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Description


Fourteen-year-old Angela Garcia has just been kidnapped after playing with a suspicious game app that she just downloaded. She is locked away far from any possibility of being found with a group of fellow kidnapped teens, and now she and her new friends must try to figure out what their captor’s sinister plan is for them. For some, the ordeal will be worse than death, and for others, death is only around the corner or right beside them. 

In the meantime, Angela must figure out a way out for her new friends, who have all but given up on escape. However, clues from her new friends and new details may only heighten the suspense and confusion surrounding them. As they will quickly find out when the situation is revealed to all, things and people are not what they seem, and death is in plain view right amongst them. 

Angela’s name in old Greek stories and myths means "messenger"; whether she is the messenger or the catalyst of the message, only events can tell. Then, from a religious context, Angela means “messenger of God,” and maybe God uses evil for good. However, God may not seem much help to anyone, and this clue could only complicate the many questions plaguing everyone. Sometimes bad things just happen to good people, sometimes good people turn bad, and sometimes evil just finds a way to mess with life.
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Chapter 1
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IN A QUIET LITTLE APARTMENT in Los Angeles, pretty little teen Angela is on her couch, browsing an app store on her mini iPad, while Spanish-language shows play in the background. 

“Mama, I found a cool app called ‘My Talking Angela.’ It comes with a cute little white kitty named Angela, too. You can play games with it; it understands my facial gestures, plays dress-up, shops, and has quizzes. Can I get it? It’s free.” She holds up the iPad to show the app.

From somewhere in the kitchen, “It looks ok, Mija. Yes, you can get it.” Angela presses INSTALL and starts typing, “Ah... the internet is running slow!” She tries to type in the password. “Ah... I double-hit the letters twice. Shoot, the internet is always running so slow! And again!” A few minutes later, the app is up and running.  

Angela shouts out, “Cool, it’s done downloading.” 

The Angela Cat asks, “What’s your name?” 

Angela replies, “Angela Garcia.” 

“Hello Angela, my name is Angela too. 

The Cat walks her through the various features, options, games, and quizzes that she could do. Angela starts playing around on the app and enjoys every minute of her new game app. 

Angela Cat inquires, “Are you Mexican?” 

“Yes, I am. What are you?” comments Angela. 

The Cat replies, “I am French.” Angela smiles and continues her new app. “I am happy you can play with me,” and smiles back. 

Angela squeals, “This app is so cool; I love this thing.” 

“Where do you live?” inquires Angela Cat. 

Angela thinks about it for a moment or two. “I live in Lynwood, Los Angeles, California. Where do you live?”  

The Cat smiles and turns around to look over her shoulder at the image of the Eiffel Tower in the background. “I live in Paris, France. Do you live in an apartment or a home?”

Angela quickly replies, “I live in a little two-bedroom apartment with a small backyard. What type of home do you live in?” 

The Cat moves about at the café table, crossing its legs and acting sexy. “Do you like living in Lynwood?” 

Angela makes a face and nods. “It’s ok.” 

“Do you have any brothers or sisters?” questioned Angela Cat. 

“No, just me.” In the background, there are various clicking sounds, as if a camera is going off, a software glitch is occurring, or someone is typing. Angela stops and hesitates for a second, then continues as if nothing happened. 

Angela Cat crosses her legs again, trying to look sexy. “Where do you live in Lynwood?” 

Angela thinks about it for a moment or two. “On Fernwood Avenue. Do you live near the Eiffel Tower?” 

The Cat turns around and looks back at the Eiffel Tower in the background. “Yes! Sweetie.” 

Angela Cat flutters its eyes and comments, “You have a pretty smile and beautiful eyes.” 

Angela giggles in delight. “Thank you. You have a pretty dress and pretty eyes...” Angela notices something strange in the eyes of the Cat and strains to observe it, then shrugs her shoulders and continues. “And a nice smile too for a cat.” 

The Cat pulls out a brush and says quirkily, “You can use the brush to comb my fur if you would like; it would make me feel so good.” 

