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Prologue 

 

Constantinople, January 1789 

 

Aimée rushed through the dark passageway. She turned a 

corner and pressed her body tight against the cold stone wall. 

She tried to still her racing heart to listen for the sounds of 

her pursuer. Would she hear footsteps or would silk slippers 

muffle them?  

Tears trickled down her cheeks. Leila had warned her. 

And now Leila was dead. Poisoned. Not by her own hand. 

Leila was murdered and Aimée could prove it. 

A sound, soft, no more than the rustle of silk. 

Aimée turned, running now. If she could get to the 

Peacock Salon, she would have a chance to escape. 

She slowed to take the last corner and slid to a stop. 

Blocking Aimée’s path was the source of her terror. 

Blonde hair fell down across a woman’s full form, her curves 

accented by strings of gold and jewels. Aimée felt like a thorn 

compared to this rose in full bloom. She couldn’t understand 

why this favored Russian slave was so threatened by her. 

“Ah…so there you are, you little pest,” the Russian girl 

said. Her voice was as sweet as poisoned honey. 

 



 

“Let me pass,” Aimée demanded with more courage than 

she felt. She spoke loudly, hoping someone would hear and 

come to scold her for making noise. But no one came. 

The Russian girl gave a mirthless laugh. And then she 

stepped closer to Aimée. 

“Do you know what happens to the cock who crows 

before it is time?” 

Aimée stepped back. “What do you mean?”  

“They cut off its head.” In the glow of the candlelight, 

Aimée saw the glint of a knife in the Russian’s hand. 

Aimée screamed.  

 



 

 

 



 

 

1 
An Old Diary  

and a Weird Feeling 

My view on rules is that they are only suggestions. Even 

Dad’s ten rules of survival. The key is to know when and how 

to bend them. I’m still working on that part. 

We landed late last night in the city of Istanbul, Turkey. 

The ‘we’ meaning Mom, me, and Gordy, my sort-of foster 

brother. Mom and I took Gordy in because once you’re past 

the cute baby stage, you’re considered disposable in the foster 

care system. No one adopts an eleven-year-old, slippery 

fingered, cardsharp-grifter. Their loss is my gain—you never 

know when you’ll need those skills.  

Mom’s on another one of her “working” vacations. She 

received an offer she couldn’t refuse cataloging some old stuff 

found in the basement of the Topkapi Museum. Long before 

becoming a display case for faded treasures, the Ottoman 

sultans called it home. The museum isn’t just a bunch of glass 

 



 

cases, but palatial buildings, tiled rooms, gardens overlooking 

the Bosporus, hidden passageways, and a door with the word 

Forbidden over it. I know a mystery awaits me. 

“Sweetie?”  

“Um…yeah?”  

It’s Mom, the one glitch in my plans for exploration. She 

said this trip would be good for me. A chance to visit Anatolia. 

It’s a region here in Turkey where I was born by accident 

twelve years ago and the inspiration for my name. The name 

was no accident, but a premeditated crime. Everyone who 

knows what’s good for them knows better than to call me 

Anatolia. It’s just Ana. 

“A couple of days. I promise,” Mom says. “I have planned 

a great trip for us outside the city. I’ve made arrangements for 

a driver to escort you and Gordy around Istanbul while I work. 

No nannies this time.” She smiles when she says nanny. After 

the incident in Petra, Jordan, last year with Mrs. Brown, aka 

Gordy’s fake mom and my former evil nanny, I won’t even 

let her hire a baby-sitter in New York. I guess you could say I 

haven’t had a good experience with people paid to watch me. 

Especially when one turns out to be a criminal mastermind. 

Firat bin Suleiman, our driver, is waiting for us in our 

hotel lobby. This place has acres of polished marble floors just 

made for sliding over in your socks. But that will have to wait. 

 



 

Mom holds both of us in a vise grip, delivering Gordy and me 

to a car waiting outside.  

“Mr. Suleiman, this is Ana and Gordy,” Mom says over 

her shoulder as she pushes us into the back seat. “This is your 

driver, Firat.” Firat grins at me as he closes the door. Mom 

leans in through the open window. “Lose Firat, and you and 

Gordy will spend the rest of your vacation locked inside this 

hotel.”  

I know where Mom got the idea. This resort was once a 

Turkish prison for women. 

“Merhaba, Miss Ana and Mr. Gordy,” Firat says through 

the window. “Welcome to the Magic Carpet.” 

