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Chapter 1: The Glitter Catastrophe
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The first sign that something was wrong was the glitter.

Not the normal amount. Dance studios breathe glitter. Glitter floats in the air like disco pollen. Glitter lives in socks, carpets, and sometimes, strangely, peanut butter.

This glitter was... wrong.

Vivi noticed it immediately.

She stood in the doorway of Miss Charity’s Dance Academy with her dance bag slung over one shoulder and her Agent-of-Mystery instincts humming like a tuning fork.

The entire lobby sparkled.

Not in a magical way.

In a suspicious way.

The trophy case had been knocked sideways. The bulletin board announcing the upcoming Regional Dance Championship hung crooked. And a thick silver shimmer coated the floor like someone had exploded a disco ball.

Ellie froze beside her.

“Why does it look like a unicorn sneezed in here?” she whispered.

Vivi slowly stepped inside.

No music.

No warmup stretching.

No Miss Charity singing off-key to the piano track like usual.

Just silence.

Then Miss Charity burst out of Studio A looking as if she had just discovered that all of her coffee had been replaced with pickle juice.

“Girls!” she cried. “Don’t step in it!”

Too late.

Ellie’s sneaker slid sideways and she windmilled her arms dramatically before Vivi caught her.

“What happened?” Vivi asked calmly.

Miss Charity pressed both hands to her temples.

“I don’t know. When I unlocked the doors this morning, everything was like this. The music system in Studio B is fried. The costume rack is missing three competition dresses. And someone glued the light switch in the bathroom to the ON position.”

Ellie gasped.

“That’s diabolical.”

Vivi’s eyes narrowed.

Not random.

Planned.

Strategic.

And very, very sparkly.

“Was anything stolen besides the costumes?” Vivi asked.

Miss Charity shook her head.

“Just those three blue solo dresses. The ones for the junior lyrical group.”

Ellie’s face went pale.

“That’s our group.”

Silence fell heavy and glittery between them.

Vivi turned slowly toward the crooked competition flyer on the wall.

Regional Dance Championship: Two Weeks Away

Two weeks.

Someone didn’t want them performing.

And then, just as the pieces began lining up in Vivi’s mind like dominoes wearing ballet slippers, she saw it.

Tucked barely beneath the fallen trophy case.

A small black card.

With a silver symbol stamped in the center.

A compass.

Ellie saw it too.

Their eyes met.

They did not speak.

They didn’t have to.

The Network.
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Chapter 2: Operation: Pirouette Panic
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By the time school ended that afternoon, the Agents of Mystery had assembled in their official headquarters.

Which looked suspiciously like Vivi and Ellie’s treehouse.

Officer Tato sat at attention, tail thumping like a drumroll.

Vivi placed the black card in the center of their round folding table.

Angelina leaned in, eyes wide.

Mia, who was six and extremely serious about snacks, munched pretzels thoughtfully.

“You’re sure this is Network?” Angelina asked.

Ellie pointed dramatically.

“Silver compass. Matte black background. Zero personality. Definitely Network.”

Mia swallowed.

“Are they like... evil ballerinas?”

“Worse,” Vivi said quietly.

“They’re organized.”

Angelina shivered.

Vivi paced.

“Let’s review the facts. Studio vandalized. Costumes missing. Sound system destroyed. Competition in two weeks. That means motive.”

“To ruin Miss Charity,” Ellie said.

“Or ruin us,” Angelina added.

Mia raised her hand.

“Or ruin dancing.”

Everyone turned to her.

Ellie blinked.

“That would be truly evil.”

Officer Tato barked once in agreement.

Vivi stopped pacing.

“There’s more. This wasn’t chaotic. It was targeted. Only junior lyrical costumes were taken. That suggests insider knowledge.”

Angelina gasped.

“A traitor?”

Ellie dramatically grabbed a pillow and clutched it to her chest.

“Not from our studio.”

Vivi’s voice lowered.

“We don’t know that yet.”

Wind rustled the leaves outside.

Tato growled softly at absolutely nothing.

Mia whispered, “This feels like a chapter ending.”

Vivi straightened.

“Tomorrow, we investigate.”

Angelina nodded.

Ellie cracked her knuckles.

“Operation: Pirouette Panic is officially underway.”

And somewhere, in another part of town, someone was watching.
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Chapter 3: The Rival Across Town
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The next afternoon, the Agents stood across the street from their biggest clue yet.

A tall brick building with enormous windows.

A glossy banner stretched across the front:

Velocity Elite Dance Company

Where Champions Are Made

Ellie squinted.

“That’s aggressive branding.”

Angelina crossed her arms.

“They’ve beaten us the last two years at Regionals.”

Mia tilted her head.

“Do champions usually sabotage light switches?”

Vivi studied the entrance.

Fresh paint. Perfect signage. Trophies gleaming in the window like polished bragging rights.

Too polished.

“We’re not accusing,” Vivi said calmly. “We’re observing.”

Officer Tato sneezed.

Ellie crouched beside him.

“Even Tato thinks something smells weird.”

They watched dancers stream in and out. Matching warmups. Matching bags. Very synchronized.

Too synchronized.

Then the door opened again.

And out stepped a girl about their age wearing a Velocity jacket.

She carried something blue.

Vivi’s stomach dropped.

Blue fabric.

Flowing.

Lyrical.

The girl adjusted the bag and the corner slipped free.

It was unmistakable.

A silver swirl stitched near the hem.

