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Kidnapped


The detective flung open the heavy brass doors and strode into the lobby of Chicago’s Buckingham Hotel. Nancy Drew, standing in the check-in line with Bess Marvin and George Fayne, could tell he was a detective. He was making it so obvious. He wore a trench coat and a felt hat, just like a detective in an old-fashioned movie mystery. He also had an enormous magnifying glass dangling from a chain around his neck.


The doors slammed shut behind the detective. Overhead, the chandelier quivered ominously. A hush settled over the crowded room.


“There has been a murder,” the detective said quietly. His voice drifted through the elegant wood-paneled hall. “And every one of you is a suspect.”


“The butler did it!” shouted a teenage boy. Everybody laughed.


The detective laughed too. He was a tall young man who looked to be in his early twenties. He unbuttoned his trench coat. Underneath, he wore faded jeans and a T-shirt that said, “Everybody Loves a Mystery Lover.” Then he stood at the end of the check-in line behind Nancy, Bess, and George.


“That was pretty funny,” said blond, blue-eyed Bess, turning to the young man.


“Just trying to liven things up,” he said. “All this waiting is really boring. Last year’s convention was much better organized. This your first time at a Mystery Lovers Convention?”


The girls nodded.


“I guess you’re not too familiar with mysteries, then.”


Nancy and her friends shared a private look. The young man obviously didn’t know that Nancy Drew was a famous detective from River Heights. At the age of eighteen she had already solved mysteries all over the world. Nancy never liked to brag, though. All she said was, “I’ll bet you’ve been to a lot of these conventions.”


“Five,” he said.


Nancy tucked her reddish blond hair behind her ear and fixed her keen blue eyes on the young man. “And I’ll bet you’re about to tell us everything we need to know.”


“Excellent deduction.” He laughed. “They’ve got all kinds of exhibits. Mystery books, TV shows, movies, you name it. And did you hear who the special guest stars are? Will Leonard and Sally Belmont, the stars of ‘Nightside.’ ”


“Nightside,” the number-one show on TV, was a mystery series about a happy-go-lucky newly-wed couple who ran a private detective agency. It was actually more of a romantic comedy than a mystery. The couple was always joking around, even when their lives were in danger.


“ ‘Nightside’ is my favorite show,” said George, a tall, slim girl with short curly brown hair and brown eyes. George was Bess’s first cousin, and the two of them were Nancy Drew’s best friends.


“And Will Leonard is my favorite star.” Bess sighed. “He’s so cute. I just love his shaggy hair and blue eyes, and the way his clothes always look slept in.”


“I read somewhere that he’s only five-foot-seven,” George said. “That’s too short. I like my TV stars tall.”


“Well, Sally’s more my speed,” said the young man. “She’s got class. I’m going to try to meet her later. They’re signing autographs at two o’clock.”


“Then that’s where I’ll be at two o’clock,” Bess said. “Just think of the possibilities. I’ll lend Will my pen . . . he’ll sign his name . . . then, as he’s handing the pen back to me, our eyes will meet, the sparks will fly, and—”


“Next,” called the hotel clerk.


“I think you’re in the wrong place,” said Nancy as the girls moved up to the counter to register. “You want the Romance Lovers Convention.”


After checking into their room, Nancy made a quick call to River Heights. She wanted to let the Drews’ housekeeper, Hannah Gruen, know that they had arrived safely in Chicago. Hannah had taken care of Nancy and her father, Carson Drew, for fifteen years, ever since Nancy’s mother had died. Nancy loved Hannah and knew the housekeeper would worry if she didn’t call.


After Nancy got off the phone, the girls took the elevator down to the Grand Ballroom. The elevator doors opened onto a reception area. Beyond it was a huge room divided by rows of booths. The aisles were crowded with people of every age and description, jostling one another for a better view of the exhibits.


At the far end of the room was a stage. A banner hanging over it read “Welcome Mystery Lovers of America.”


“Hey, look,” said George, suddenly pointing to a booth that was several feet away. “Do you know who that is?”


Nancy and Bess stood on tiptoe to see who George was talking about.


A sign above a booth said “Multi Press of New York.” A tall, heavyset middle-aged woman with dyed blond hair sat at the booth. She was wearing bifocal glasses and a red hooded sweatshirt with a logo that said “I’m a Fifi Fan.” In front of her were stacks and stacks of brand-new hardcover books.


Dozens of people were lined up in front of the booth as she signed the inside cover of each book.


“That’s Eileen Braddock, the mystery author,” said George. “I bet she’s autographing The Dark Side of Danger. That’s her latest book.”


“I know you’re a fan of hers,” Nancy remarked.


George nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “I’ve read every one of her books. All twenty-seven of them. The most famous one was Death by Fear. Bess read it, too.”


“Right,” said Bess, shivering. “It was so scary I would only let myself read it in the mornings so I wouldn’t stay up all night.”


“Why does her sweatshirt say ‘I’m a Fifi Fan’?” Nancy asked.


