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    "Human trafficking is a flagrant violation of human rights. It is a modern form of slavery that challenges our deepest moral and ethical convictions."
Kofi Annan, former Secretary-General of the United Nations

      

    


PROLOGUE: AT THE MERCY OF FATE

Carlie Donnelly had been taught to drink whiskey by her father at the age of 14. And in Uruguay, where they lived, this was not something that could be widely publicized, it was rather something that one would share with one's closest friends, nothing more. That was how prudish Uruguayan society was in the early nineties.

For the Donnellys, as for most Irish people, it was an assumed reality that as soon as a child was old enough to go out at night with his friends, he would drink alcohol, especially whiskey, the quintessential Irish national drink, and it was the responsibility of the parents, usually the father, to ensure that the young person knew how to do so responsibly. By the first 15th birthday party of one of Carlie's classmates, the tall young woman with straight blond hair could already drink 400 milliliters of whiskey and still hold a fluent conversation in the 3 languages she was fluent in (excuse the redundancy): Spanish, English and Italian.

Even more so at almost 18 years old, that winter night in the last days of 1991 at the Marquee Club located on 10th Avenue, on the corner of West 27th, in New York City. The following year she had her last year of high school left, and with her friends they were convincing their respective parents throughout the year that they shouldn't wait to finish high school to go on the graduation trip, and there they were, for two weeks of vacation to welcome the new year at Madison Square Garden.

Carlie wouldn't have to go for the second whiskey at that point, 1 AM, since she wasn't of legal age, but two of her friends were, and they were the ones buying the drinks at the bar. Anyway, Pia, Lu, and Margo were enjoying the famous nightclub much more than Carlie. The three of them went back and forth to the dance floor, returned to the table, and on the floor, they were approached by guys, and some of them danced with, or sometimes they just danced with each other. The daughter of Irishmen was not. She was terrible at dancing, and she knew it. The only exception was when she was slow dancing with Roger, her boyfriend.

What she did to accompany her friends on these outings was to carry a small sketchbook that fit in her purse and 12 good quality color pencils. That way she kept herself entertained, capturing images of the place, while the other three were on the dance floor. A tattoo on the neck of the one who was dancing at that moment with Margo was the subject of her current drawing. It was a brightly colored cobra, a true work of art by the tattoo artist, no doubt, with fiery red eyes and even looked like it was in 3D relief.

She suddenly began to feel dizzy.

How can this be possible?!  she thought. I only had a whiskey and a half. What could it be? 200 milliliters that I drank? Dad would be ashamed of you if he found out, you fourth rate Irish girl. It must be the Thai food we had for dinner, no doubt. I went with them just for the sake of it, but the truth is that I had very little to eat. Why didn't we just stop at McDonald's? Anyway, it's time to stop drinking, Carlie Donnelly. Matching action to thought, she moved the glass away from her.

But the dizziness was there, and it was increasing. Suddenly, Margo, who was dancing with the muscular, Asian-featured hunk with the peculiar tattoo on his neck, tripped and was about to fall to the floor. The burly man stopped her before she could fall. But then, it was Pia who showed signs of severe dizziness, and Carlie understood everything: someone had put something in their drinks.

She had to seek help. She tried to stand up, leaning on the table with both hands, but everything was spinning. She had to stay in the couch. A stranger with South Asian features sat next to her and put his athletic right arm around her back without her consent.

"You noticed, didn't you?" he said in English, under the terrified gaze of the young woman in the party dress with light green eyes. “Now here’s what’s going to happen: my friends are going to lead your friends out the side door one by one, and you’re going to stay very calm with me, or my knife” -He made the sharp edge of the weapon feel against Carlie’s belly, hidden from the public’s view by the table- “is going to enter the soft tissue above your hip bones, first toward your navel and then up to your ribs, while I press your lips together as if we were passionately kissing to cover up your screams, and do you know how long this maneuver is going to take me? Less than a second. Then I’m going to keep “kissing” you until you have no strength left, and I’ll leave you with your head resting on the table, as if you’d fallen asleep from being drunk.”

"Please don’t hurt me." Carlie pleaded, struggling to articulate her words in English, her second language, which was becoming increasingly difficult due to whatever had been put in her drink and apparently, in her friends’ drinks as well.

"No, but that’s exactly the point, you fool." the burly Filipino or Thai man smiled charmingly. "It’s about making sure no one gets hurt here."