The exact swirl from Miss Charity’s missing junior lyrical costumes.

Angelina inhaled sharply.

Ellie whispered, “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Mia blinked.

“Is this the part where we gasp dramatically?”

“Yes,” Ellie said.

They gasped.

The girl disappeared into a waiting car before they could react.

Vivi’s jaw set.

“This just escalated.”
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Chapter 4: The Costume Tag
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Back at the studio that evening, Vivi requested permission from Miss Charity to help clean up.

Miss Charity was too stressed to question why four children were taking measurements of glitter patterns.

While Angelina distracted Miss Charity with questions about choreography, Vivi and Ellie inspected the costume rack.

Mia was in charge of crawling.

She slid under tables, behind mirrors, and once accidentally into a rolling garment bin.

“Found something!” she called.

They rushed over.

Clutched in Mia’s tiny hand was a ripped tag.

From one of the missing dresses.

Vivi examined it closely.

The tag had been torn in a hurry.

But written on the back, faintly in pencil, were three letters: V.E.D.

Ellie’s eyes widened.

“Velocity. Elite. Dance.”

Angelina looked pale.

“They’re framing us.”

Vivi shook her head slowly.

“No. They’re not framing us.”

She held up the black Network card they had found earlier.

“They’re working with The Network.”

A deliberate partnership.

Professional sabotage.

Mia raised her hand again.

“Can six year olds be mad?”

“Yes,” Ellie said firmly. “You may be mad.”

Mia nodded solemnly.

“Then I am mad.”
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Chapter 5: The Music Meltdown
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The next morning, disaster struck again.

Studio B’s backup sound system exploded into static during rehearsal.

Then smoke.

Actual smoke.

Dancers screamed.

Miss Charity unplugged everything with heroic panic.

Rehearsal was canceled.

Parents whispered.

Rumors spread like spilled glitter.

“Maybe they can’t compete this year.”

“Maybe they’ll withdraw.”

Withdraw.

That word clanged in Vivi’s brain like a warning bell.

That was the goal.

Not just embarrassment.

Elimination.

Angelina approached Vivi quietly.

“My mom says Velocity added three new sponsors this month.”

“Who?” Vivi asked.

Angelina hesitated.

“One is called Silver Compass Consulting.”

Silence.

Ellie blinked slowly.

“That is not subtle.”

Vivi felt the puzzle locking into place.

Velocity didn’t just steal costumes.

They were financially tied to The Network.

A partnership built on sabotage.

And suddenly, Miss Charity walked in looking more defeated than Vivi had ever seen her.

“If we can’t rehearse safely,” she said softly, “we may have to pull out of Regionals.”

Ellie looked at Vivi.

This wasn’t just about a dance.

It was about Miss Charity’s dream.

And someone was trying to crush it under designer jazz shoes.

Vivi stood.

“We won’t let that happen.”
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Chapter 6: The Junior Detectives Go Undercover
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Angelina volunteered first.

“I’ll audition for Velocity’s open workshop tomorrow.”

Ellie gasped.

“Undercover?”

Angelina nodded.

“I can handle it.”

Mia tugged Vivi’s sleeve.

“I can go too. I look harmless.”

“That’s because you are six,” Ellie said.

“Exactly,” Mia replied wisely.

Vivi thought quickly.

“If Angelina gets inside, she can confirm whether they have the costumes.”

“And whether Silver Compass is connected,” Ellie added.

Officer Tato barked once in approval.

The plan formed rapidly.

Angelina would attend the workshop.

Mia would pretend to be her “adorable little sister.”

Ellie would monitor social media and sponsorship records.

Vivi would meet with Miss Charity and stall the withdrawal decision.

It was risky.

It was bold.

It was absolutely something The Network would not expect.

That night, as Angelina packed her dance bag, she found something tucked in the side pocket.

A small folded paper.

With the silver compass symbol on the front.

Her hands trembled as she opened it.

Three words were written inside: Stay in your lane.
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Chapter 7: Inside Velocity
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Velocity Elite did not smell like glitter.

It smelled like ambition.

Angelina noticed it the moment she stepped inside the tall glass doors the next morning. Everything gleamed. The floors shone like still water. The mirrors were so spotless they felt judgmental.

Mia clutched her hand, wide eyed but composed. She wore a tiny pink warm up jacket and a bow that suggested innocence but hid a surprisingly strategic mind.

At the front desk sat a woman with sleek hair pulled into a bun so tight it could probably detect lies.

“Workshop sign in?” the woman asked briskly.

Angelina nodded, using her best polite competition voice.

“Yes ma’am.”

She wrote her name carefully. No tremor. No hesitation.

Mia peeked over the desk.

“Do you sell cookies here?” she asked sweetly.

The woman blinked.

“No.”

Mia sighed dramatically.

“That seems like a missed opportunity.”

Angelina coughed to hide a laugh.

They were escorted into Studio Three, the largest room in the building. About twenty dancers stretched across the floor. Every one of them wore Velocity jackets.

Angelina felt the weight of being an outsider.

Good, she told herself. Outsiders observe better.

As class began, she scanned the room. Trophy shelves lined the back wall. Framed photos of winning teams filled the side.

Then she saw it.

Near the costume closet.

A rolling rack.

Covered in a garment bag.

Blue fabric peeked from the zipper.

Her heart skipped.

She could not stare.

She could not react.

The instructor clapped sharply.

“Five
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