probably just a random thing,” Jon said. “Kids, maybe. If you were Laurie, which would you rather get from a guy—lowers or candy?”


Nancy turned slightly, catching George’s eye. She raised an eyebrow.


When the girls reached Nancy’s house, they thanked Jon and went inside to report the incident to the police. “Let’s skip the movie,” Nancy suggested after hanging up the phone. “We’ve got too much to talk about.”


Within a few minutes they had popped a batch of popcorn and were settled down in the den to talk.


“All right, you guys. Who could have been mad enough at me to do that to my tires?” Nancy asked, voicing the thought that had been going round and round in her mind.


George looked at Nancy and shook her head. “I don’t know. Brenda Carlton, maybe?”


“Slashing tires isn’t Brenda’s style. No, I think—Hey!” Nancy snapped her fingers and sat up a little straighter. “What if the slashing was meant for someone else?”


Bess and George looked blank. “I’d swear that Adam paid that waitress to dump that soft drink on Laurie—I saw him giving her money afterward. Maybe he did the same thing with Laurie’s tires—except Pam, or whomever he paid, got my car instead. They’d be easy to confuse in the dark.”


George nodded. “He could have done it himself, for that matter. The club was so crowded, no one would notice people going in and out.”


“Adam always seemed like such a nice guy,” Bess said. “This break-up with Laurie has really changed him.”


Nancy sighed. “I know,” she said. “I know.”


• • •


The service station attendant dusted his hands together as he stepped back from Nancy’s car. He’d just replaced Nancy’s tires with brand-new ones. “There you go,” he said. “You’re back in business.”


Nancy gave him a check. “Thanks,” she said, sliding behind the wheel as George and Bess climbed into the car.


“Let’s head for the mall and just put the whole incident out of our minds for a while so we can concentrate on finding really great outfits to wear to Laurie’s party,” Bess said, brightening.
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