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Chapter One
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“Son of a bitch!” Vincent “Vinnie” Valentino yelled as he slapped the heel of his hand on the steering wheel. He whipped open the driver’s door and swore again when a car swerved around him, splashing him from mid-thighs down from the puddle of water he’d been forced to park in. He walked around the car and kicked the blown-out tire with his thousand-dollar Italian loafer. Shaking his head in disgust, he whipped open the trunk of the car and stared in shock at the spot where the spare was supposed to be. He angrily slammed down the lid, pulled out his phone, and quickly dialed.

“Tony, it’s Vin, I need help.” He wasn’t afraid to ask for help when he needed it. Contrary to what his family thought, he was a pretty down to earth guy for being a billionaire CEO of a company his great-grandmother had started back in her prime. Unlike his mother, who looked down her nose at everyone that didn’t have the same number of zeros in their bank accounts as the Valentinos did, Vinnie was pretty human. He knew he should have had his driver drive him, but he had been frustrated and wanted to get out of the office to blow off some steam. Though, admittedly, driving frustrated at his mother now seemed like the wrong way to go about things.

“What’s up?”

Vinnie sighed heavily. “I’m not calling to cry on your shoulder, but I had a fight with Mother. I took the car without the driver, and now I have a flat. There is no spare. Can you get me the name of a tow truck?” He gave his assistant his current location and waited patiently for him to respond. Anthony “Tony” Manno had been Vinnie’s best friend their entire lives. When Vinnie had taken over as the CEO of Valentino, Inc. he had brought Tony on as not really his assistant, but as his man about town. Whatever Vinnie needed or wanted, like the number of the nearest tow company, Tony was the man he’d contact to help him out. This arrangement has worked for the past five years, and he wasn’t about to change that.

“Yo, Vin, you there?” Tony came back on the line.

“Yeah.”

“Truck is on the way, they said twenty minutes. Are you going to wait for it, or do you need me to come get you?”

“I’ll wait for it,” Vinnie said on a sigh. He looked around the neighborhood and was impressed by the people streaming in and out of the businesses there. He wasn’t in the posh area of the uber rich where he had a house, but he also wasn’t in the slums either. He was like halfway between the two. He hung up the phone and went over onto the sidewalk to wait for the tow truck, but not before reaching in to grab his briefcase, and turn the four-way flashers on. He had pulled over as far as he could without taking up a parking space on the side of the road. He walked slowly up one side of the sidewalk looking at the window displays in the businesses. He looked up when he caught sight of flashing lights in the distance and made his way back to his car. 

“Valentino?” The man dressed in a dark blue uniform asked from his open window.

“Yeah,” Vinnie said, and pointed to his car. In under ten minutes the car was up on the flatbed, and Vinnie actually took the guy up on getting a ride with him. Neither spoke as they made their way to the shop. Once there, Vinnie turned to the man to say, “As you saw, I have a flat, but there’s no spare.”

“Okay, it’s probably going to take an hour maybe a little longer.”

“That’s fine. Is there a place to grab a bite to eat around here?”

The guy jumped down from the cab of the truck, and Vinnie did the same. They met at the front of the vehicle, and the driver, “Tom” his name badge said, pointed to the left. “There’s a bar about a block down on this side of the street.” Tom looked at him with a smirk. “Called Silver Spoon.”

Vinnie looked at him in shock, then threw his head back and laughed. He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a business card. He quickly wrote on the back and handed it to Tom. “This is me, and I just wrote my cell number. Can you call me when it’s done?”

“Sure, we close at seven in case you don’t make it back right away.”

“I’ll be here.” Vinnie nodded and walked away from the man. When he reached the entrance to the bar, he opened the door and walked it, but he had to stop to let his eyes adjust to the darkness. It didn’t take long once he removed his sunglasses.

“Are you open?” Vinnie called out and heard a distance affirmation. He walked in and took a seat at the bar. Once he set his briefcase down, and his eyes had adjusted he looked around in shock at the décor.