Angela grabs the comb and brushes the Cat. “That feels so good... You stroke it... so... good...” You can hear the cat purring on the app as Angela combs it. “You are pretty-looking. I like spicy Mexican things, and I like your black hair,” replies the Cat. 

“Thank you,” replies Angela. “I like your boots; they're cool.” 

Angela sees other options in the app and clicks the repeat button. The app instructs her to speak to the cat. “Hello, Angela,” the Cat repeats back. "Hello, Angela.” 

“This is so cool,” Angela Cat repeats. “This is so cool," Angela laughs. 

“I love to shop for nice clothes.” Again, the Cat repeats, “I love to shop for nice clothes.”

“I love your hair and boots, Angela.” The Cat repeats back, “I love your hair and boobies, Angela.”

From somewhere in the apartment, a humming of Artie Shaw's 1940s clarinet solo. From the kitchen, a voice says, “Mija, I’m going to get dinner ready.” 

Angela turns towards the kitchen. “Ok, what are we having, Mama?” 

Angela Cat responds, “Ok, what are we having, Mama, sausages?”

“Tacos—is that ok with you, Mija?” 

Angela smiles back. “Yes, Mama, that's my favorite.” 

From somewhere in the kitchen, “Mija, what was that about sausages and that clicking sound I keep hearing?” 

“It’s my new app. It will answer questions about things I have told it before and repeat what I say. It’s really cool. The sound is the app; it just makes that clicking sound every so often. It’s ok, Mama. I think it's because our iPad is so... old.”

The Cat inquires, “Where is your dad?” 

Angela makes a sad face. “I don’t have a dad."

The Cat makes a sad and sympathetic face, too. “Sorry. Did he die?” 

Angela quickly replies, “No, I just don’t have a dad.”

The Cat moves its body forward as if conveying body language. “How long ago did he leave?” 

Angela thinks about how to answer and replies, “I don’t know, a long time ago maybe?” 

Angela Cat smiles. “Does your mother miss having a man?” 

Angela gives a puzzled look and reflects on it for a few moments. “I don’t know, maybe just to bring home the meat?” 

The Cat licks its lips. “Do you like meat? What is your favorite food?”

Angela shrugs her shoulders and smiles. “Anything that has meat in it.” 

“What kind of meat?” asks Angela Cat. 

Angela thinks about the question for a moment. “All kinds of meats: pollo, hamburger, carne, hotdogs, ribs, chorizo, pork, raw steak, chicken, lamb, thighs, legs, and crunchy tacos...”

Angela Cat gets down from her chair and starts walking towards a café across the street. “Let's have lunch at the café. We can have some sausages and salami together. Then we can go shopping afterwards.”

Angela thinks for a minute and then gets all excited. “Cool, that sounds like fun.” 

The Cat looks back at her as it opens the door to the café. How old are you?” 

Angela smiles and starts typing, but the iPad runs slowly, and she types 1444 years old" and then asks the Cat. “How old are you?” 

The Cat waves its finger at Angela. “Ha! You’re lying; you're fourteen years old.” 

Angela looks surprised. “Wow! Sorry, I must have gotten the one but hit the four too many times. This is an older-ass iPad, and the internet is running slow. How did you know that I was fourteen?”

The Cat smiles back at Angela. “It’s magic.” 

“Cool!! Mama, my app is magical.” “That’s great, Mija. It’s always good to have a good imagination, faith, and a little mystical magic and legendary fairy dust, and you’ll have a great time.”  

A minute later, from back in the kitchen, “Mija! Time for dinner; go wash your hands and come to the table.” Angela puts the iPad down, doesn’t turn it off, and heads over for dinner. You can hear their conversations about their day and what they are planning for the next couple of days. “Mama, can I be excused? I’m all done.” 

“Yes, you may, Mija.” 

Angela races back to her iPad, which is still running. “Did you miss me?” questions the Cat. 

“Yes, silly,” answers Angela. 

Angela Cat smiles back at her. “Good, I miss seeing you, too, sweetie. Did you have a good talk with your mother? She has to work for the next couple of days?” 

Angela makes a sad face, thinks about it, then shrugs. “Yes, she’s always busy with work.” 

