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One

Hannah
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Drip. Drip. Drip. The sound of leaking water filled the empty room that smelled of mildew from the dampness in the air. My head hung against my chest as I tried to lift it, the weight of it unbearable. Slowly I forced my head backwards and took a moment to rest as I opened my eyes and looked around. The room was dimly lit with concrete floors and windowless concrete walls with nothing around me other than the wooden chair I had been bound to with rope. I tried to pull at the restraints as the thick rope bit at my skin without giving. 

I listened for the sound of the dripping water but couldn’t hear it anymore. Did that mean that someone was there with me? My body trembled as I strained to hear any sounds that might tell me where I was or who was there. As I slowly tilted my head forward my eye caught a glimpse of something shimmering on the floor from the dim light that barely hung from the ceiling. I leaned forward as far as the rope would allow as I tried to see what it was. As my head dipped forward toward the ground, I heard the familiar dripping sound once more as I felt something wet trickle down my face. Beneath my chair was a puddle of blood. My blood.
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Two

Hannah

21 Days Ago
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“Do you want another cup of coffee, Han?” My mother peered at me over the top of the coffee carafe she held up as she awaited my answer.
“I’m good, thanks, mom.” I shuffled the papers together that I had been working on for my final project and shoved them in the binder with the other items that I needed to complete before the weekend was over. I sighed as I unplugged my laptop and stuffed it in my backpack along with the binder before zipping it shut.
“Are you off already? I feel like you just got here.” Disappointment crossed her face as she noticed my belongings packed up as I tucked my chair back under the wobbly kitchen table that she refused to get rid of. It had been in our family long before I was born and it was needless to say that it was literally on its last leg.
“I have to meet up with my group for our final presentation next week, then I need to finish the three term papers I have due. There’s a lot to get done. I’m sorry, mom.” I gently reached over and touched her arm before sliding on my backpack and bouncing it against my back as I tried to shift the contents inside to balance the weight. Once situated, I pulled my beanie on and adjusted it so my hair wouldn’t be a mess later when I took it off. My hair was thick and full, and always a magnet for attracting static cling, especially with beanies, but it was too cold outside not to wear one. 
“You work yourself so hard, I just don’t want you to burn yourself out.” She sighed as she smiled up at me, sympathy reflecting from her emerald green eyes that I was blessed to get from her. “I’m proud of your drive and ambition, I really am. My baby girl is going to do big things with her life.”
I smiled back at her warm smile and leaned in to kiss her cheek. It killed me that I couldn’t spend more time with her, even though we both knew that it would happen when I decided to go to school in the city. One of the hardest decisions I ever had to make in the 19 years I had been alive was leaving home right after my father died, and abandoning my mother so I could go to the college that I prayed for years to get accepted to.
The train ride back to the city was relatively quiet as people moved around me over the duration of the 2 hours it took before it reached my stop. I listened as the automated voice announced the next stop and put my notebook and pen back in my backpack as I stood up to get off on the next exit. I was thankful to have had the time on the train to work on one of my term papers but still felt overwhelmed with how much work I needed to get done over the next three weeks.