“What can I get you?” a woman asked, and he whipped around to stare at her in the same shock he’d shown seconds ago.

“Am I seeing everything correctly?” He looked around wildly and felt like his head was on a swivel.

The bartender laughed. “Yeah, I know, it’s April and we’re decked out for Halloween. The owner’s birthday is today, and he loves Halloween. We do this once a year for his birthday, you know, decorations, costumes. It will be a mad house in here later tonight. Can I get you something?”

“Yes, please, Scotch, on the rocks.” He nodded as she twirled away and poured his drink. While she did that, Vinnie brought his briefcase closer. As soon as she set the drink down, he picked it up and took a small sip. “Do you mind if I do a little work?”

“Not at all, I’m Kelsey, can I get you anything else?”

“Do you serve sandwiches? My car’s in the shop and Tom sent me down here.”

“Sure,” Kelsey said as she grabbed the menu and handed it to him. “I’ll be back. We happen to be in our dead time of the day, and I’ll be running back and forth to get prepped for tonight. When you find what you want, give me a holler.”

“How about the BLT on wheat, chewy bacon, light mayo, and chips instead of fries.”

“Got it,” Kelsey laughed as she wrote the order down,, took the menu, and walked away. Vinnie spent the next couple of minutes looking at the décor and shook his head with a happy smile, trying to remember the last time he’d celebrated Halloween in April, let alone Halloween altogether. There was something about the atmosphere of the entire bar that soothed his soul, and he quickly let go of his animosity toward his mother from her earlier visit. He swore he’d been groomed since he was in the womb to be the CEO of Valentino, Inc. He shook his head as he opened his briefcase and pulled out the first file. He’d been in such a rage at his mother that he didn’t know whether he’d grabbed the correct files he wanted or not. He shook his head again to clear it so he could concentrate, he would deal with his meddling mother later. Several minutes later, he looked up and saw that a plate with the sandwich he’d order sat before him. He looked around, but didn’t see anyone as he picked up half and took a big bite. He hadn’t realized how hungry he was and practically devoured it. He looked over when a swinging door opened and he about lost his mind when the most gorgeous woman he’d ever laid eyes on walked through the door. It wasn’t Kelsey, his barmaid, but someone else. He slowed down his chewing and watched her.

The woman was dressed as Elvira, and unless that dark black hair on top of her head was a wig, which he’d bet his next paycheck it wasn’t, he fell instantly in lust. The woman turned to look at him and grinned as she struck a pose. Her eyes were actually violet in color. He wondered if they were real or contacts.

“Do you like my outfit?”

“I do,” he croaked out and had to sip his drink, but found nothing but melted ice. She quickly rushed forward to get him a refill. 

“Scotch?” she’d asked after only taking a sniff of his glass. He could only nod. She gave him his drink back, he sipped, then looked at her with a grin.

“Elvira?”

“For tonight.” She laughed and winked at him. “Have you seen Kels?”

“Do you mean Kelsey?”

“Yes.”

“She said something about stocking the bar for tonight.”

“Got it,” Elvira said as she started forward, then rushed as the door swung open and you could only see a pair of legs and a stack of boxes. Elvira rushed forward and grabbed the top two. Vinnie was impressed by the muscles she displayed through the sleeves of her outfit.

“Whoa,” Kelsey said, then caught sight of the woman before her. “Lele?” she asked, and Vinnie actually wrote the name on the side of the document he had been reading. Kelsey squealed, put the rest of the boxes on the floor, then grabbed Elvira in a hug. Vinnie ignored his work and openly listened to their conversation as he took his fill of looking at Elvira.

“What are you doing here? I haven’t seen you since New Years.” They hugged again and Kelsey looked Elvira up and down and grinned as she raised her brows up and down. “I like, but what are you doing here?”

“Gregg called and asked if I could help out tonight. I don’t know whether I’ll be a hostess or bartender.”

