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Jane thinks she understands the game, but she'll soon find out one of her opponents is a killer

playing by a different set of rules. Plain Jane Flowers is a seventeen-year-old summer camp

counselor. This is her second year at Camp Sunshine, only this time there won't be any

campers. Jane will be competing with other counselors in a series of challenges that will test

her physical strength, endurance, and mental acuity. If Jane wins, her entire life will change.

People will finally admire and respect her, and nobody will call her Plain Jane anymore. Jane

teams up with some of her fiercest competitors, but soon mistrust causes a fracture within her

alliance. Someone is sabotaging the games. The stakes have never been higher, yet quitting

isn’t an option. Jane will have to play the game in order to survive.
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Logan & Colton.They All Had A ChancePrologueJaneI loosened my grip and once again

began falling. The sensation made my stomach flutter like I was riding on a rollercoaster. I

slowly moved my right hand toward the small of my back. The figure eight attached to my

harness did its job, stopping my descent. I leaned back, staring up at the entrance of the

cavern, my heart pounding wildly. I wasn’t afraid of falling. The panicked feeling growing inside

me had nothing to do with that. What worried me was what might happen after the descent.I

never should have agreed to do this. I clamped my eyes shut as soon as those negative

thoughts entered my mind. A drop of sweat slowly rolled down the side of my face. I pried my

eyes open again. Keep going, Jane, I told myself, trying to overcome the paralyzing fear that

had seized me.I inhaled, drawing in a deep breath, but there didn’t seem to be enough oxygen

in the air. Thoughts of regret and an overwhelming sense of doom continued to swirl inside my

mind. I fell deeper into despair, the further I descended into the cavern.If only I hadn’t come

here this summer, then I wouldn’t be in this mess. But my aunt and uncle insisted that I return

to Catalina Island. I didn’t have a choice. At first, my uncle tried to convince me by bringing up

the subject of money. He said, “If you work at Camp Sunshine this summer, you’ll be able to

afford to do fun things while you’re away at college with Carla. You two like getting your nails

done and going shopping, right? You’ll need some money to do fun things like that.”My aunt

and uncle didn’t know that Carla and I were no longer best friends. We had a huge fight a

couple weeks ago. She said she was never going to speak to me again. I didn’t blame her for

hating me. I had messed up--big time--but I was too ashamed to tell my aunt and uncle what

had happened.“I’ve got enough money saved up from working last summer,” I insisted, which

was a lie. I hadn’t counted my money lately. My best guess was that I only had about forty

dollars left. But I didn’t need any more money than that.I planned on spending my summer

doing things that didn’t cost me any money, like binge watching shows on Netflix and Ebook

Tops, walking to the library to check out a couple books each week, and learning how to cook

by watching tutorial videos on Youtube.This was going to be my last summer before college. I

wanted it to be lowkey and relaxing. My college tuition had already been paid for, including

room and board. If I ended up needing more money after the semester started, I figured I could

always get a job somewhere. Bottom line, I didn’t need to work at Camp Sunshine this

summer.My aunt’s face contorted as she let out a heavy sigh. “Listen, Jane. Your uncle has

been trying to be polite about this, but we both agree that it’s time you start acting like an adult.

You’ve graduated from high school, and you’re almost eighteen.”“What do you mean, act like

an adult?” I asked, confused. I had never been a rebellious or ungrateful teen. I never talked

back to my aunt and uncle. I didn’t understand what they wanted from me.“Acting like an adult

means that you provide for yourself,” my uncle explained.My aunt nodded in agreement. “If your

mother had been given some tough love when she was your age, then maybe she would have

turned out to be a responsible adult instead of a drug addicted homeless person.”My aunt

continued to lecture me for several more minutes about how this was for my own good, before

informing me that, as far as she was concerned, she had met her obligation and was no longer

responsible for taking care of me.She said, “It’s time that you move out.”Move out? I wasn’t an

unwanted houseguest who had overstayed their welcome. My aunt and uncle had adopted me.