Margo was already stumbling toward the club’s exit, assisted by her “dance partner.” Pia and Lu followed, in what seemed to be meticulously planned intervals. They weren’t heading towards the main entrance on 10th Avenue but instead towards the side exit on West 27th Street.

"Our turn" the burly man announced. "Let’s put your purse on. That’s right, because if we left it behind, it would raise suspicion. I’ll help you find the exit. That’s right. Very calmly, okay? Remember, my knife will be at your waist the whole time. That’s right. Put on your coat; it’s snowing outside, and let’s go." 

"I WANT TO DIE!!! I WANT TO KILL MYSELF!!!" Carlie internally howled moments later, in the back of a van, her hands and feet bound, her mouth taped shut with duct tape. Only Pia remained somewhat conscious. Margo and Lu had already passed out. Yet even Pia’s gaze was vacant. Perhaps the whiskey training since she was 14 was the only reason the Irish girl maintained some awareness of what was happening.

"Look, this one’s still conscious" one of the kidnappers pointed out to his companions. " Pass me something to help her sleep."

She fought physically with all the strength she had left, but she couldn’t prevent the stranger from pressing a cloth soaked with a foul-smelling liquid against her mouth and nose.

After that, she knew nothing more. 

Carlie Donnelly and her three Uruguayan friends had been left at the mercy of fate in the city that never sleeps.
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CHAPTER 1: KIDNAPPED 
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Imperial Hotel, Brooklyn, New York, Saturday, December 28, 1991, 6:55 AM.

Arturo Vidart had been the Shift Manager at the hotel for 16 years. He arrived promptly at 6:30 through the staff entrance, headed straight to the locker room, and five minutes before his shift began, he was already showered, shaved, scented, dressed in his immaculate uniform, and at the reception desk, five minutes before seven. 

Born in Argentina, Arturo had studied Hotel Management at the University of Buenos Aires. As a young man, his dream was to manage a large hotel in New York City. And twenty years after finishing high school, he had achieved that dream, though only partially: he was in charge of the busiest shift at the historic hotel on 1719 Hancock Street in the Bedford-Stuyvesant neighborhood of Brooklyn, but it was not what one would call a grand hotel. It was large and a historic building from the early 20th century, but it was a three-star hotel by international standards.

Regardless, he treated the guests as if it was the Sheraton. That’s how he had been trained in his degree program, and that’s how he took his role. 

He greeted the night shift manager and, almost automatically, moved to the board with the room keys hanging. He did this primarily to check the hotel's current occupancy but also as a mental exercise to try to associate each occupied room with the faces and names of its occupants. This was how dedicated the Argentine, who was around 40 by the end of '91, was to his guests. 

Something caught his attention as he scanned the hanging keys. 

"Ibra, tell me", he addressed the night shift manager. "Did the guests in rooms 403 and 404 check out early today?" 

"Let me check the logbook" Ibrahim answered, opening the register of arrivals and departures that the hotel kept as policy. "No, it seems they haven’t returned. The last entry I have shows they left just before 7 PM last night."

“What?! And they still haven’t come back?" 

"Maybe they went out somewhere. How can we know?" the Pakistani night shift worker shrugged, manning the reception at the historic hotel. 

"Of course, four foreign tourists between 17 and 18 years old go out at night when clubs close at 4 AM, and you don’t find it strange at all that they haven’t returned by 7 AM, right? " Arturo snapped. "Quickly! Check if they requested any directions, phone numbers, room service... Move, Ibrahim!"

911 Central, New York, Saturday, December 28, 1991, 7:32 AM.

"911, this is Rhonda. Please describe the nature of your emergency." The voice was impersonal and quick, one of many emergency operators. 

"Hello. I’m not sure if this is an emergency, but they say it’s better to be safe than sorry. My name is Arturo Vidart, and I’m the manager at the Imperial Hotel in Brooklyn. I’m calling to report that four of our guests did not return last night after going out for dinner and dancing at the Marquee Club."

"I understand. Ages of the guests?" 

"Two are 17, and the other two are 18." 

"I see. I understand your concern, but they might just be out having fun, right?"

"That could be the case, but these girls have been staying at the hotel for a week now. They’ve been going out at night, true, and we generally know their schedules. But when nightclubs close at 4 AM, they always come back to the hotel, where we keep a log of all guests’ entries and exits. They didn’t come back last night, and I wanted to report it." 

"Hmm... I understand. It’s not a police emergency, but I’ll refer it to the Missing Persons Department. Please hold the line." 