Magic Carpet Tours is the name of his car service. It looks 

like it has been on a lot of hard trips, with well-worn seats and 

hundreds of stickers plastered to the back of them with names 

of mysterious-sounding places: Cappadocia, Antalya, 

Izmir…If only I could snap my fingers and instantly transport 

us to one of these places. 

“Welcome, welcome,” Firat says. Firat reminds me of the 

Energizer Bunny: short, fuzzy, and wearing a pink sequined 

vest. In the time it takes for him to greet us, he has tugged on 

his left ear, pumped both of our hands too hard, and fanned 

out a handful of tourist brochures highlighting the sights of 

Istanbul.  

 



 

“I was thinking...” Gordy slides a small guidebook from 

his pant pocket. 

“Of course.” I roll my eyes. 

Gordy is kind of small like me, but with warm blue eyes 

and shaggy blond hair, usually in his eyes. He looks innocent 

enough, but he always has a trick or two up his sleeve. 

“Where would you like to go, Miss? Sir?” Firat asks. He 

fidgets in his seat like a kid on the last day of school. 

“Well... maybe a visit to the Blue Mosque, a boat ride on 

the Bosporus, a Turkish bath...” Gordy could list options all 

day.  

In Firat’s pile of brochures I spot a picture of a market 

teeming with people and shops, the perfect place to disappear 

for an afternoon. “The Grand Bazaar,” I say. “Someone owes 

me a new journal.”  

The Magic Carpet weaves in and out of traffic full speed 

ahead, everything a blur as Firat calls out the famous sights. I 

wonder if he learned to drive in New York.   

“I’m best tour guide in Istanbul. I am very good with 

children. Mrs. Steppe will be very happy,” Firat says. “And 

soon I will be a father.” Firat’s beaming smile is reflected in 

the driver’s mirror as we screech to a sudden stop. “Here we 

are, the Old Book Bazaar. The Magic Carpet is not allowed 

inside.”  

 



 

I open my mouth to correct Firat. Mom’s a ‘doctor’, not a 

‘missus’, especially since Dad’s been gone. Now she puts 

work first. But my words are forgotten as I look around me. 

The market buzzes, a hive of activity. The narrow, crooked 

streets are swarming with people. Before I can even pull on 

the handle, Firat is opening the car door. He points to a shop 

two doors away. “Miss Ana, this is a good place to find what 

you seek. I will wait with the Magic Carpet and keep my eye 

on you.” 

Gordy and I stand outside the bookstore. Firat was only 

partly right; it looks like a nice shop, full of new books. But 

so not what I’m hoping for. I want a journal with the strong 

smell of leather that feels soft to the touch, with pages worthy 

of being filled with my brilliant ideas, plots to be carried out 

in secret, escape techniques, and observations about people 

that they probably wouldn’t want noticed. Just like the journal 

Dad gave me. The one Gordy made me lose in Petra. 

“Let’s try one of the shops farther down,” I say. Gordy 

glances back at Firat, who is leaning against the side of the 

car, tracking our progress. He’s also talking on his cell phone, 

one hand gesturing wildly. I wonder if he is really focused on 

us. 

Gordy gives me a slight nod, and without saying a word, 

we drop and scramble. We both hate being watched. 

 



 

I find what I’m looking for two stalls away, a place with 

stacks of dusty, old books piled high and a narrow path 

running through the center of it. Gordy stands and sneezes 

three times. Perfect. The shopkeeper glares at us. I don’t even 

think about asking for his help. 

“You search this half,” I instruct Gordy, dividing the store 

with my hand. “Look for a blank journal or diary, but it has to 

have a leather cover.” We work silently for several minutes, 

each of us methodically running our hands over the stacks. I 

try to block out the constant chatter of other shopkeepers 

luring tourists in to buy their wares as I reject one leather tome 

after another.  

“I found one!” Gordy holds up a battered leather book. 

The binding is stained with bleached dots, like it had been 

dropped in salty water. “Wait,” Gordy says again. “There’s 

writing in it.” 

It takes me a minute to wiggle my way over to him. The 

book is soft and weathered with a salty aroma that makes me 

think of adventures on the high seas. I open it. Gordy’s right, 

someone’s been writing in it, but from the looks of it, not in a 

long time. The ink blots in places. It wasn’t written with a 

ballpoint pen, that’s for sure. The cursive script makes it much 

harder to decipher than if it had been written on a computer. 

But there’s something about the cramped letters, with certain 

 



 

words underlined, like the writer had scribbled fast and 

furious, to win an argument, or prove a point. I don’t know 

why, but I am certain it’s a her, not a him. 