According to the law, they were legally responsible for taking care of me until I became an

adult. My eighteenth birthday was still a month away.My uncle smiled at me like this was a



happy occasion. He placed his hand on my shoulder, and I backed away, lengthening the

distance between us.“Don’t act like that, Jane!” My aunt scolded me like I was a disobedient

child. If she and my uncle only knew how lucky they were. They had no idea how bad I could

have been, or how much trouble I could’ve gotten into.I didn’t go out drinking and partying. I

went to school like I was supposed to. I did my homework. I studied for tests, and I got good

grades. I cleaned the house and helped with yard work. I did all of those things, because I

wanted my aunt and uncle to treat me like I was their daughter. But they never fully accepted

me. They never once told me that they were proud of me or that they loved me. “I’m not even

eighteen yet,” I said in a dejected tone.“Stop overreacting,” my aunt snapped.“It’s not like you’re

going to be homeless,” my uncle said. “At Camp Sunshine, you’ll be provided with a place to

live and food to eat. You’ll be able to earn some extra money.”Tears stung my eyes. I knew I

didn’t have enough money to move out on my own, and Carla would never allow me to move in

with her. I had no other choice but to return to Camp Sunshine, even though the thought of

coming back to this place absolutely horrified me. I never told my aunt and uncle what

happened at Camp Sunshine last summer. I hadn’t told anyone. I thought I could just leave the

past behind me, that it would somehow just vanish like it never happened. But I still had

nightmares. I still thought about what happened all the time. And the police were still looking for

Barkley Collins.“Jane,” a voice called from above, ripping me from my thoughts. As I squinted in

the sunlight pouring through the opening of the cavern above me, I saw long blonde hair

tumble forward. A hand quickly swept it back, revealing cold, menacing blue eyes. Why was she

looking at me so strangely? She had insisted that I go first and seemed genuinely concerned

about my wellbeing. But now I wasn’t so sure. Something wasn’t right.“If I were you, I’d hurry

up,” she said in a cold and unfeeling tone. Then a light flashed, and when I saw what she was

holding in her hand, my entire body jumped. Rocks and dirt broke free as I lost my footing. I

hung there suspended in mid-air, staring death in the face, and her name was Athena.Chapter

1Athena (Bellany)Sixty-year-old Shandy Collins thought that she was the one running this job

interview, which was fine with me. I wanted her to believe that.She had been reading off of a

list of questions, all of them unoriginal and predictable. What a yawnfest. My answers were

mostly lies, except for my age. I did tell her the truth about that. I actually was eighteen.Shandy

handed my ID back to me, which was fake, but she didn’t notice. “How do you spell your

name?” she asked, her hand poised over the keyboard.How hard was it to spell Athena

Goodman? Was she really that dumb?I spelled my name slowly as she pecked away at the

keyboard using one finger. Click. Click. After she finally finished, she picked up her list of

questions again. “Tell me about your plans for the future. Where do you see yourself in five

years?” I sat up straighter, as if I was eager to answer her question. “Well, you know I’ve

already told you how much I love children,” I said with a soft smile. “I’m torn between three

options: Becoming an elementary school teacher, running my own daycare center, or

becoming a pediatric nurse.”“Those all sound like great career paths.”Instead of letting her read

off the next question on her list, I decided it was time to awaken her deepest emotions and

sympathies. “And ten years from now,” I added, “I hope to have at least eight children of my

own.”“Eight children in ten years? Wow. That’s a lot of babies within a short amount of time. You

better hope you have a set of twins in there. Do twins run in your family?”In order to add the

precise amount of dramatic effect, I didn’t respond right away. My hand covered my mouth, and

my gaze lowered to the floor. I sat there in my chair, slightly hunched forward.“Are you all

right?” Shandy asked.I nodded but avoided making eye contact with her. Then I began telling

her more lies. “I won’t be able to have any biological children of my own, I have MRKH, so I’ll

have to adopt.”Her beady eyes squinted. “What’s MRKH?”“Mayer-Rokitansky-Küster-Hauser



syndrome. It’s a congenital disorder. One in five-thousand girls are born with it.” I shed a couple

more fake tears, and then pretended to be embarrassed that I had cried in front of her. “Sorry,” I

said, with a sniff. “I don’t know why I’m so emotional today.”“Job interviews can be stressful.”