“That’s for the detective she’s put in her last few novels,” George said. “Fifi Spinelli. She’s really young and beautiful with long blond hair, and when she’s not solving crimes, she’s an aerobics instructor.”


“And she has all these really great clothes,” Bess added. “Designer outfits from Paris.”


“Just what all young detectives are wearing this year,” Nancy joked, striking a model’s pose in her jeans and denim jacket.


The next display they came to was set up to look like an English parlor. Posed around high-backed leather armchairs and a Persian rug were actors dressed as a butler, an English colonel, an elderly aristocratic woman, and a French maid. A man, dressed in a tuxedo, lay facedown on the rug with a knife sticking out of his back. A large freestanding sign at the front of the scene advertised a new board game called “Whodunit?”


“Maybe this time the butler did do it,” whispered George.


Suddenly the girls were pushed roughly from behind. Bright lights started flashing over their heads, and they were forced to move to one side as two people were escorted through the crowd.


“Who is it?” asked Bess. “Can anybody see?”


“It’s two o’clock,” said Nancy, checking her watch. “My guess is that it’s Will Leonard and Sally Belmont. We’d better get over to the stage if you want to get Will Leonard’s autograph.”


Bess groaned. “How will we ever get through all these people? I can’t even breathe.”


Nancy grabbed Bess’s hand. “I’ve got an idea. Follow me.” Nancy pulled Bess into the English parlor. “Excuse us,” she said as she stepped lightly over the dead body and headed for the narrow passageway between the backs of the booths.


“Wait for me,” said George, following.


Threading their way between the booths, the girls made much better time than the other conventioneers stuck in the aisles. They arrived just as a line was beginning to form at the foot of the steps leading up to the stage.


Onstage, the two stars sat down behind a long table. A young woman staggered in under several cardboard boxes. She opened the boxes and pulled out large glossy black-and-white photographs of Will and Sally.


The line started to move forward.


“Oh, no!” Bess said in a panicky voice. “I haven’t figured out yet what I’m going to say to him.”


“How about ‘hello’?” said Nancy. “That ought to work.”


“Or ‘I like your show,’ ” suggested George.


“That’s so boring,” Bess moaned. “This is my big chance to make an impression. I need to sound sophisticated.”


“Guess you’ll have to come up with something off the top of your head,” said Nancy. “And you’d better think fast. It’s your turn.”


Slowly, Bess approached her idol.


Will Leonard was a handsome man in his early thirties, with shaggy blond hair and a few days’ growth of beard. With his black jeans, black sweatshirt, and sunglasses, he looked more like a rock star than a TV detective. He looked exactly as he did on TV—only he wasn’t his usual smiling self.


“Mr. Leonard . . .” Bess began, but the TV star was deep in the middle of an argument with Sally Belmont.


“Don’t tell me you had nothing to do with it,” Will said, scowling. “You had your manager book you into this hotel weeks before I even knew about it, just so you could get the Presidential Suite. How many rooms did you get? Five?”


“Four,” said Sally. “But it’s not my fault if your manager isn’t doing his job. Peter knew about this the same time Denise did, and he didn’t make your reservations till last week.”


“What Peter Thornton does is none of your business,” said Will.


“What happened to the happy-go-lucky newly-weds of ‘Nightside’?” Nancy whispered to Bess and George.


“Sounds like the honeymoon’s over,” George whispered back.


“They’re not really married,” Bess reminded her friends. “Those are just their roles in the show.”


Sensing a pause in the argument, Bess said, “Mr. Leonard . . .”


Will Leonard looked up. “Yeah?” he said sourly.


Bess caught her breath. “Uh . . . hello. I like your show.”


Without answering, Will took a photograph of Sally and himself off the top of the pile and scrawled his name. He shoved it across the table at Bess.


“Would it be too much trouble to ask you for a special dedication?” asked Bess.


“The only thing I’m dedicated to is getting this stupid thing over with,” said Will. “Who’s next?” he called, looking over Bess’s shoulder.


Nancy put an arm around Bess’s shoulder. “I am,” she said, looking Will Leonard straight in the eye. “But after the way you talked to my friend, I don’t want your autograph.”


“Me neither,” said George. The three girls started to walk away.


“Wait a minute,” Sally Belmont called after them. The girls turned around. The beautiful star was looking at them with her famous blue eyes. In person they were even bluer than on TV. Her long black hair was draped over one shoulder like a band of satin.


“I’d like to apologize for my co-star’s rudeness,” said Sally. “We’ve both been under a lot of pressure lately. Getting to this convention has been nothing but one foul-up after another.”


“Foul-ups for me, you mean,” Will fumed. “Wait till I get my hands on Peter Thornton. He’s dead meat.”


“Will, calm down,” said Sally, taking another picture from the pile. “What’s your name, hon?” she asked Bess.


“Bess Marvin.”


“Well, Bess, is there anything special you’d like me to write?”


Bess shrugged. “I don’t care,” she said. Nancy could tell her friend was still upset.


Sally spent a full minute writing, then handed the photograph to Bess.


“Thanks,” Bess said without enthusiasm, starting to walk away with Nancy and George.