“Bartender, definitely bartender,” Kelsey laughed as she went to the boxes. With a grin, she continued, “With us both behind the bar, and you dressed like that, we’ll be raking in the tips.” Together, they opened them and began pulling bottles out of the coolers, emptying the boxes, then putting the pulled beer back inside. Vinnie nodded to himself as he realized they were rotating the stock. He was done with his meal, but sipped his Scotch as he listened to the friends catch up. At first it was mundane, happy chatter until Kelsey asked Elvira a question.

“How you doing on your trip planning?”

“Good, that’s one of the reason’s I told Gregg I’d be here tonight. So far, everything is planned and paid for. I leave January eighth.”

“Why then? Why not the first?”

“Holiday travel. I was able to save almost fifteen hundred dollars if I left on the eighth.”

“Damn, that’s a lot.”

“Yeah, it allowed me to book a few extra nights in some hotels.”

“How long will you be gone again?”

“A year.”

Vinnie wondered what Elvira could possibly do for an entire year, but kept his comments to himself. He found that he liked her voice, and wanted to keep listening to it. He tuned back into their conversation when he heard the two of them laughing.

“Come again?” Kelsey stood up and placed her hands on her hips. “Please, repeat what you just said.”

“I think I found a way to get my family off my back about dating someone.” Elvira smiled at her friend. “It came to me when I watched a movie.”

“Ah, and what slasher movie gave you inspiration?”

“It wasn’t a slasher movie, at least not this time,” Elvira laughed, then cocked her head to the side. “Although, after what Dad asked me at Easter, there may be some inspiration there.”

“Oh, god, what did he say?” Kelsey laughed. “I have to say, as far as fathers go, yours is the best.”

“I know.” Elvira grinned, which caused Vinnie’s cock to wake up. He didn’t bring any attention to himself as he continued to listen. “No, as much as I love my dad, he asked me at Easter dinner when I was going to settle down and give him grandbabies.”

“Oh, shit, what did you say to that?”

“I politely informed him that I had four older brothers that were engaged to be married in the next two years, why not harass one of his future daughters-in-law.” Elvira shook her head, then laughed. “He did, and now my brothers are mad at me. But not really mad, you know.”

“Yeah, I know,” Kelsey said as she laughed. “It started a ticking clock in their fiancées.” She picked up the boxes and stepped back when the door swung open and another set of legs carrying more boxes came in. This time, the man who carried them hugged Elvira, kissed her cheek, and thanked her for coming in early. He stayed there long enough to remind her that she could keep her tips for the night, and that she’d be getting twelve dollars an hour.

“Thanks, Gregg.” Elvira hugged him again. The man quickly left, and the two women went to another set of coolers to restock them, talking as they did.

“So, what movie inspired you to do what?”

“You know I’m going on my trip for a year, right?”

“Yes, you’re going around the world for your photography.”

“Correct, well, I was sick just after the first of the year, I had the flu and was channel surfing. I came across a movie and watched it. I’m not saying I know how to do this, but it might be worth a shot.”

“Do what?”

“The name of the movie was The Holidate. These people met, and because they didn’t have any significant others, but their families were pressuring them to find someone nice to settle down with, they came up with a plan to be each other’s date for the holidays so their families would get off their backs.”

Vinnie cocked his head as he thought about what she said, wrote the name of the movie next to hers on his paperwork, then quickly tuned back into the conversation.

“How exactly would that work?”

“Well, for me, I would want forty-eight hours’ notice to go on the date with the guy. Afterward, it would be a handshake and a goodbye. No messy sex, no messy relationship, no phone calls, no dates, no plans, other than getting together for the Holidate with the family. I would have us arrive separately, meet about a block down from wherever the event is, then show up together. Afterward, handshake, see you next time.”

“Really? You wouldn’t want to be romantically involved with your date?”

“No.”

“But why?”