"Detective O’Brien, Missing Persons Unit, 10th Precinct. How can I assist you?" 

"Good morning, Detective O’Brien. I’m Arturo Vidart, the day manager at the Imperial Hotel in Brooklyn..." 

"Brooklyn? Let me transfer you to the appropriate precinct." 

"No, no. Please wait. Let me explain." 

"Go ahead" sighed the rookie detective, who had taken the Missing Persons assignment only to someday be transferred to Homicide. 

"Yesterday at 6:30 PM, the guests requested the phone number for the Marquee Club at 10th Avenue and West 27th. Half an hour later, they were recorded leaving the hotel. That’s the last we know about them from here." 

"I understand" the young redhaired detective’s adrenaline surged upon hearing "Marquee Club." "Thank you for reporting it. Please provide me with the hotel’s address and phone number, and I’ll send a patrol car immediately. Will you be on duty?"

" All day, detective, until 6 PM." 

The detective took down the details, ended the call, put on his coat, holstered his weapon, and headed straight to the precinct chief's office. 

"Chief, good morning." 

" Tell me, O’Brien." 

"We have a possible kidnapping at the Marquee Club last night. It was just reported: four foreign tourists, two of them minors, " the young detective reported the essentials. 

" Damn it! The Marquee again?" The Latino precinct chief slammed his fists on the table. " If it were up to me, I’d shut that damn club down. I’ll call the judge to issue a search warrant and get them to show us the security footage if they’re difficult. Get backup, O’Brien. That club is huge." 

"On my way. I’ll keep you updated via radio," he said, turning and rushing towards the 10th Precinct garage. 

Common Grill of Malvín Norte Residences, Saturday, December 28, 1991, 2:53 PM. 

Residents Sergeant Sergio Yrigoyen of the Patrol Division and his 18yearold son Roger had invited Dana Doyle, Roger’s high school classmate and partner in their amateur detective venture, to join them for a barbecue on a scorching summer day. 

These culinary and social gatherings were all about laughter, sharing a meal with friends, catching up, and bonding. The excuse was grilled meat, with a side brazier where logs burned and embers were moved with a poker to sit beneath the seasoned beef, which had been prepared beforehand. Everyone was full and the conversation was relaxed. 

"So, are you going to Punta del Este with your parents like you do every January, Dana?" Roger asked the natural redhead born in Canada. 

"Yes, just like last summer. Half of the time wherever Mom rents, and the other half wherever Dad rents, going back and forth " she emphasized with a playful gesture, " like a Ping-Pong ball." 

"That’s what it’s like having divorced parents, what can you do?" The burly, athletic pillar of the Stella Maris rugby team, which both attended, shrugged. 

"Still, they’re not like those typical divorced parents who throw mud at each other with the kids as hostages. They get along well, Mom and Dad. Not well enough to stay together, but they’re civil with each other, you could say." 

"Gato, you need to get another beer from the freezer " the police sergeant, in civilian clothes on his day off, gestured to the empty Pilsen bottle. "And while you’re at it, bring the ice cream for dessert." 

"Oh no, I couldn’t handle any more ice cream, Sergio " Dana interjected. " I’m about to explode." 

"You’re skin and bones, Danita. Just a little bit." 

"Well, maybe just a little bit." 

"I’m on it " said the young man with brown skin and honey colored, catlike eyes, a nickname he had earned from an early age. When he reached the apartment he shared with his widowed father, the landline phone on the kitchen counter was ringing. "Hello?" 

"Oh God! Roger! Where have you been?!" A distressed voice came through on the other end. 

"Paddy?" The rugby player recognized the voice of his girlfriend Carlie’s father. " What’s going on?" 

"I’ve been calling you for hours! Carlie was kidnapped in New York last night!"   " WHAT?!" 

"The Uruguayan Embassy in the United States called me. The New York Police Department informed them." 

"But... but..." The Stella Maris scholarship student was still in shock. "How is this possible?" 

"AND HOW THE HELL SHOULD I KNOW, ROGER?! All I know right now is that my wife is packing my bags, and I’m taking the first flight out of Carrasco Airport to New York, or out of Buenos Aires, I don’t give a damn!" The Irishman, who had been living in Uruguay for just over 20 years, had embraced the local culture, including the vernacular and swearing. "I need to be there for my little girl, you understand?" His voice cracked, but he seemed to recover enough to continue. " And if I know how much you care about her, I know you’ll want to be there for her too, right?" 