The ground was snow packed from the recent storm that had moved in while I was at my mom’s and I was thankful that it cushioned the slippery ice beneath. Trekking through New York City in the winter was a skill that I hadn’t fully developed just yet and never understood the women who would breeze past me in bad weather without losing their footing. Granted I had always been a clumsy person so I couldn’t blame it ALL on the weather.
I walked the few blocks to the coffee shop where I was meeting my group and slipped inside the door as a couple was heading out. The wind had started to pick up and I was anxious to get inside and let my body warm up for a few minutes before I had to dive into another school project. I’d learned that the majority of the professors preferred group projects which was a big change compared to high school. I wasn’t a fan of working in groups and hated that I was socially awkward. But then again, wasn’t your freshman year in college supposed to be all about social awkwardness?
The coffee shop was busy with people at every table and a line that wound its way to the door. I pulled off the brown knit beanie and let my silky brown hair fall down to the center of my back. A wave from the back of the room caught my eye as I made my way to the back table where my group was already sitting. I smiled as I made my way over and stopped in the corner to pull off my backpack and jacket before sitting down to join them.
“Hey, Hannah.” Amber pulled a seat around from behind her for me to sit.
“Thanks.” I smiled as I slid into the hard metal chair and scooted myself up to the table. Our group was small, only five of us, which helped keep my anxiety down. Amber and I had all of the same classes together, which I was thankful for, so we spent a lot of time together. I looked around the table, noticing that we were still waiting for Joel. I sighed a breath of relief that I wasn’t the last one who had kept everyone waiting.
“How was your mom?” Amber asked quietly as the other two from our group talked about a project they were working on for another class.
“She’s good. It was nice to see her but this weekend just felt like it went by so fast. I don’t feel like I even saw her much while I was there, we were both so busy.” I rubbed my hands together while I worked to warm myself up from the brutal cold I had just been in.
“Is she still working at the diner?”
“Yeah. And now she started a second job working at a coffee shop in the morning. She’s literally working 10-12 hours a day between both jobs. I wish I could help her with the bills but I can barely afford things here.” My chest rose and fell with the heaviness of the burden that I knew my mom had taken on after my dad died. He didn’t have life insurance and they were barely getting by when he first got sick. Things just kept getting worse as the months went on with medical bills piling up and my mom having to miss work to be with my dad.
My heart pulled in my chest and I blinked rapidly to force away the tears that threatened to spill over. I missed my dad more than I could have ever imagined I would have. When we found out that he was terminally ill we tried to brace ourselves for what it really meant but no one told me that I would have to learn to live with a heart that was missing a huge piece of it.
Amber offered a sympathetic smile as she patted my hand. Joel made his way over to the table as he squeezed in between the tables and spun a chair around backward before plopping himself into it. He grinned as he tugged off the Yankees beanie that was plastered to his head. He was always late and honestly, I was surprised that he had even bothered to show up.
The hours went by quickly and I glanced up to look around the coffee shop as I noticed it was almost 7:00. I still had a ton of studying to do and had this overwhelming feeling that I would always be behind in this class after struggling through it all semester. Amber looked over and studied my face as I sorted through the notes I had taken and highlighted a few things that I would need to study before the final exam. 