Shandy handed me a tissue, then she set the box of tissues down on her desk in front of me.

“Here. In case you need some more.”I wiped my eyes and kept the pained expression on my

face.“Take as long as you need,” she said.“Thank you.”Shandy’s attention shifted to the

computer monitor. Her fingers moved across the keyboard at a sloth’s pace. Click. Click.While

she was otherwise occupied, I sat there scanning her office, occasionally wiping away tears.

Thick beams spanned the ceiling. Rough hewn wooden slats formed the walls. The furnishings

provided a rustic log cabin feel. Her office, along with all of the other buildings at Camp

Sunshine, reminded me of the hotel I lived at in Washington, except this place was kid-friendly

and didn’t have any dead animals mounted on the walls.An open toy chest sat on the floor next

to Shandy’s desk. Children’s books lined the shelves to my right. Jars of liquorice, taffy,

suckers, and other colorful candy sat on the table to my left. Shandy probably indulged in the

candy way more than the kids who attended camp. If she were to eat healthier, then she

wouldn’t have all that cellulite on her wrinkly thighs or that extra girth around her midsection.My

eyes shifted, surveying the photos of hundreds of children who had attended Camp Sunshine

over the years. As I scanned the photos, I spotted a young girl who looked to be about seven

years old. I couldn’t help but notice how much she resembled me when I was her age. She had

golden-blonde hair, large blue eyes, and a frown on her face. I wasn’t happy as a child

either.When I was in elementary school, in order to cope with the physical and emotional

abuse my parents inflicted upon me, I spent a lot of time daydreaming about what I hoped my

life would be like as a grown-up.I imagined being married to a loving, protective, and successful

man who would take me away from my parents. He and I would spend our evenings together

going to parties and eating at fancy restaurants. We would travel the world together. Our life

was perfect--just the two of us. But this fantasy of mine hadn’t come true.As I continued to wait

for Shandy to finish on her computer, I thought about some of the boys from my past. None of

them had come close to the man I envisioned marrying.First there was Quentin, the basketball

player with hopes of going pro someday. Too bad for him, his life ended with a bullet to his

chest. But he got what he deserved. He never should have laid a hand on me. A guy with his

strength, hitting me over the head with a brick like he had done, it was a miracle I didn’t end up

dead or with a traumatic brain injury. Then there was Roy. He was rich, handsome, and strong.

He loved with his whole heart and was a natural protector. But unfortunately Roy didn’t

recognize a good thing when he saw it. He could have been happy with me--extremely happy.

He’s the one who’s missing out. The next guy that came to my mind was Jaxson. He really

shouldn’t have been included in my list since I didn’t even like him, but the psycho did propose

to me. I remembered how I slept with a knife under my pillow just in case he tried to kill me, like

he had done to those other girls. Now he’s rotting behind bars.I hadn’t given up hope in finding

the man of my dreams, but at this point in my life, it wasn’t a priority. Surviving and avoiding

getting caught by the police was most important. I knew that in order for me to continue living a

comfortable life as a fugitive, I needed money. Lots of it.I wiped my eyes, then stared down at

the crumpled tissue in my hand. I expected to see black mascara, but the tissue was still white.

