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Annabel entered the restaurant and noticed a guy sitting at a

table fitting the disguised appearance of the guy she saw on

her computer. She walked up to the table and greeted him:

“Hi! I’m Annabel Page’s friend. Are you Bob Smith?”

“I sure am. Would you like to see her?”

“Yes!”

He finished his hamburger, stood up and waved forward.

She followed him to his car. While on its way, it swerved in

front of a bicyclist. Annabel sneered while reaching inside

her pocket for her phone.

He sneered asking, “Who you calling?”

“I just want to let someone know I’m okay.”

The car suddenly came to a quick stop nearby a steep

slope. “Give me that phone you bitch,” he yelled.



She  quickly  got  out  of  the  car  trying  to  escape.  He

quickly got out to  catch up to her.  He held her with his

chest clutched up against her back and knock the phone out

of her hand. He then stooped down, picked up the phone

and  glanced  at  it  while  the  bicyclist  approached  from

behind to suddenly stop with enough momentum to leap

forward and grab the arms of the fellow. They fell to the

ground. The guy with the phone still in hand reached for his

gun. The bicyclist was able to knock it away. As they stood

up,  the  bicyclist  pushed  the  guy  backward  for  him  to

tumble down the slope to about twenty feet.

The bicyclist picked up the gun, pointed it at the guy and

yelled. “You have ten seconds before I shoot.”

The guy quickly hurried farther down to a bushy area.

“He has my phone,” Annabel informed the bicyclist.

“Why were you with him?”

“I’m trying to find my friend. He knows where she is,

but I think she’s imprisoned by a gang he’s with.”

“I’m Greg Banner. I have a phone at home you can use.

Can you drive that van?”



She got into the van and followed him to a small house.

He led her in and pointed at a phone. “You can stay for the

night  in  my  mother’s  room.  She’s  in  the  hospital  with

cancer.”

“What’s her name?”

“Sara Banner,” he replied walking towards the kitchen.

She quickly got the phone and pushed buttons.

“Hello,” she heard Leona answer.

“I’m in trouble,” Annabel confessed. “A bike rider saved

me, but I lost the phone.”

“You need to know something. Push seven three times.”

Annabel  did  and  listened:  “Hey,  I’m  the  new  guy,

Bogart. How’s the girl doing?”

Annabel recognized Bogart’s voice as the guy claiming

to be Bob Smith. Someone replied, “She’s in the basement

refusing to cooperate. Were you able to get the heroin?”

Annabel squeezed her eyes shut.



Bogart replied, “I met a friend of hers that we could also

use,  but  she  had  this  phone  I’m  now  using,  and  some

bastard on a bicycle got my gun and stole the van with the

heroin in it.  Hopefully, she doesn’t notify the police.  We

need to kill them.”

“We do have someone on the police force that can find

them. I’ll call him. He’ll soon be there.”

“Did you hear that?” Leona asked.

“The fellow here who saved me needs to hear it.”

“Does he have a need to know?”

“He was threatened and I have a need for him to know.”

“Okay, make sure he keeps it secret.”

When the bicyclist came back from the kitchen holding

a  couple  sandwiches,  Annabel  handed  him  the  phone,

saying, “Just push seven three times and listen.”

After doing as told and listening, he starred shaking his

head no and asked, “Who are you?”

“I’m undercover, but I’m also a thief who stole a van.”



“I’m your witness. You had the right to take it.”.

“Didn’t you hear him wanting to kill us? Hopefully, he

doesn’t know who you are or where you live.”

“I think I know where they’re keeping the girl. I know

someone who knows a secret way into the back basement

where they’d be keeping her.”

“Thanks! I now need to turn myself in for stealing the

van. I won’t tell them anything about you and your friend.

Please, it  needs to be kept secret. Lives are at stake. See

you later.”

“Are you nuts?” Greg asked staring with an open mouth

as Annabel walked outside to the van to get in and drive

back to the scene.

***

When arriving back at the scene, Annabel noticed a police

car. She parked beside it, got out and walked up to where

Bogart stood next to a policeman and policewoman.

“That’s her with my car,” he told them.”

“Who are you?” the policeman asked staring at Annabel.



“I’m confused,” she replied pointing at Bogart. “I was

trying to get away from him after he threatened me. I found

heroin hidden under the seat.”

“The  policewoman  noted,  “She  could  be  telling  the

truth.”

“She knows how to drive a stolen car,” the policeman

countered. “We’ll find out who she really is.”

“I’ve got things to do,” Bogart claimed.

“Go ahead,” the policeman granted. “You’re innocent. I

know that for sure.”

“His  claim  should  be  verified,”  the  policewoman

asserted.

“She’s lying,” Bogart claimed. “It’s her heroin. She was

hitchhiking. I didn’t know what she was carrying, and this

phone might help identify her.”

“That’s my phone,” Annabel yelled out. “I need it to call

my lawyer.”