“You okay?” Her voice was gentle as she nodded to the notepad that was almost covered in yellow highlighter. 

“Yeah, I’m just trying to wrap my head around everything for the final exam. Professor Wright pulled me aside last week and warned me that I needed to do well on the final exam or I might not pass the class.” I let out a heavy sigh as I remembered our conversation as I was leaving class. 

“Do you have a quick minute, Hannah?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll make this quick and to the point. I know that it’s your first year in college and things feel different than high school, but things move quickly here and it’s very easy to go under before you even realize you’re in trouble. My advice is to find a study group or a mentor on campus and get the help that you need so you do well in my class. Right now, I don’t see you passing unless you really push yourself to learn the material.”

“You’ll do just fine, Hannah. You’re a smart girl.” Amber smiled reassuringly. I wasn’t the type of person who had ever been in a study group but I had decided to take his advice and luckily, Amber invited me to join the one that she was in. There was so much more work involved and it made me wonder if I was actually putting in the right amount of effort on my own once I saw how much effort these study sessions required.  

I shook my head to try to clear away some of the frustration and get in the right mind set for the somewhat blind date I had agreed to meet here after we were done. I didn’t date often and I would usually prefer to go home and freshen up and get ready before a date but with my busy schedule these days there just wasn’t any time for that. Amber had talked me into getting on Single2Mingle which was supposed to be a more modern dating website that focused on building a relationship from a friendship. I hadn’t been in the city very long before the school semester started so I hadn’t made any friends. Amber thought the app would be great for helping me make friends and possibly find a hook up or two.
Amber’s eyes locked onto mine as I scanned the room for the guy I was supposed to be meeting. I watched as she wiggled her eyebrows and subtly nodded behind me. Slowly I turned my head as I looked over my shoulder to see a guy sitting at a table a few feet away from us. His head was down as he looked at his phone, his sandy blonde hair falling across his forehead. I couldn’t see his face but the black leather jacket fit his body in a way that I could see the definition of his muscles beneath it. A wave of giddiness flowed through me as I waited for him to look up so I could see if I recognized his face.
I felt my phone buzz on the table and looked down to find a message alert on the screen. Excitement coursed through me as I hoped it was my date telling me he was there and to look behind me. I still hadn’t gotten a look at the guy’s face but part of me hoped it was him.
Disappointment hit me as I read the message that he was running late. I looked at Amber and shook my head no. She gave a half smile as she packed her things into her backpack and stood to leave as she waited for someone to pass by so she could get out. The rest of the group had started to pack up their things and were leaving as well as I rifled through my purse to find my makeup bag. Since he was running late, I had a few minutes to try to freshen up.
I quickly applied a light peach colored lip gloss and added a quick touch of powder to freshen up my makeup. My finger ran under my eyelashes as I attempted to wipe away a rogue eyelash when I felt dark brown eyes watching me in the mirror. My eyes made contact with his and for a moment I got lost in his look. There was a pull that I had never felt before and part of me wanted to go over and talk to him and forget about the date that I was actually waiting for.
“Hannah?” A deep male voice startled me as I jumped in my seat and slammed the compact shut. My hand went to my chest as I looked up at the guy standing in front of me. Tall, husky build, wavy jet-black hair, and a letterman jacket that barely fit the width of his body. He looked exactly like his online picture.
“That’s me.” I stood up to shake his hand as he pulled me into a bear hug and almost knocked the breath out of me.

“Of course it is, beautiful green eyes and brown hair, with a sexy little body- just like in your profile picture,” he whispered in my ear, still holding me in a tight grip. 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw the guy behind us lower his head as he tried to stifle a laugh. I waited until he let me out of his embrace before sitting back down and waiting for him to take his seat. He stood behind a chair with his hands on the back of it as he looked at me expectedly.
“Everything okay?” I asked as I looked at him with confusion. He created a nervousness inside of me that I couldn’t put my finger on. Maybe it was his over the top aggressive greeting or the fact that he was reluctant to sit down like a normal person.
“Yeah, aren’t we going to go get coffee?” He nodded to the line that still wrapped around the tables and was now outside the door.
“Um, yeah, we can do that. I just don’t want to lose this table since it’s so busy in here.” I watched as he looked around, completely oblivious to the number of people there until I mentioned it.
“Oh. Wow. Yeah, one of us should stay and hold the table then I guess.” He waited as he watched me to see if I was going to offer to go get the coffee for us. Now I wasn’t one of those women who believed that men had to pay for everything and do everything for women, but I did expect a LITTLE bit of romance. A small gesture of some sort. For Pete’s sake, it was a $4 coffee, not a steak and lobster dinner. I waited in my seat as I thought about ways to end the date so we didn’t have to decide who was going to go get the coffee when I saw him shrug his shoulders and look at me.
“Alright, I’ll go stand in the line. Do you want just regular coffee or do you want something fancy?”
“Regular coffee is fine, thank you.” I replied through somewhat clenched teeth. This was the worst start of a date I had ever been on and I was kicking myself for listening to Amber when she encouraged me to give him a chance. 
“Cool, I’ll just tell them I’m with my grandma. They always give old people free coffee.” He patted the back of the chair as he walked off and stood at the back of the line.
I slumped back in my chair and tapped my fingers along the table as I contemplated ways to escape without being noticed which was downright impossible given there was only the one entrance at the front, where he was standing, and the emergency exit in the back which would sound off an alarm if I opened the door. I could just see the headline now:

College student flees coffee shop using emergency exit to get away from cheap date!
The line moved quickly as I continued to think of ways to get out of this awful date when I felt someone watching me. Out of the corner of my eye I could swear that the guy behind me was still watching me but as I slowly turned my head in his direction his eyes were glued to his phone while he slowly lifted his coffee cup to his lips. I must be desperate if I thought he was watching me when he was really just there to drink his coffee and look at whatever held his attention on his phone. 