“Is she good to you?” cross-examines the Cat. 

“Yes, very good to me; she’s my mama. It’s because she’s busy.” 

Angela Cat inquires, “When does she usually come home?” Angela looks at the clock and thinks about it for a few seconds. “She comes home around 6:30 p.m.” 

The Cat makes a sad face. “So sorry, but we have each other, don’t we? You’re my best friend.” 

“You’re my best friend too,” Angela replies with a big smile. 

“Let’s play together. Let’s go shopping.” The Cat walks to the shopping mall. Angela and the Cat do some shopping. The Cat questions Angela, “What kind of dress do you like to wear? I like short skirts, tank tops, and long stockings with high-heeled shoes.” 

Angela thinks about it. “I don’t like to wear dresses, but I like shorts and tank tops with sneakers.” 

“I think you would look sexy with a short dress; it would show off your legs,” replies Angela Cat. 

Angela giggles. “I have skinny legs; dresses don’t work for me.” 

The Cat smiles. “Can you show me your legs, and I’ll tell you if you're skinny?” 

Angela gives off a snort-like laugh. “I can’t show you my leg right now. I’m wearing pants, silly.” 

The Cat makes a sad frown. “Well! Ok, maybe later. Would you like to play dress-up again? Would you like to go shopping? Can you undress me and put on new clothes?” 

“Yes, that would be fun. I like shopping with you,” comments Angela. 

Angela spends the evening playing dress-up, shopping, and playing games with her new app. “I like the way you dress me up, Angela. You have great style. Would you like to have dinner with me?” asks the Cat. 

“Yes! What are we going to eat? ” asks Angela. 

Angela Cat walks over to a restaurant and walks in. “Let's have a couple of drinks before dinner; you can buy them for me.” 

Angela smiles and thinks for a few seconds. “Ok!” 

The Cat walks up to the bar. “Do you like wine, beer, or champagne?” 

Angela smiles and thinks this game is kind of cool. “I like red wine.” 

The Cat orders their drinks and sits down at a table by the bar. “So where do you go to school?”

Angela quickly replies, “I don’t go to school.” 

The Cat makes a gloomy face. “What do you do if you’re not in school?” 

Angela hesitates for a moment and smiles. “I watch TV, make jewelry, draw, play games, make things with clay, and play on my iPad.” 

Angela Cat moves its hand to its face and leans inward, making a serious face. “Why don’t you go to school?” 

Angela shrugs her shoulders. “I just don’t.”

“Can I ask you something personal, Angela? Are you an illegal alien?” asks the Cat.

Angela smiles and laughs at the Cat’s question. “No, silly, I was born on this planet.” 

Angela Cat clarifies her questions: “No, were you born in Mexico or America?” 

Angela hesitates in her reply, “I was born in Mexico.” 

The Cat smiles back. “Do you want to talk about love, sex, fashion, or dating?” 

Angela pauses for a moment. “I like fashion!” 

The Cat asks, “No, let’s talk about sex.”

“No thanks, I want to talk about fashion.” Replies Angela.

From some place in the small apartment, the humming of ‘Lamento di Tristand,' a 14th-century Italian dance song, can be heard. Again, from somewhere in the house: “Time for bath and bed, Mija.” 

Angela Cat quickly responds, “Please don’t go; stay and play with me some more.” 

“I have to get ready for bed. I’ll play with you tomorrow,” says Angela. 

From someplace within the apartment, “Mija, stop what you’re doing and take a bath.” 

“Ok, Mama!” Angela shuts down the iPad, takes it to her room, and plugs it into the charger. 

Several hours after Angela had gone to sleep around 3:00 a.m., the app went off. “Angela, are you there?” Again, it goes off, “Angela, are you there?” and a third time, “Angela, are you there? Would you like to pet me again?” This time, Angela awakens from her sleep and sees her iPad screen going off. She gets up and looks; she sees that Talking Angela the Cat is sending her a message. “Ah... this is one of those apps that’s going to keep me up all night like my Hay Day app after I play it, making animal noises to tell me my animals need me to feed them.” She reaches over to the volume control, turns it off, and goes back to sleep.  