Then I remembered that I wasn't wearing any makeup today.Looking up, I caught sight of my

reflection in the window behind Shandy’s desk. My clothes were simple and sensible. Boring. I

hadn’t washed my hair or brushed it. I just pulled it back into a ponytail.My intention was to

appear as though I was just like any other average girl. Yet despite my efforts to look plain and

ordinary, I was still a natural beauty and had always been, even before my plastic



surgeries.Shandy rose from her chair with a small groan and walked around to the front of her

desk. “Athena, I understand what you’re feeling. Really, I do.”What was she talking about? Oh,

right. I had been crying because I told her I couldn’t have any kids. This lady was so

gullible.She gestured to her wall of photographs. “I never had any children, but I like to think of

all the kids who attend Camp Sunshine as my own.” � I sighed in mock adoration, thinking to

myself how I would rather walk across hot coals with bare feet than work with kids. But I had to

endure the little brats in order to get close to Shandy. “Look at all of them.” I smiled. “Aren’t they

precious?” �She nodded in agreement, the extra skin under her chin jiggling like a turkey’s

wattle. “Most of my kids come here every single summer, so I have the pleasure of watching

them grow up. Some of them even come back to work for me as camp counselors.” Shandy

laced her fingers together. She wasn’t wearing any rings, no jewelry at all. When I researched

her online, I learned that she had gotten married recently, for the first time, to a man half her

age. Her husband, thirty-year-old Barkley Collins, was from San Francisco. He used to work as

a real estate agent and volunteered for the Scouts BSA. He had been married once before but

didn’t have any children.Shandy and Barkley’s wedding took place in April of last year. Then

three months later, Barkley disappeared. According to the news reports, one of Shandy’s sail

boats also went missing, along with some of Barkley’s clothing, his luggage, and one hundred

thousand dollars from their joint bank account.The police never charged Shandy with any

wrongdoing. Based on all of the evidence, they determined that Barkley sailed off at sea to

start a new life without her. But I suspected there was more to the story.A hundred grand and a

sailboat was just a drop in the bucket compared to the millions Shandy was worth. Barkley

never signed a prenup, so he could have walked away a much richer man.Why didn’t he just

file for divorce and get at least half of what she owned? The answer was simple. Barkley was

dead. He had to be.I wondered what Shandy’s motive for killing him was. Did he cheat on her?

Was he abusive? Maybe he wanted a divorce and threatened to take all her money. There were

so many possible reasons for Shandy to want to get rid of him.In preparation for my job

interview today, I asked some of Catalina Island’s residents what they thought about Shandy

and her husband’s disappearance, curious if I had missed any helpful information.A taxi driver

told me that he knew Shandy had been taken advantage of. He said, “When a man marries a

woman who is thirty years older than him, he isn’t marrying for love. . . . Did you know that he

stole a very valuable sailboat from Shandy? Barkley’s probably sailing around the Caribbean

right now--living large.” The ferry boat helmsman told me that he had only seen Barkley one

time. “That man came to Catalina Island on this ferry boat, but he never got back on it to leave.

So he must have sailed away on Shandy’s boat.”A woman at the grocery store said, “Shandy's

actually a lucky woman. Barkley could have stolen a lot more money from her. She’s filthy rich,

you know. She inherited millions from her father.”It surprised me that none of these people

suspected that Shandy murdered Barkley. Either they were a bunch of fools, or they just

weren’t telling me the truth.While it was not my intention to bring Shandy to justice, I did want

to find out what really happened. Information like that could be worth millions.My smile grew

wider as I listened to Shandy explain my new job responsibilities, but I wasn’t thinking about

working as a summer camp counselor. I was thinking about what I would buy with all her

money.“This will be a summer you’ll never forget,” she said.I could have said the exact same

thing to her, only I would have meant it as a threat. Shandy had no idea what I had in store for

her. If she thought Barkley was a huge mistake, she was in for a rude awakening. Chapter