A few minutes passed by as Chet made his way back to the table with our drinks. If ever there was anyone clumsier than me, it had to be Chet. He stumbled over the leg of a chair as he tried to maneuver through the packed maze and sat the drinks down on the table with so much force that the coffee in my cup sloshed around and spilled from the closed to-go lid.
“So, Chet, tell me something about yourself.” I popped the top off of the coffee and wiped the cup down with a napkin. Deep breaths, I reminded myself as I flicked the sweetener packets he had brought with him before tearing them open and pouring them in as I waited for an answer.
“What do you want to know?” He wrapped his mouth around the plastic straw and pulled a large drink of his frozen coffee through before reaching up and grabbing his head.
“Ahhhh...brain freeze!”
I had to try to control myself as I fought to roll my eyes for fear that they would get stuck in the back of my head. I continued to stir my coffee while I waited for him to recover from the trauma he was suffering at the hands of a $15 drink that was mostly ice. A few minutes passed by with him grunting and holding his head and with each minute my interest in continuing the date faded.
“Woah. Talk about a headache. That one is gonna linger for a bit.” He pushed the drink to the side as if its presence offended him.
“Okay, something about myself...ummm...I don’t know? What do you want to know? “His face wore the same pouty look that I had seen every time someone asked a child what they learned in school that day. This was definitely not turning out to be a good date.
“Do you have any hobbies? Any extracurricular activities?” I tried to feign interest as I brought the cup to my lips and took a sip of the hot fluid that was already ten times better than this date.
“I don’t really do much. School. Play football. Hook up with girls.” He smiled after he said the last sentence and looked at me. “A LOT of girls, if you know what I mean.”
I couldn’t tell if my eyes actually got stuck in the back of my head or if they just felt like they were. How had I ended up on this date? Why hadn’t I said no? Then I remembered that I agreed to it because there weren’t any other guys wanting to meet me and I had started to feel a little desperate. I looked away, disgusted with myself for still sitting here with this idiot, when I saw him open the dating app on his phone and swipe right. Seriously? He was accepting another date while sitting in front of me? I took a deep breath as I drank the last of my coffee and sat it down on the table.
“Wow. That’s great. Really great.” I slid my cell phone across the table and tucked it into my pocket. “I’ll be right back, I’m going to use the restroom.” I stood up before he could say anything and discreetly picked up my backpack as I made my way through the few tables at the back and made my way into the bathroom. It was small but had 3 stalls and two sinks along the vanity with a full-length mirror. Suddenly I didn’t feel well and bent over as I splashed my face with cold water.
The room started spinning as my body fought to stay standing. I tried to hold on to the counter as my mind scrambled to make sense of what was happening. I was fine until a few minutes ago. Until I drank the coffee. Panic filled me as I tried to figure out what to do before it was too late. I tried to will myself to reach down and dig my cell phone out of my pocket but I knew that if I let go of the counter, I would fall. My legs felt like they were weighted down and unable to move. Quickly it spread through the rest of my body until I had no choice but to let go as everything turned black around me.
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Three