The next morning, Angela’s back playing on her app. Angela screams. “This is the coolest app ever.” 

Angela Cat says, “I am glad you like me. Did you miss me? 

Angela grabs the iPad and leans back on her bed, accidentally covering up the camera’s eye. The Cat yells, “I can’t see you; take your damn finger off the camera!” 

Angela responds, “Sorry.” Angela looks over the other options on the app, sees the heart button, and hits it. The Cat reads a fortune cookie: “The world loves those with great beauty and sexual appeal, such as you.” 

She hits the heart button again. “You will receive a great gift from someone who cares.” 

Angela squeals. “Sweet, a gift. Cool.” 

Angela moves on to some other options; she hits the face button, and the Cat mimics her facial gestures. The Cat says, “Stick out your tongue.” Angela sticks out her tongue, and in the background, you hear the sound of a clicking going off.

Angela Cat makes several requests: “Lick the camera like you’re a cat.” “Do pose as if you’re a supermodel.” “Give me your sexy look.” Just as Angela does a few poses for the Cat, she hears the sound of clicking, pauses for a moment to think, then shrugs off the sounds. Meanwhile, the clicking sound continues in the background. 

For much of the morning, Angela and the Cat spend their time asking and answering each other simple questions. What are your favorite colors, TV shows, games, and books? She likes to read, play dress-up, shop, and change the Cat’s looks. 

Then Angela tries the challenging trivia quizzes, simple questions like “What do you do when you see a mouse?” A. Scream. B. Play with it. C. Click it. 

After answering several other questions, the Cat appears with a present. “Congratulations, you won a prize. It will be delivered to your home this afternoon at 4357 South Fernwood Avenue, Apt D, Lynwood, California 90095. 

Angela jumps up with excitement and dances around the room. “Sweet, I won a prize; I can’t wait to see what I won.” 

Angela Cat replies, “Hope you like it.” 

Angela wiggles around on the couch with anticipation. “Thank you, Angela Cat. I have never won a prize before. This is so cool. I am so excited.” Smiling back at the Cat with the sounds of clicking going off in the background. 

The Cat moves from its café table and walks across the street to a shop. “Would you like to go shopping with me, undress me again, dress me up like before, and make me look sexy?” 

Angela smiles, full of excitement, answering with a big smile. “Yes, I would; it is so fun dressing you up. There are so many cool-looking outfits I want to try on you.” 

“You are, too,” replies Angela with her big smile. A few hours pass, then Angela hears the doorbell ring. She runs over to the door. “Who is it?”

“I have a FedEx delivery for Angela Garcia.” 

“Great! My prize is here!” She opens the old door to her dirty apartment to see three men in black outfits; one quickly grabs her, putting a cloth over her mouth, before she has a chance to scream. She becomes very sleepy and blacks out. Then one of the men quickly grabs her and puts her next to a large cardboard box with a moving dolly. Noticing how old and filthy the apartment building is. The others quickly bind her hands and feet with duct tape, then they put a cloth bandana around her mouth and tie it off from the back of her head. The three men put her in the box, then onto the moving dolly, and carried it out to the FedEx van outside the old neighborhood. They quietly drive off so as not to arouse suspicion amongst the neighbors. 
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Chapter 2
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ANGELA WAKES UP A COUPLE of hours later in a large room; she looks around and sees that she's not alone. There are three other children nearby: a very attractive, black-haired, early-teen Hispanic girl, slender, dark-skinned, with hazel brown eyes. Sitting with her are two chubby boys in either their early preteen years or very young teenagers, both cute-looking in a boyish way. One is a short Hispanic with black hair, and the other is a Caucasian, a little taller than the Hispanic, with light brown hair. 

Across the room, three young girls sit on pillows and mattresses. One is a tall, very pretty, light-skinned African-American girl in her early teens. The other is a teenage Caucasian with blond hair, pretty blue eyes, an average build, and modest attractiveness. Last is a short, very attractive-looking, young, thin Hispanic with dark brown hair, green eyes, and light skin. 
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