"Of course! But... how...?" 

"I’ll cover the travel expenses. You’re coming with me, okay? Do you have your community passport up to date?" 

" Yes, of course. I got it last year." 

" Good, so you won’t need a visa. And your firearm permit?" 

"I have the local one, but not the international. That will take a few more months. Wait. How long do I have to get ready?" 

" I’ll be there in 15 minutes." 

" Okay. I’ll get the bag ready quickly." 

" We’ll bring Carlie back, Roger. Love you." 

The young man, adrenaline pumping, rushed to inform his father and guest of the situation. As soon as they saw him, both knew something was wrong. 

" What happened, Ro?" Dana’s blue eyes locked onto his honey-colored ones. 

" Carlie was kidnapped in New York " Roger blurted out. " Paddy is coming to get me " he referred to Carlie’s father. " I’m packing to leave with him on the first flight." 

" I’ll come upstairs with you " the natural redhead decided quickly. " I need to make a call, if you can lend me the phone." 

" Sure, of course." 

The young people went upstairs to the apartment in Malvín Norte. As Roger began packing, Dana went straight to the landline. She dialed from memory the number of her father’s satellite phone, Arthur Doyle, an Interpol agent stationed in Uruguay. 

" Dad. I need an emergency meeting at home as soon as you can get there."   " What happened, Dana?" The conversation between father and daughter was always in English, as both were native Canadians. 

" Remember the graduation trip we had been talking about for a while? I need to advance it right now. I’ll give you the details at home. Ticktock, Dad. Time is of the essence." She hung up. 

Andrés Puyol 3307, home of Sara Segovia and Dana Doyle, Saturday, December 28, 1991, 3:28 PM.

Dana had resolutely decided not to tell her mother what was causing her so much anxiety since returning from the barbecue at Roger’s house, until all three of them were together (Dana, her Canadian Interpol agent father, and her Spanish criminal lawyer mother, who had immigrated to Canada and later to Uruguay to be closer to her daughter’s father). The Spanish mother in her forties and the Canadian-born, now Uruguayan resident daughter were in the living room of the house in Carrasco they shared, waiting for the arrival of Dana’s father. 

Finally, he arrived, skidding his tires on the asphalt in his Volvo. Both women went to greet him at the door. It was a relief for Sara, Dana’s mother, as it seemed that her daughter was finally about to reveal the mystery that had been making her so tense since her arrival. 

" Dad!" Dana embraced her father warmly. 

The parents exchanged puzzled glances, silently asking each other: Do you know what this is about? and not being able to answer. Soon, the three of them were sitting together in the living room, the fireplace naturally off given that the temperature outside exceeded 30 degrees Celsius. 

" Mom, Dad" Dana, on the verge of a nervous breakdown, addressed her parents. “I need you to put your hand on your hearts and in your pockets and tell me that I can travel to New York this afternoon, as an advance on my graduation trip, which was supposed to be next year” she was very serious, looking alternately at her parents, who had brought her into the world nearly 18 years ago. 

" Dana, first of all, stay calm" her mother, a Spaniard but speaking in English as she did on the rare occasions when all three were together, said patiently. “Tell us what’s going on and how we can help, okay?”

" Carlie, Roger’s girlfriend, who had traveled to New York with her friends for an early graduation trip, was kidnapped last night. Right now, I don’t know the details except that Carlie’s father received a call from the Uruguayan Embassy in the United States today, and while we’re talking, Roger and Paddy are heading to Carrasco Airport to catch the first available flight to get there, and I... I... can’t not be there for Roger in this extreme situation. If you love me as much as I love you, please, for everything you hold dear, I need you to put me on the same plane as Paddy Donnelly and Roger Yrigoyen. Can you do this for me, please?" The natural redhead delivered the whole plea in one breath. 

Sara Segovia and Arthur Doyle exchanged a look of mutual understanding. The question they asked themselves was: When will our daughter realize that she loves Roger and that she will never be with him as she would like? But faced with the specific request, they saw no way to deny it. They had the money saved, the reason was valid for advancing the trip, and their daughter would be devastated if they refused to let her go with Roger in such a situation. 

" Okay" Sara finally approved, understanding from her exchange of glances with Arthur that they were both in agreement. “But you and Roger have put yourselves in danger before, haven’t you?”

" And we’ve managed to get out of it, too, Mom." 

" Yes, but" Doyle insisted, “if you both go, I know you won’t be sitting around drinking smoothies at the hotel and will let the police do their job, right? Or am I saying something we haven’t seen before, daughter?”