Max

20 Days Ago
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“Ma, I don’t have time to track her down right now. I’m at work.” I ran my hand through my hair in frustration as I stood over my desk, listening to my mom carry on about my youngest sister. “I get it, she’s mad and she left. She’ll be back, you know that.”
I shifted my weight as my mom started rambling on in Italian about Elena and their fight over Elena’s new boyfriend that my mom already despised. It wasn’t anything new. Elena was the baby of the family and dad always let her get away with everything, much to the frustration of my mom. After seven children, six of them girls, my dad found it was better not to fight about much when it came to Italian American women. Couldn’t say that I blamed him.
“Ma, listen, I really have to go. I’ll come by later and check on things. Okay?” I grabbed my cell phone off the desk to see Elena’s name on the screen. “No ma, I can’t just put a warrant out for his arrest because you don’t like the guy.” I slid my finger over the button to answer my cell phone as I tried to end the call with my mom. “Yeah, okay, I’ll see you tonight. Love you too, ma.”
I let out a deep breath as I lifted the phone to my ear, waiting to hear my sister’s high pitched shriek that she always had when she was upset.
“Hey Leni.” I started to pull the phone from my ear in anticipation when I noticed how quiet it was on the other line. A shiver ran down my spine as my gut told me something was wrong.
“Help me.” Her voice was a soft whisper but there was no doubt that it was Elena.
“What’s wrong?” I sat in my chair and pulled myself into the desk as I unlocked my computer and pulled up the cell phone tracking screen. I could hear faint movements in the background as she stayed silent.
“Leni, where are you?” I asked quietly to make sure whoever she was with didn’t hear me.
“I don’t know. It’s dark. And cold.” Her voice was so quiet that each word almost broke off before she could get it out.
“Try to look around and see if anything looks familiar or if you see anything that you can tell me about.” I coaxed her as I entered her phone number in the tracking system and waited as it tried to locate it.
“Who’s there with you?” I probed as I stared at the spinning circle as the system continued to try to locate her. My years in law enforcement taught me that if it didn’t pop up within a few seconds, it wasn’t going to pop up. My mom hated that I went into law enforcement at the tender age of 21 and even 8 years later, she didn’t hate it any less.
“I think I’m by myself now.” I could hear the fear in her voice and every part of me wished I could figure out where she was and go and save her. “I’m scared Max.”
“It’s gonna be okay. We’re gonna work through this together.” I reached for a pen and the notepad on the corner of my desk so I could take down as many notes as possible when I saw the pop-up window confirm no trace was found on her phone. My anger started to rise as quickly as my anxiety as I tried to get out of my own head and think through things like the detective I was supposed to be.
“Are you able to walk around?”
“Yeah.”
“Okay, that’s good. Do you see any windows? Any light coming through from outside?”
“There aren’t any windows. Just a light hanging from the ceiling.” Her voice was still low and I wondered if she thought someone was there.
“Keep walking, tell me what you see as you walk.”
“There’s nothing, Max. It’s concrete walls and a concrete floor.”
My mind tried desperately to remember when my mom had said that Elena took off so I could try to figure out how much time had passed and narrow down a possible location. It sounded like she was in an abandoned warehouse but there were a ton in our neighborhood so that didn’t help much.
“Do you see any-“
“Shhhh!” 

I froze as I tried to listen to what was happening as she urgently shushed me before the phone went eerily quiet. Something had startled her and freaked her out and I needed to know what it was. I waited patiently with my ear pressed as hard as possible to the phone.
“No! No! Please! Don’t!” I could hear commotion as Elena begged in the background and my stomach clenched as I listened to her. My jaw tightened while my knuckles turned white as my grip on the phone increased. There was a loud sound that I couldn’t make out followed by footsteps. I prayed that it was Elena coming back to the phone and that she had fought off whoever was there. I held my breath as I waited for her voice when I heard someone pick up the phone.
“Wrong number.” A low voice growled into the phone before it was disconnected.
“Son of a bitch!” I slammed my phone down on my desk as those around me looked up, startled. My body was on edge as adrenaline forced its way through me. I ran a hand down my face over the scruff of my jaw as I tried to calm myself down. There was no way I could just sit there when my baby sister was missing and in trouble. I grabbed my things before I checked out for the day with my team and made my way to my mom’s. I hoped she had the answers that I was looking for.