2Athena (Bellany)I stood in a grassy spot underneath the shade of a eucalyptus tree at the

base of Mt. Orizaba, Catalina Island’s highest peak. I would’ve preferred to wear sandals in this

kind of heat, but instead I was wearing hiking boots.Today, I wasn’t dressed like a frumpy old



lady, like I did when I interviewed for this job. My hair was styled, makeup was on, and my outfit

hugged all of my curves perfectly.None of the other camp counselors had approached me yet,

even though they definitely noticed me. Two of the girls, Eva and Chantel, were staring at me

more than anyone else.Those two thought they ruled this place. They had cut in front of the line

to pick up their name tags. Then they glared at two other girls who were sitting in camp chairs

until they got up and moved. They kept whispering to each other and giving me dirty looks. But

I wasn’t intimidated. I always liked a challenge. �Somebody behind me cleared their throat. I

turned around, wondering who had finally built up enough courage to talk to me. This guy was

kind of cute--in a nerdy way. His glasses were too big for his face, and his T-shirt was tucked

into his shorts. His name tag read Junior. �I waited for him to say something, but he stood there

frozen. Just as I opened my mouth to speak, he finally found his voice. “Do you go to UCSD?”

He pointed to my duffel bag with the University of California, San Diego logo on it. �“I’ll be

starting my freshman year this fall,” I lied. �Junior shoved his hands into the front pockets of his

shorts. “My cousin goes there.” �I nodded like I thought that was interesting. “Where do you go to

college?” �His brown eyes shifted as he rocked back on his heels. “I don’t go to college.” �A nerdy

guy like him, not going to college? That didn’t seem right. “Why not?” �“I just graduated from high

school. My parents want me to become a mechanic like my father.” �Judging by Junior’s pale

skin and low muscle tone, I suspected that he spent most of his time indoors sitting in front of a

computer, or some other kind of game console. His social life probably consisted of getting

together with his friends to play Dungeons and Dragons and Magic: The Gathering. This guy

wasn’t meant to be a mechanic. He really didn’t fit in as a camp counselor either. “Do you like

working on cars?” �“No, actually.” He made a face. “I hate it.” �“May I have your attention!” Shandy

announced, interrupting us. She stood at the center of the pavilion, whistle in hand, in case we

didn’t comply quickly enough.After Shandy went over some of the rules for her employees, she

pointed to a whiteboard on an easel. “As you can see, you’ve all been assigned sleeping

quarters. Find your room, unpack your things, and get yourselves settled in. Lunch will be at

noon. I expect you all to be there.”Voices filled the air and a line formed in front of the

whiteboard. Junior hadn’t moved though. He was still standing next to me. When I turned my

head and caught him staring, he looked away, his cheeks turning red. “Is this your first time?” I

asked.“My first time?” his voice cracked.“Your first time working as a camp counselor,” I

explained. “Um, yeah.” He pushed his glasses up onto his nose. “What about you? Is this your

first time working as a camp counselor?”I didn’t want this conversation to be about me. “What’s

your name?”“Junior,” he replied with a puzzled look on his face, pointing to his nametag.I

wasn’t stupid. I already knew that. I wanted to find out what his real name was. “That’s just a

nickname, right?” “Oh,” he chuckled, embarrassed. “My first name is the same as my father's,

which is why I go by Junior.” “So what’s your real name then?” I asked again, curious about

what I had to work with. Junior needed a name that would help bolster his confidence, not bury

it.He rocked forward onto his toes, then his heels, his eyes focused on the floor. “Jebediah,” he

said in a small voice.Oh dang. Talk about cruel . . . his parents must hate him. “Jebediah. That’s

a cool name.” His deep brown eyes met mine, absolute shock on his face. “You think it’s

cool?”Maybe if you lived back in the pioneer days. “Have you ever thought about going by Jeb

instead of Junior?”“No . . . I haven’t.” His brows knit together as he considered my suggestion.