The policeman faced the policewoman and pointed at

the police car. Annabel was escorted by the policewoman to



the police car while the policeman followed Bogart over to

his van and found the heroin under the seat.

“We need it,” Bogart claimed, “and she’s a threat.”

The policeman walked away leaving the heroin under

the seat.

***

When arriving at the police station, the policeman said

to the policewoman, “Go ahead, question her while I check

out her phone to find out what she’s up to.”

The policewoman guided Annabel into a small room and

removed the handcuffs.

“Don’t I get to call my lawyer?”

The policewoman pointed at a phone. Annabel got it and

pushed buttons.

“Hello,” Leona answered.

“I’m jailed. I trust a policewoman here who has a need

to know.”

“Have her push the buttons.”



The policewoman’s face had a puzzling look. Annabel

handed  her  the  phone  advising,  “Just  push  seven  three

times and listen.”

The policewoman did as was told and listened. “Who

are you?” she then asked.

“I’m undercover. I suspect your partner is the one that

was mentioned in the recording.”

“Yeah, I’ve been suspicious of him. I was easily hired

and uninformed. This is convincing evidence. What do you

want me to do to help without becoming another victim?”

Annabel  coughed  while  placing  her  left  hand  on  her

chest and bowing her head. The policewoman opened the

door and led the way out.

“She’s having heartburn,” she told a policeman sitting at

the front-desk.  “I’m taking her to the hospital.  We don’t

have much time to wait for an ambulance. She might not

make it.”

“Don’t you know CPR?” he asked.

“Not enough to save her,” the policewoman replied back

continuing on her way with Annabel.”



***

Bogart  parked  in  front  of  the  house  and  got  out  while

raising his hands to ensure those eyeing the camera screen

knew who he was. After continuing on into the house with

the heroin,  he faced guys staring at  him with their  arms

folded in front of their chests.

“Thanks guys! I got my car back along with the heroin.

Is that rich girl ready for it?”

“She’s  stupid,”  one  guy  replied.  “She  doesn’t  do

anything  but  lay  and  wait.  She’d  rather  starve  to  death

rather than have a good time with us along with something

good to eat.”

“He’s right,” another fellow said.  “I don’t think she’ll

live long enough to be exchanged for money, but she might

have some of that heroin if it’s beside her. It might save

her.”

***

Greg opened the door after hearing the knock. “Hello John,

he greeted his friend. “They kidnapped a rich girl. She’s in

the basement probably starving to get addicted to heroin.”



John sadly faced away. “That’s not good. I’m willing to

risk my life. How about you?”

“I’m ready.”

Greg followed John to his car. John drove it up the main

road to another hill. They got out and walked down a slope

through trees towards the back of a house.

“The secret way into the basement is at the tennis court,”

John pointed out.  “It’s  only about ten feet  from the first

post holding the net. If I have to carry her out, you’ll need

to stay behind to help lift her.”

They proceeded to the secret entrance covered by one of

two old posts holding the tennis court net. John tilted the

post towards the other one. An opening became apparent

with just  enough room to climb down with  the aid  of  a

rope-like  ladder.  He  went  slightly  downward to  a  secret

backdoor he knew how to open. It slid up to another level.

He  found  a  flashlight,  turned  it  on  and  saw  Donna

apparently asleep on the floor beside a bowl of pudding. He

approached  close  to  her  and  noticed  she  was  barely

breathing. He pushed on one of her shoulders. She opened

her eyes and looked ahead slowly shaking her head no.



“I’m  here  to  rescue  you,”  he  whispered.  “Some  girl

came  here  to  do  it.  She  now has  help.  Just  get  up  and

follow me.”

She slowly  turned over  to  lay  on her  front.  She  then

attempted to push herself up onto her knees. John put his

arms around each side of her stomach to help lift her up. He

then put his arms beneath her shoulders to help her slowly

walk forward and then up the ladder, but she didn’t have

enough energy to climb.

John pointed the flashlight upward for Greg to see its

light, reached down and managed to get a firm hold of her

arms. Together, they succeeded in getting her up.

While Greg managed to help her get to the tree area to

feed her a pop and banana, John went back down to lower

the secret backdoor before climbing his way back up and

out.

They  then  managed  to  help  her  walk  the  long  way

upward to the car where she lay in the backseat.

“John, here, is my friend,” Greg began explaining. “His

dad killed my dad. He was killed for trying to stop his dad

from drugging his wife in order to use her as a prostitute.



She overdosed and died. John testified against his dad who

is now serving a life sentence for murder. He still owns the

house and is letting the drug cartel use it for helping him

get his life prison term reduced. You now have a choice.

My mother is now in the hospital for cancer. You can either

stay in her room or go with John and stay with him inside

his grandfather’s house trailer.”

“We  should  take  her  right  to  the  hospital,”  John

suggested.

“It could be risky,” Greg advised.

John shrugged.

***

“I can’t find anything wrong with you,” the doctor said to

Annabel laying on a bed in the emergency room.