I had been at my parent’s house for an hour and felt frustrated that it had taken so long for everyone to sit down and just listen so I didn’t have to keep repeating myself. By now all 5 of my sisters and my parents were sitting at the table as they listened to what I had been trying to tell them.
“That’s all that I know, so if you have any information about where she’s been, who she’s been hanging out with or talking to, or what time she left last night - now is the time to tell me.” I looked around the dining room table. Time was ticking and I needed them to focus before we lost more valuable time. Every second mattered at this point.
My mom sat at the table with her hands folded in front of her while my dad gently rubbed her shoulders. I knew this was hard for her and that the amount of guilt she had from their fight was blocking her ability to remember anything that had happened before then. There was mumbling around me as my sisters talked quietly in small groups, working to get the information that I had asked for. There were plans to meet up with neighbors and check in with her friends to see if anyone had talked to her but I knew that still wasn’t going to get me the information that I needed.
I continued to watch my phone for any calls or messages from Elena but it had been silent ever since our call had been disconnected. My department had started working on the case and still hadn’t been able to get an exact location on her cell phone. I knew they were working every angle they had but it didn’t help the helpless feeling that continued to eat at me. My head was pounding from the stress of the day, the intensity getting worse from the constant noise in the room. I needed to get away from everything for a few minutes and just clear my head. Allow my instincts to take over. I wandered through the house as everyone stayed focused on their conversations in the kitchen and made my way up to Elena’s room.
My parent’s house was small for the number of people that lived in it over the years. Growing up we always shared bedrooms until I reached the preteen years and my dad insisted that I needed my own space. They had converted the attic into a room for me and the 6 girls split the two bedrooms while my parents slept in the smaller room of the 3-bedroom house. Over the years as my sisters grew up and started their own lives, they moved out and everyone would shift accordingly. Elena and the 2 younger girls were the last 3 to still live at home and Elena had decided to take the attic so she could have her own space once she started her freshman year of college.
I climbed the ladder that led to the attic and looked around the small space that had once been my sacred space. Clothes were tossed about the back of the chair that sat in front of the makeshift desk holding her laptop. There was a pile of papers and notepads to the left and an empty coffee mug to the right of the computer. Other than that, it was pretty clean. I sat on the edge of the bed as I quickly flicked through the papers, hoping to find something that might be helpful.
Notes from her psychology classes and a to do list for her upcoming finals made up the pile as I sat them back down where I found them. I let out a frustrated sigh as I picked up her laptop and opened it, surprised that she didn’t have it set up to require a password to get into it. I had nagged her for years about making sure she had a password to make sure no one could get in, and for once I was thankful that she hadn’t listened.
The screen glowed brightly at me as I looked at the login page to her school email account. She had logged out of it but hadn’t closed the window. I looked around and found a few other open windows as well, all of them school related with search results related to psychology. I was about to close the laptop when I looked down and saw a chat text box in the bottom right corner of the screen.
I moved the mouse over and clicked on the button to enlarge it to full screen as I scrolled up to the top of the messages. Along the top was a banner for an online dating website, a new one that I wasn’t familiar with. I personally hadn’t used any online dating websites but I knew that a few of my sisters had used them. I leaned back against the wall as I pulled out my phone to get a few pictures of the screen in case I needed it later for the investigation.