" Well. That’s why I brought the bag with our gear from Roger’s house, didn’t I?" she pointed with her eyes. “Besides, we’ve been chased to be killed, shot at, threatened with death, and" she pointed to herself from head to toe "how are we? All in one piece. Why would this time be different? 

" Kidnappers, Dana, are usually dangerous people" the Interpol agent insisted. 

" More dangerous than Bolivian drug traffickers?" the redhead raised an eyebrow, recalling another case where she and Roger had narrowly escaped. Though it should be noted, narrowly. 

" You’re impossible, Dana Doyle!" Arthur gave up. “Go, pack your things while I sort out the money with your mother, and then I’ll take you to the airport”

“I love you" she kissed her father on the cheek. " I love you" she did the same with her mother. “I won’t be long.”

" Don’t forget to take your Canadian passport, daughter!" her mother shouted as Dana was already racing up the stairs to her room, taking two steps at a time, then three. 

" Yup" Dana shouted back in response. 
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CHAPTER 2: PRELIMINARY INVESTIGATIONS
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American Airlines Flight 876, Sunday, December 29, 1991, 6:15 AM Eastern Standard Time (EST)

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. We will soon be arriving at our destination, John Fitzgerald Kennedy International Airport in New York City. Please return to your seats to vertical position and fasten your seatbelts. The temperature in New York is 15 degrees Celsius. The local time is 6:15 AM. Please remember to keep your seatbelt fastened, seatbacks in their upright position, and tray tables stowed until the seatbelt sign is turned off. Thank you for choosing American Airlines.” 

" Well, the moment of truth." Paddy Donnelly prepared himself for what was to come. 

" Everything will be fine, Paddy. You’ll see," Dana tried to reassure him from across the aisle, in the central seating row. 

" You’ve got two professional detectives by your side who are working purely out of love for Carlie, nothing more," Roger assured the dairy industrialist from his seat on Paddy's right. 

" Professionals?" The Irishman was surprised, as he had always heard that Dana and Roger’s cases were minimized in their perceived danger, given the obvious reason: the rugby player was his daughter’s boyfriend. 

" We’ve been paid for our cases," Roger shrugged. "That makes us professionals in practice." 

" It wouldn’t be our first kidnapping case either," Dana supported her partner and friend. 

" What haven’t you told me about what you do, investigating?" Donnelly asked with suspicion. 

" Once, in our first case, we recovered a kidnapped baby from the CASMU nursery," Dana clarified, recalling a significant case. "The Acevedo baby, remember? It was in the news for several weeks." 

" Yes, I remember something about that case. So, it was you?" 

" Well..." Roger’s turn to be a bit more realistic. "Actually, there was a collaboration with another detective agency in that case..." 

" But we arrived first," Dana pointed out. "For a few minutes." 

" Listen, guys," Paddy looked alternately at both, one on either side of his seat. "I know you have the best intentions, but this is about Carlie. The New York police are on the case, and maybe the FBI is involved as well... I’m infinitely grateful to both of you for coming with me," the Irishman became emotional, and tears welled up in his eyes. 

" It’s the least we could do, Paddy," Dana smiled at him. "Carlie is my friend."   " And she’s my one and only special, future father-in-law," Roger patted Paddy’s back. "We’re going to bring her home... together." 

After retrieving their luggage, they proceeded to immigration. Only Roger was subjected to additional questioning, which was unusual since the immigration officer who attended him was African American, and Donnelly, being Irish with an Irish passport, had to keep Dana, the Canadian with natural red hair and blue eyes, from unleashing her fury on what she perceived as a classist and somewhat racist system. They were allowed through as if it were nothing. 

" It’s due to the Spanish passport from the European Economic Community," the veteran tried to calm the energetic young woman. 

" But aren’t they among the “acceptable” passports for entering the United States without needing a visa?" If she were a dog, the young Canadian would have been frothing at the mouth. 

" These officers are trained to be ultra-suspicious. Anything that doesn’t fit, they’ll interrogate the person trying to enter, and they might not be aware of Uruguay’s cultural history, of how our country was formed." 

" Our?" 

" I’ve been a legal Uruguayan citizen for many years," the Irishman shrugged.   " Yes, I also processed my legal citizenship a few months ago, but that doesn’t make me feel any less Canadian. I still don’t see your point, Paddy. Or is it just a distracting maneuver to keep me from causing a scene?" 