“I’m  faking  it  because  I’m  undercover,”  Annabel

replied. “The FBI will confirm it. You also have a patient

here with cancer.  Her name is Sara Banner.  I’ll make an

anonymous donation on her behalf.”



“That will need to be verified along with Sara Banner’s

permission,” the doctor replied. “Would you like to talk to

someone in charge?”

“Yep!”

He pushed a button on his speaker. “We have someone

claiming to be an anonymous donor.”

“Follow me,” the doctor soon said with a doubtful look

while eyeing the inexpensive clothes Annabel was wearing.

When they arrived at the office, the guy in charge also eyed

her clothes.

She sat in front of the desk saying, “I’m Annabel Page,

undercover wanting to save the life of the daughter of our

family’s maid from those who thinks she’s me. Just call the

FBI at this number. They’ll confirm it.”

“I have another number,” he replied while reaching for

his phone. He pushed its buttons and waited to reply, “You

know me. I’m here at the hospital. A girl patient is claiming

she is Annabel Page, undercover and wanting to make an

anonymous donation.”



“He’s checking it out,” the caller informed Annabel after

hanging up the phone. “Why’s a young girl like you willing

to risk your life to save a friend?”

“She’s the only real friend I’ve had all my life. We enjoy

doing stuff together. Other people just want to be nice to

get along with my parents for their money.”

“I guess there’s a problem with being rich.”

“I was given a million for my birthday. Instead of going

again to Europe with my parents, I just chose to stay home

to meet people. I can be friendly being just like them, but

my maid’s daughter used my computer and pretended to be

me, and just got captured by the guy she met up with.”

After about a half hour passed before the phone finally

rang. “Hello,” he answered and listened. He hung up after

listening a couple minutes and confirmed, “I recon you are

who  you  say  you  are.  Do  you  really  have  a  million  to

donate?”

Annabel reached for the phone. He handed it to her. She

dialed  a  special  bank  telephone  number.  Someone

answered, “Please state your request.”



This is Annabel Page wanting to grant a hospital access

to my account.”

“I’d like to stay in the same room with Sara Banner,”

Annabel  informed  after  hanging  up  the  phone.  “My

donation is to cover her cost as well as mine.”

“You still need her permission.”

“Tell her I need to remain anonymous and that I have the

right  to  terminate  the  donation  if  she  doesn’t  keep  it  a

secret.”

“Let’s go and find out.”

When they arrived, he pointed at Annabel and said, “She

needs a room to stay in. She’s willing to donate up to a

million dollars for your cause only if you keep it a secret.

Are you willing?”

While shaking her head no with her mouth open, Sara

just kept staring at Annabel wearing old worn-out clothes.

“I know your son Greg,” Annabel informed. “He saved

my life and that’s partly why I’m doing this. His life is also

now in danger for helping me. I might need your help in

saving both our lives.”



Sara folded her arms in front of her chest and stared to

the  right.  “Okay,”  she  finally  agreed,  “I  need  to  know

what’s going on.”

“I’m here to tell you,” Annabel replied and then faced

the guy in charge to say, “Just take from my account what

we now owe.”

After he nodded and left the room, Annabel said to Sara,

“Ask me anything you want to know.”

“Why aren’t you wearing more expensive clothes?”

“I’m  undercover.  I  have  a  close  friend  that  is  held

captive in a house your son told me about, and he said he

knows someone who knows a back way in.”

“I know you’re right about that. The owner killed my

husband and his wife. His son knows the back way in.”

“I just wanted to travel around and be like the people I

meet. I’m now not sure I can just do that and not get into

trouble with wrongful people.”

“Live and learn,”  Sara advised.  “That  itself  is  part  of

life. Hopefully, I’ll recover and go back to teaching.”

“What does your son plan to do?”



“He’s good at sports and hopes to get a scholarship, but

we’re too much in dept.”

“I sure would like to help him out.”

“Why do you want to?”

“He saved my life.”

“You must like him.”

“I do.”

“I’m sure he likes you too. I know I do.”

“I do too,” they heard Greg say as he stood standing in

the  doorway.  “Your  friend  Donna  is  also  here  at  the

hospital. She’ll be okay.”

“Oh! I can’t thank you as much as I want to,” Annabel

was so relieved to say.

“I’d also like to take you back to the house, but it’s now

too dangerous. The guy who helped me save Donna has a

grandfather and a good place for us to stay out of sight. Are

you interested?”

“I sure am!”



***

“What’s up?” the leader of the drug cartel angrily asked.

“That  rich  girl  was rescued,”  the  policeman informed

him. “We no longer have her.”

“What’s going on? Tell me!”

“A young girl came to rescue Annabel. Bogart had her,

but she reached for a phone. They got  out  of the car.  A

fellow on a bike rescued her. She came back and the police

had her in custody, but a policewoman let her escape.”

“Can you tell me something about the phone?”

“It belongs to the girl trying to find Annabel. I’m now

using it.”

“You stupid idiot,” the leader shouted, “it could be a spy

phone. You all are finished and I could be as well.”