My sister’s user name was shown as EROM31802 with a picture of her from her senior trip to DC last year as her profile picture. There was a lengthy conversation between her and a user named 5StepsAhead that started last night around 10:30. There wasn’t a profile picture for the other account so I assumed it was a guy, though I didn’t know why she would be talking to a guy that didn’t have a profile picture. Had I not taught her anything?
I scrolled through the messages after taking down the information I needed and felt disappointed when there wasn’t much in the conversation that was helpful. A lot of basic questions about how school was going and if they were ready for winter break. Maybe this was someone from one of her classes? But why would she be talking to them on a dating website? Why not email or text? From the tone of the messages it didn’t seem like she knew this person very well, but I could be wrong. I was almost to the end when I saw a message from Elena, complaining about the fight with my mom. 5StepsAhead had been quick to respond to her, offering comfort as he confirmed she didn’t deserve to be controlled by anyone anymore, she was a strong independent woman. Elena responded with a winking emoji followed by a few heart emojis as the guy continued to compliment her. My heart started to race as I continued to read their conversation and dropped once I read the last few messages.
5StepsAhead: Why don’t I meet you for a cup of coffee so we can talk? Maybe I can cheer you up?
EROM31802: I don’t know, it’s getting kind of late. I don’t know if anything is still open.
5StepsAhead: There’s a coffeehouse right there on the corner of Union and Second street. They stay open 24 hours. I can meet you there in 15 minutes.
EROM31802: Okay, I’m on my way.
I took a picture of the screen with the date and time stamp that showed 10:47 last night and forwarded it to my partner as I closed the laptop and put it back where I found it. She had left to meet someone from an online dating app and I had no idea if she actually knew this person already or not. I wouldn’t imagine that she was the kind of person to go meet a random stranger that late at night but Elena was always the most unpredictable out of all of my sisters. I sighed as I left her room the way I found it and was about to make my way back to the office to work through the new information I found when I got a call to head to the hospital to talk to a college student who had been given a date rape drug at a coffee house last night. I was about to protest and tell them to find someone else to do it when I heard the tone in my partners voice as she added that the victim had met the guy through an online dating website. My stomach churned as I made my way to the hospital to see if there was any connection to my sister.
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I woke up to a pounding headache as I looked around to find the machine that was making the god-awful beeping noise. My mind was foggy as I had no idea why I was in the hospital. I looked down and found an IV in my wrist and a hospital band with my information on it. Why was I in the hospital? How did I get here? I felt my anxiety rise as I started to freak out. My breathing quickened as I struggled to take a deep breath which caused another alarm to start beeping.
A few minutes later a nurse walked in and smiled as she went to the cluster of machines next to me and looked at the screens.
“How are you feeling? Any pain?” Her voice was calm though there was concern in her eyes as she looked me over.
“Why am I in here?” My voice was shaky as I held onto the side bed rail and looked up at her.
“You were brought in last night. You passed out in the bathroom of a coffee shop and a woman found you and called 911.”
I stayed silent as I tried to figure out why she was giving me the look she was giving me. It felt like she was waiting for me to confess to something but I had no idea what. I didn’t remember much after meeting Chet last night but I did remember getting up and going to the bathroom because the date was going so poorly.
“Is there anyone that I can call for you?” She pressed a few buttons on the monitors as she made notes on a small piece of paper she had pulled out of the pocket of her scrubs.
“My friend, Amber. Her phone number is in my cell phone.” I looked around and realized that I had no idea where my personal belongings had gone and whether I even had a cell phone anymore. The nurse walked over to a closet and opened the door to pull out my backpack and the clothes I had been wearing last night. She sat both piles on the foot of the bed as I patted the pockets of my jeans for the cell phone. I was relieved when I felt something hard and reached in and pulled out my phone.
“I can go ahead and call her.” I offered as I held up my phone.
“Sounds good.” She gathered my belongings and put them back into the closet before walking out and closing the door.
I pulled up Amber’s name in my contacts and was about to press send when I heard a knock on the door. The door opened and I had to blink twice, not trusting my eyes when I saw the most drop dead gorgeous man walk in. The olive colored skin. The strong jaw line that framed his perfect face and full lips. The golden brown eyes that studied me as if I was an animal in the wild. He looked like he could be a model, rocking the tousled hair look and making jeans and a gray T-shirt look beyond sexy. My heart skipped a beat as he came closer. 
“I’m Max, NYPD.” He approached the side of my bed with caution as he lifted his shirt for me to see the badge that was attached to his belt. A sliver of well-defined muscles greeted me as I smiled back at him.
“How are you feeling this morning, Hannah?” He pulled out the stool that had been slid under the sink and sat on it as he studied me. I felt nervous that I still didn’t remember what had happened last night and now all of a sudden I had NYPD visiting me in the hospital.
“I have a terrible headache and I’m still not sure what’s going on or why I’m here.”
“Well, hopefully we can help each other figure that out.” He let out a deep breath as he looked down at the file he held in front of him. “Can you tell me what you do remember about yesterday?”