“Is that Arabic?” Gordy says, wedging in next to me. 

I study the writing. I know at least ten words in ten 

languages, Arabic and Turkish included. But this is French.  

“Parlez-vous français?” I ask. 

“Pardon who?” Gordy says back.  

I guess not. I have a lot of special talents, like annoying 

people who think they are important, remembering patterns of 

streets and maps, and picking up foreign languages without 

trying. Part of it comes from traveling the globe with my 

parents. Part of it from Marymount Academy for Girls—

which I despise because it’s full of snobs—a language magnet 

school, where half the classes are taught in English and the 

other half in French. I flip through the book, looking for 

familiar verbs and nouns.  

“Whoa, there are a lot of blank pages,” Gordy says.  

True. Barely a quarter of the book has writing on it. “This 

is the one I want,” I say.  

“Really?” Gordy sounds overly hopeful. Probably 

because for each of the last 253 days I have reminded him of 

the ultimate sacrifice I made in Petra, saving him rather than 

 



 

my journal. Gordy has many special talents, too—swimming 

is not one of them.     

We wiggle our way back to the shopkeeper. I hand him 

the book, happy with my find. He turns it over front to back. 

He looks inside the front cover, then the back. Then he flips 

through it a few times, before pulling a tattered ledger from a 

drawer.  

“No price tag,” the shopkeeper says. 

I nod. 

“There’s no record of this.” He points to the ledger. “I 

cannot sell it without a price.” 

“Can you make one up?” Gordy says. “We should get a 

discount because someone’s written in it.” The shopkeeper 

does not appear amused. But Gordy persists. He’s like a dog 

on a bone. I told him I want it, and he’s going to buy it for me.  

As the two of them bicker, I mean barter, I watch the 

people walking past the stalls. Tourists, mostly. A group of 

women covered head to toe in black robes with only a slit for 

their eyes move through in a clump, giggling. One of the 

women, much taller and broader than the others, pulls away 

from the group and halts. She looks right at me. A sudden chill 

runs up my arm and tingles in the back of my neck. A light 

above one of the shops illuminates her face, revealing brown 

 



 

eyes flecked with gold. I know those eyes. But that’s 

impossible.  

“Got it,” Gordy says, handing me my book, wrapped in 

paper and tied with string. “We’re even now.” 

“Maybe.” I’m suddenly sad. When will I stop seeing my 

dad in the faces of others, even burley burka ladies? It’s like 

my mind is playing tricks on me, reminding me all the time 

that Dad is gone. I search for the woman in the crowd, but she 

too has disappeared.  

I clutch my journal to my chest, determined to shake the 

weird feeling and get back to business. Gordy and I have one 

week in Turkey, with at least half of it on our own. I don’t 

count Firat because he might think he is the best guide in 

Istanbul, but he’s no match for me and Gordy. If we choose to 

lose him, he’s a goner. 

Two men push past us as we start to leave, knocking me 

hard into a stack of books. 

“Watch where you’re going!” Gordy yells after them.  

The shopkeeper looks at the two scruffy men and then 

back at me, his eyes guarded. He flicks his fingers in a shooing 

motion.  

“Intabih le nafsak,” he says.  

 



 

 

Authors’ Note 

While Uncovered in Istanbul is a work of fiction, we were 

inspired by a legend about young French girl, Aimée du Buc 

de Rivéry, who was lost at sea, presumed to have been the 

victim of Barbary pirates. Aimée was said to have been sold 

into slavery to the Ottoman Court. She lived the rest of her life 

in the Topkapi Palace, becoming known as Nakshedil.  She 

rose to great influence as the Valide Sultan (Queen Mother), 

sharing her knowledge of French language and civilization 

with Sultan Abdul Hamid I and their son, Sultan Mahmud II. 

Historians have not found evidence to prove that Nakshedil is 

the missing French girl Aimée. They also have not found 

evidence to disprove it! 

 

There is a Turkish family who traces their lineage to the 

last Ottoman sultan. However, our Mr. Osman is entirely 

fictional.  

Finally, the Topkapi Palace is a museum today and is a 

must-see the next time you are in Istanbul. However, we do 

not recommend that you go looking for secret passages. 
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“The Anatolia Steppe Mysteries series  

debuts with this craftily plotted novel crammed  

with mistaken identities, false leads,  

enigmatic clues, and narrow escapes.” 

Publishers Weekly Starred Review 
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