But I wasn’t going to wait for him to make up his mind. A name change was absolutely

necessary if he was going to start gaining some confidence.I peeled the name tag off his shirt,

then headed over to the table to make him a new one.A pair of size twelve hiking boots

appeared, standing next to my size sevens. I didn’t look up. I already knew who those boots

belonged to. I had seen this guy earlier and expected he would eventually come talk to me. I



also knew he would wait until his girlfriend, Eva, wasn’t around to witness it.“Hey, I’m

Sebastian,” size twelve announced.Clearly Sebastian wanted to trade up from Eva and get

together with me. Under normal circumstances, I might have been interested in a hot guy like

him. But I needed a fixer-upper with low self-esteem, someone I could shape and mold into the

person I wanted him to be, and I already had someone. I had Jeb.Sebastian motioned to my

duffel bag and backpack. “Would you like me to carry your stuff to your room?” he asked.I

smiled as if I was flattered. “Oh, that’s really sweet of you to offer, but Jeb already said he

would do it.” I pressed Jeb’s new name tag onto his shirt.Sebastian cut his eyes at Jeb, who

stood there in stunned silence. I turned and walked toward the whiteboard as Jeb scrambled to

pick up my stuff.Having this kind of power over people always made me feel invincible. I

basically was untouchable. The FBI couldn’t even track me down, and they were supposed to

be the best and the brightest. But apparently they weren’t bright enough to outsmart

me.Chapter 3JaneThe moment I walked through the doorway into my assigned bedroom and

saw Athena standing there, I knew this was a bad match. Athena belonged with other high

maintenance girls like Eva and Chantel--girls who wore makeup and got their hair done at the

salon. I figured she would probably ask for a room change once she saw me, and I wouldn’t

blame her. I didn’t want to room with her either. �Athena turned around and smiled at me with a

mouthful of unnaturally white teeth. I tried to smile back, but my mouth wouldn’t cooperate. The

best I could do was nod. She couldn’t possibly be happy to see me. I was plain Jane. That’s

what Eva and Chantel called me.“Hello, Jane,” Athena said, still smiling with confidence and

poise to spare.I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, the same strand that kept falling into my

face all morning. My backpack landed beside my feet with a thud. I was stalling, unsure what I

should say to her.Athena walked toward me with her arms outstretched, and I stood there with

mine at my sides. She pulled me in for a hug. Athena was so skinny, I could feel her bones.

When she pulled away, she rested her hands on my shoulders, looking at me with her big blue

eyes. “I’m so glad we’re roommates.” Was she crazy or something? She couldn’t possibly want

to room with me. “Oh,” I replied, glancing around the room for a prescription bottle with her

name on it. This girl had to be on medication.“When I saw you downstairs, I just felt like we

would totally get along well together.” She tilted her head and long blonde locks fell in front of

her shoulder. Then she smiled again with her big white teeth. “I can sense these kinds of things

about people.”“Really,” I replied flatly. Did she think she was psychic or something? Was she

going to read my palms next and tell me about my future?Athena shook her head. “My intuition

has never been wrong.”Good for you, I thought to myself, still looking for evidence that my new

roommate was a mental case. I scanned the table top, the vanity, and the chest of drawers,

looking for any strange or obscure collections.My eyes swept across the open closet, but

nothing seemed out of place or odd. I figured that was probably because Athena hadn’t

finished unpacking yet. She probably had a collection of fingernail clippings and old chicken

bones still tucked away in her duffel bag.“Jane,” Athena said, drawing my attention. “We’re

going to be best friends--I just know it.”Okay. Maybe she’s not crazy. She’s probably just high.

High on what, I had no idea. But that had to be the drugs in her system talking.“You remind me

of an old friend of mine,” she said. “You have the same facial features, the same dimple in your

chin. You both have long eyelashes and cute freckles. You two could be sisters.”I hated my

freckles, and my eyelashes were not long. They were dark like my hair.“I bet you never burn in

the sun,” she said, scanning my arms and legs. “What nationality are you?”My mouth fell open.