“Kelsey, I’m leaving in nine months for a year. I’ll be traveling all over the world, and I don’t want a man to be constantly calling me and whining about when I’ll be returning. I’m twenty-eight, and I’ve been planning this trip for ten years. It’s time I do this thing for myself before I think of settling down. I don’t want a relationship to turn romantic and decide to not go on this trip, because I don’t want to resent the man months or years down the road from stopping me from achieving my lifelong goal. Once I’m back home, then I’ll look for a romantic relationship. I’ll still only be twenty-nine with plenty of time to find the right guy, get married, and pop out babies, but not until I do this first.” The woman dressed as Elvira shook her head sadly. “I know I sound like a bitch, but I can’t help it. I feel if I do this now, for me, then I can get on with my life, and won’t have any regrets in the future.”

It took everything Vinnie had not to jump to his feet, raise his hand above his head, and yell out that he’d be her Holidate for the next year, but his cell phone went off then and he quickly answered it. When he hung up, Elvira was before him asking if he wanted anything else. He shook his head and started putting his ignored correspondence away.

“Just the bill, please.” He nodded and closed his briefcase. He took the bill, pulled out his wallet, and laid a hundred-dollar-bill on the check. “Keep the change,” he said as he stood, grabbed his briefcase and walked out of the bar.
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Chapter Two
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Vinnie walked down the street with a renewed pep in his step, and by the time he reached the garage, he was actually whistling. He hadn’t felt this good in a long, long time. Listening to Kelsey and Elvira’s conversation got him to thinking, and once he was home, he was going to sit down and make a list of the pros and cons of what Elvira had said, but not before looking up the movie she’d mentioned and watching it to see if he could come up with his own ideas for the problem of his interfering mother. While Elvira’s father was asking her for grandchildren, Vinnie’s mother was shoving one particular woman down Vinnie’s throat, and he was sick and tired of it. He didn’t like Caroline Powers on a good day, and had told both of them that repeatedly, but they refused to listen. It was time to take matters in his own hands, and for the life of him, he could never figure out how to do that. After listening to Elvira and Kelsey’s conversation, he had a starting point. However, because of who he was, he needed to write out his lists of pros and cons before he could move forward with a plan. Shaking his head, he entered the garage and spotted Tom right away.

“All fixed, you picked up a nail somewhere. If you can find your spare bring it back in and I can take a look at it.”

“Thanks, I’ll ask my driver. I left the office in a huff and told him to get out of the car.” Vinnie shook his head as he took the bill, looked at it, then pulled out his wallet. He paid in cash, then looked at Tom with a confused look.

“What’s wrong?”

“Do you take tips? Or is it against company policy or something?”

Tom laughed, “Since I own the company, it’s not against my policy to take tips.”

Vinnie laughed as he handed the man a fifty-dollar bill and put his wallet away. He walked away with a copy of his invoice and went to his car. He tossed his briefcase in the backseat, climbed behind the wheel, and since it was only two in the afternoon, he did something he had never done in his life, he went home instead of going back to the office. He did use the phone on his steering wheel to call the office to tell his assistant he wouldn’t be back and to take messages and cancel his afternoon meetings. He hung up before they could say anything, and headed home. As soon as he entered his penthouse apartment, which happened to take up the entire top floor of the building, he went into his bedroom and changed into shorts and a tee shirt. He might be a billionaire CEO, but when he was at home on his own time, he liked his comfort. He smiled when he realized that his current attire, including his bare feet, would piss his mother off enough that she would probably have a coronary. Smiling at the thought, though he loved his mother, no, love was too strong of a word to describe his feeling for the woman who birthed him. He scowled as he tried to come up with an adjective to describe his feeling for his mother. The only word he could come up with was ‘tolerate’, so he went with it. His mother was oftentimes too much to handle. Maybe that was why his father had divorced her years ago. At times like this, Vinnie wished he’d had a sibling to pass his mother off to. Shaking his head, he went to the kitchen, rummaged through the refrigerator for a beer, then settled on the couch. When he reached for the briefcase, he realized he’d left it in the car. He didn’t know whether it was intentional or not, but he wasn’t about to get up and go down to the garage now.