"Always so perceptive, you" the veteran smiled. "It is and it isn’t. These immigration officers have a... what’s it called? A stereotype of what a citizen of each country should look like. A Swede? Blond with light eyes. A Congolese? Black, and so on with each country. Roger doesn’t look like a typical Spaniard, if you get what I mean." 

"Because he’s mixed-race, that’s all?" 

"Exactly! That’s why I said they don’t necessarily know that Uruguay is a land of immigrants by excellence, where a mix of ethnic origins occurs, and then every Uruguayan can claim a passport from Spain, Italy, or wherever, because they are “children of” or “grandchildren of” a citizen born in a particular country. It’s natural for them to hold him a little longer. Look, here he comes." 

"Oh, how nerve-wracking," Roger sighed when he joined his travel companions. "For a moment, I thought they were going to take me to a room and strip-search me to see if I was a drug mule" he smiled widely. 

"Let’s go, mule" Dana patted his muscular biceps. "Let’s get out of here."

230 West 20th Street, Reception Desk, 10th Precinct, New York Police Department (NYPD), Chelsea, Manhattan, 9:30 AM

"Good morning, officer" Donnelly greeted the Latina at the reception desk. "I’m Patrick Donnelly, and these are my private investigators Dana Doyle and Roger Yrigoyen" they all showed their passports to the officer in blue, following the story they had discussed in the rented car. "I’m the father of one of the young women who were kidnapped from the Marquee early Saturday morning." He waited for the officer to process the information. "I need to speak with Detective O’Brien, who is handling the case. I understand he’s here, even though it’s Sunday." 

"Good morning, Mr. Donnelly. Let me check" she went to a notebook. "Yes. He’s here. Here are your visitor’s cards. Go through the scanner" she indicated a metal detector "and wait for it to not go off" she directed them. "Head down that hallway straight ahead, then up the stairs to the first floor, and ask at the reception desk of the detectives office for O’Brien." 

Soon, the three of them met Detective O’Brien after 12 hours of flight and layovers, renting a Ford sedan from Budget Rent a Car, checking into the same Imperial Hotel where Carlie and her friends were last seen, dropping off their bags, and navigating by maps to the 10th Precinct. The redhaired detective with disheveled hair greeted them formally with a handshake, but it was evident that the extra hours working on a weekend were taking their toll, even at his early twenties. 

"We appreciate you meeting with us on a Sunday, Detective O’Brien" of the three, Donnelly had been designated to take the lead as the father of a kidnapping victim until Dana and Roger saw fit to delve into more “technical” details of police and detective jargon. 

"Yes, well. I can’t just take the weekend off with a case like this ongoing, can I? I can tell you that you are the first family member of the four missing girls to come to my desk. You hurried over here, Donnelly." 

"What father wouldn’t have?" The father of Carlie said sadly. "What do you have so far?" 

O’Brien took a blue folder from his desk. 

"These are the facts that preliminary investigations have gathered, Mr. Donnelly" he opened the folder. "Your daughter and her three friends, who were staying at the Imperial Hotel in Brooklyn, called the hotel reception at 6:30 PM last Friday to ask for the Marquee Club’s reservation phone number, a nightclub here in Chelsea. At 7 PM, the hotel’s log records them leaving the hotel. There is no record of what they did between 7 and 11 PM; they might have gone out to eat or something, and at around 11 PM they entered through the club’s main door on 10th Avenue, according to security camera footage. Inside, they danced, drank, everything based on what the security cameras picked up, and by around 1:20 AM yesterday, they were leaving one by one, accompanied by young men. That’s where the preliminary investigations end, I’m sorry. We’ve circulated the photos of the men among the departments, but we don’t have any identities yet." 

A tense silence ensued. It was the ideal moment for Dana and Roger to start doing their “thing.” 

"How did they appear to be, according to the footage?" Roger asked incisively. 

"Sorry, Donnelly" O’Brien ignored the question and went straight to speaking with the father of a kidnapping victim. 

"They are my private investigators" the Irishman replied with total aplomb. 

"Dana and Roger, Private Investigators" the young detectives said in unison, pulling out their business cards from their jacket pockets and presenting them to the New York police detective. 

"DNR PI" O’Brien read aloud. "It wouldn’t be the first time someone adds extra force to a forcible disappearance" the redhead shrugged. "Okay. Everything counts. They seemed to be drunk." 

"Or drugged" Dana interjected sharply, her blue
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