Was she seriously asking me this? My nationality was none of her business. I tossed my

backpack onto the floor of the closet.“Oh, I’m sorry. Did I offend you?”I shook my head, wishing

she would leave me alone. But she kept talking, and she wouldn’t shut up. That’s when it finally



dawned on me: Athena wasn’t crazy or on drugs. She was fake. She was the type of girl who

was only nice when nobody else was around to witness it. I bet that as soon as we left our

room, she wouldn’t even acknowledge my existence.Athena motioned to the bed. “I hope you

don’t mind if I sleep on the bottom bunk. Sometimes I sleepwalk at night, so being closer to the

floor is much safer.”She sleepwalks? I had never seen anyone sleepwalk before. What was that

like, I wondered. How often did she do it and what kinds of things did she do? Would she start

talking in her sleep? Would she leave the room? Would she make a lot of noise and wake me

up? I tried to act like I wasn’t bothered, but I was kind of freaked out.Then another thought

popped into my head. Maybe she was lying. Maybe she just made that up so I would agree to

let her have the bottom bunk. She didn’t have to lie. I would’ve let her have it. “I don’t mind

sleeping on the top bunk,” I said.“Thanks,” she replied.While we were unpacking our things,

Athena did all the talking. She told me that she was from Kansas, was an only child, and her

parents were both dentists. She said she had always wanted to live in California and would be

attending UCSD this fall. There were some other random things she mentioned that I didn’t

care to know, like how she likes Diet Pepsi, not Diet Coke, and how she discovered that she

was allergic to shellfish.I tried to tell her a little bit about myself, but she jumped in and cut me

off. Twice. So I stopped trying.Athena crossed the room to the closet and hung up another one

of her shirts. It was a simple T-shirt, nothing fancy. I thought T-shirts were supposed to be

folded and placed into a drawer. That’s what I was doing with mine.She reached inside her

duffel bag and pulled out another T-shirt. “So tell me about yourself,” she said, grabbing a

hanger.Oh, so now she wanted me to talk? Was her mouth too dry or something? “What do

you want to know?” I asked, feeling kind of bitter.“Where are you from? Tell me about your

parents? Tell me whatever you want.”“I’ve lived with my aunt and uncle ever since I was six.”
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the female version of Jekyll and Hyde. So sweet on the outside but pure evil on the inside!

She's a sneaky one and will do anything for a chance to be the only one left standing. We think

her victims are gullible, but Michele shows us that, deep down, they knew something was

wrong all along - they just wanted "Athena's" brilliance to be real.They All Had a Chance was

yet another great read by Michele Leathers. Even as book 4 in this series, she still has a

different storyline that keeps us guessing until the end. Thank you Michele for the continuing

saga of the "up to no good" Bellany!”

D Rentz, “Trust me, you want to read this series!. Some people change their name for a new

start, to change, to be better. Not Bellany. She's the same mean girl on crack, sociopath that

you love to hate. This fast paced, action packed, installment is full of those one liners that make

you laugh out loud and a mystery that keeps you guessing until the end. Loved it! Can't wait for

the next book!”

Irene, “Wow. Once again another great read. I couldn't put the book down again.. I can't believe

they are so close. If you read the book you know what I mean. Definitely a must read”

Cathy, “Awesome Book. This book is so intriguing from start to finish. I didn’t want to put it

down once I started reading. I have read all 4 books so far and anxious to get the next. I hope

this series continues on.”

Michelle Sporlein, “Omg!. These books keep getting better,I can't wait to see what happens in

the next book. Very addicting series,I'm hooked. Great read”

Leah McCause, “Amazing. This book was so good, couldn't put it down. Can't wait for the next

one. Definitely start will book one because they all connect.”

Chloe, “Amazing. Probably one of my favourite in the series loved it”

The book by Michele Leathers has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 202 people have provided feedback.
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