“Wait,” Sally said. “I can’t let three of our fans leave feeling so badly about the show. Tell you what. Why don’t you three come up to my room later this afternoon for a visit?”


“Oh, brother.” Will rolled his eyes. “Why don’t you invite the whole convention? I’m sure there’s room for everybody in the Presidential Suite.”


“Ignore him,” said Sally. “Let’s say, four o’clock? Room Twelve-oh-four.” She smiled warmly at the girls.


Bess’s eyes opened wide. “You want us to come to your room?”


“Unless you have other plans,” Sally said.


“Other plans. . . .” Bess repeated, disbelievingly. She turned to George and Nancy. “Sally Belmont invites us to her room and she thinks I’ve got something better to do?”


Bess turned back to Sally and gave her a big grin. “We’ll be there.”


• • •


Two hours later the girls stood in the quiet, carpeted hallway outside Sally Belmont’s room. Nancy knocked on the door.


“I can’t believe she actually invited us up here,” said Bess. “It almost makes me happy Will Leonard turned out to be such a jerk.”


There was no answer, so Nancy knocked again and the door opened slightly. Pushing the door in farther, Nancy peered into the brightly lit marble foyer.


“Hello?” Nancy called, but there was no answer. “Ms. Belmont?” Nancy called in a louder voice.


There was still no answer.


Nancy stepped into the room. Bess and George followed her inside.


“Look at that,” Nancy said, pointing to the floor. Two thin black skid marks cut two curving lines across the marble surface.


Nancy looked up. Straight ahead, at the end of the hall, was a living room. There were two bedrooms facing each other across the hall. Nancy noticed that the door to one of the bedrooms was hanging at a crazy angle. Nancy hurried to the bedroom. All the dresser drawers had been dumped on the floor, clothes were everywhere, and chairs and tables were overturned.


Bess and George joined Nancy in the doorway.


“What a mess!” Bess exclaimed. “What happened?”


“That’s what I’d like to know,” Nancy replied grimly.


Then she spotted a piece of paper pinned to the center of the bedspread. She picked her way through the mess and unpinned the note.


“What does it say?” asked George.


Nancy read the note aloud:


Sally’s gone from ‘Nightside’ to an even darker side—and there’s no escape. Watch the rerun as history repeats itself.


“What does it mean?” asked Bess, with a shudder.


“It means,” said Nancy in a low voice, “that our star’s been kidnapped!”
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An Important Clue


“History will repeat itself?” George asked. “I don’t get it.”


“Neither do I,” said Nancy. “But it looks like we’re getting even more mystery this weekend than we bargained for. We’d better call hotel security.”


Nancy burrowed through the clothing on the floor until she found the phone cord. Pulling it, she dragged the phone out from underneath the bed. Quickly she dialed the hotel operator.


“I’d like to speak to the chief of security, please,” Nancy said. A few seconds later a raspy voice came on the line. “Hello?”


“Yes, hello. My name is Nancy Drew and I’m in Sally Belmont’s room, Suite Twelve-oh-four. One of the bedrooms has been ransacked, and we’ve found a note saying she’s been kidnapped.”


Nancy listened a while, then said, “No, this isn’t a joke . . . Yes, I realize there’s a Mystery Lovers Convention going on . . . No, I don’t know how many phone calls like this you get every year at this time . . .”


Nancy shot Bess and George a look that said, “The guy on the other end of this phone has a serious problem.”


“Listen,” Nancy said, beginning to lose her patience. “This is for real. Come see for yourself. Suite Twelve-oh-four.” Nancy banged the phone down.


“Is someone coming?” Bess asked.


Nancy shrugged. “I hope so. Meanwhile, let’s look for clues. I’ll check in here. Why don’t you two spread out over the other rooms.”


Nancy glanced at Sally Belmont’s clothes lying on the floor. Even though she was alarmed by the star’s disappearance, Nancy couldn’t help marveling at how expensive everything looked.


It must be nice to be a rich, famous TV star, thought Nancy. To have the biggest hotel rooms and expensive clothes and fans hounding you for your autograph. Then Nancy reminded herself that it wouldn’t be nice to be Sally Belmont right now. At this moment Sally was probably tied up in some dark, scary place, and her life was in danger!


Nancy moved into the master bathroom. The bathroom was huge, almost as large as Nancy’s bedroom at home. The walls and floor were covered with white porcelain tile.


“I know what Hannah would say,” thought Nancy. “She’d say a white bathroom is impossible to keep clean because every speck of dust shows. But dust can show footprints and handprints.”


Nancy checked the floor for dust, but it was sparkling clean—except for a small blue dot underneath the sink. Nancy stooped down to see what it was. It was round and made of clear blue plastic.


“It’s a contact lens,” Nancy said aloud. “So that’s the secret behind those famous blue eyes—unless the contact lens belongs to the kidnapper.”


Nancy took a glass of the bathroom shelf, removed the sanitized wrapper, and very carefully placed the lens inside the glass. Then she covered the glass again with the wrapper, and sealed the whole thing tight with a hair elastic lying on the edge of the sink.
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