“I can try. Where do you want me to start?”
“Let’s start with the morning. Then just walk me through your day. People you saw. People you spoke to. Anyone that you had contact with.”
“I started the day at my mom’s house. She lives in Hudson. I took the train back into town around 1 and got back a little after 3. I met with a group from school at Java Jazz Coffee Shop around 3:30 and then met a date around 7:15 at the same coffee shop. We didn’t spend that much time together, maybe 30-45 minutes? Then I excused myself to use the restroom and I don’t remember anything after that.” My hands trembled as I felt embarrassed that I didn’t know what happened after that. My eyes looked up from under my eyelashes as I watched him write down what I had told him.
“Can you tell me about the guy you were meeting?” His tone was soft, like the tone you used when you had bad news to give someone.
“His name was Chet. I met him through an online dating app. We didn’t talk much so I didn’t know much about him other than he went to NYU, like me.”
“What dating app was it?”
“It’s called Single2Mingle.”
“Would you be able to pull up his online dating profile for me?”
“Sure.” I reached for my phone that was sitting in my lap and unlocked it. Once I had his profile pulled up, I handed the phone to Max and watched as he wrote down some more information.
“I apologize, but why exactly are you here?” I asked, hoping it didn’t sound as rude as I was worried it did after I had already said it. He smiled as he closed the file and clicked his pen before sliding it into his back pocket.
“After you were brought in unresponsive last night, they did some blood work to try to figure out what happened. The blood work showed you had Rohypnol in your system.” He looked at me with one eyebrow raised as the blood drained from my face.
“Oh no...no no no no. I don’t do drugs! I can barely afford ramen noodles!” I held my hands up in defense as I realized that they thought I came in passed out last night because I was on drugs. And now NYPD was there, ready to take me in for drug use. I lowered my hands and shook my head as I started to cry.
“Hannah, I’m not sure that you understand.” His voice was sympathetic as I looked at him through blurry tears.
“You think I’m a drug addict.” I sobbed as I tried to get my words out. “And now...now you’re here to arrest me.” I lowered my head into my hands as I cried harder.
“You’re not under arrest.” He took a deep breath as he rolled the stool closer to the bed and folded his hands on top of the file folder.
“I’m not?” My face was red and splotchy as I looked around for a tissue to wipe my nose with before snot ran down my face. Between the two of us, I was not the attractive one at this point.
“You’re not.” He smiled a tight smile. “I’m here because we have a missing person case that also deals with someone who she met through the same online dating website.”
“A missing person? Did they meet up with Chet also?” Confusion was setting in as none of this was making any sense.
“We don’t know yet. But given that you had a date rape drug in your system while on a date with someone you met from the same website, we want to look into every possibility.”
“Date rape drug?” My eyes grew big as I now understood what he was getting at. No wonder I couldn’t remember what had happened.
“It’s usually slipped into a drink. The victim rarely knows it’s there until it’s too late and already in their system. Can you tell me what all you had to drink last night and if Chet had access to your drink?”
“Coffee. I had already been there with my study group but had been drinking from my water bottle. He offered coffee and had been the one to wait in line and get it.”
“Were you able to see him the entire time?”
“I wasn’t watching.” I let out a breath of frustration. Not with the questions but with myself for being so stupid.
“Did he have access to your drink?”
“Yes.”
“Are you willing to file a police report and give us a statement about what happened?”
“Yes.”
A nurse walked in as he stood up and scooted the stool back under the sink.
“Thank you for your time today. An officer will be by shortly to have you complete the paperwork and to take your statement, but if you need anything in the meantime, here’s my card. If you remember anything that might be helpful- call my cell.” He extended a business card to me as I reached up and took it.
My mind was still trying to process everything that had just happened. The missing girl. The date rape drug. Things could have been so much worse than they were so I tried to stay focused on the fact that nothing else could possibly go wrong. Just as I was about to pick up my phone to call Amber, I saw a voicemail alert on my phone. I didn’t feel it vibrate and the number on the call log showed as restricted.
I pressed the play button as I held the phone to my ear and listened.
Hannah, this is Claire at Ferguson and Wales. We’ve been waiting for you to show up for work today, however since you still have not arrived and it is 3 hours past your start time, we are accepting your no call no show resignation. Please call me to set up a time to come in to collect your personal belongings and final check.
My stomach dropped as I listened to the voicemail again. Okay, so I was wrong. Things could get a lot worse.
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