With a wide grin, he grabbed the remote and turned on the TV. It didn’t take him long to find what he was looking for, but before he pressed play on the movie, he jumped up and made sure to grab a fresh pad of paper and pen. He settled back down, sipped his beer, and pointed the remote at the TV.

Two hours later, Vinnie sat there in stunned silence as some highlights from the movie played back in his head. He looked down at the pad of paper, then settled in and ripped off the top sheet to a fresh one to write out his lists. He was a list person and not afraid to admit it. That practice had saved his ass a lot of times, and he wasn’t about to change it now. The lists were another reason why he was so good at his job at such a young age, and why his father had left the care of the business to Vin.

The next time he looked up, he gave a start when he saw his mother standing there glaring at him. He shook his head, pinched the bridge of his nose and sighed heavily. “What do you want, Mother?”

“Why are you dressed like that?”

“Because I’m in my own home and can do whatever the fuck I please.”

“Don’t talk to me like that, Vincent.’

“Then stop asking stupid questions, and you won’t get stupid answers. Why are you here?”

“I want to talk to you about what we were discussing earlier when you stormed out.”

“There’s nothing to discuss.”

“Well, because you were being childish, I took it upon myself to ask Caroline to be your date for the gala in two weeks.”

Vinnie looked at his mother like a deer in the headlights, and blurted out, “Good, she can be your date because I already have one.”

“Who?”

“You’ll see at the gala.” He stood and made sure the pad of paper was in his hand. His mother had learned a long time ago from her husband that she was not to snoop through any papers that weren’t specifically designed for her to see. He took the pad to his office and sighed in relief when she didn’t follow him. Back out in the living room, he picked up his bottle of beer, took a sip and made a face at the warm brew, he realized he’d been so engrossed in the movie, then the list making, he’d forgotten all about it. He dumped the contents, rinsed the bottle and put it in the recycling. He sighed heavily again as he turned to see his mother still standing there.

“What?”

“Who is this woman?”

“None of your fucking business, now get out.”

“Why didn’t you return to work after you stormed out in a childish tantrum?”

“Mother, if you know what’s good for you, you’d leave now before my temper returns.”

“You are the CEO of a multi-billion-dollar company, how would it look if everyone went off in a snit and didn’t return.”

“It prevented me from tossing you out of the window of my office, didn’t it? I swear you could try the patience of a saint.”

“You have a reputation to uphold, and a prestigious company to run, it doesn’t look good when you leave like you did.”

“Yeah, well, stop pissing me off in the middle of the work day with stupid shit, and I won’t get pissed off and leave. Now, I’m going to piss you off. I want you to get out of my house, and I want you to stop meddling in my life. Both my work and private life. You have no say in the company, it was passed down to me on Dad’s side of the family. I only allow you to come to see me because you’re my mother. If you have a problem with the way I do my job, take it up with Dad.” He knew he would piss her off by bringing his father into the conversation, and he wasn’t sorry. “Or do I have to ring Dad myself to tell him what you’ve been doing in the last six months.” His father was currently working abroad to clean up a mess with one of the offices over in Brussels, and left the operations here in Vinnie’s hands. He raised a brow at his mother’s stubborn look. Sighing deeply, he walked over to the couch, picked up his phone, and dialed.

“Yes, this is Vinnie Valentino in the penthouse, can you please send security up to remove my mother. Oh, and I want the doormen, along with anyone else, to know that she’s not allowed in my apartment without being announced until further notice.” He had looked directly at his mother as he said this, and ignored her shock. He hung up and only raised a brow at her.

“Security will be here shortly.” He turned on his heel and headed to the kitchen to pull items out of his refrigerator. Five minutes later there was a knock on the door, and he went to open it. His mother still hadn’t moved, trying to call his bluff.

“Hey, thanks for coming so fast. I want my mother removed from my apartment. She’s not allowed to just come up here anymore without me being notified.”

“For how long, Sir?”

“Until I tell you, for now, we’ll start with indefinitely,” Vinnie said as he stepped back and watched as they went over to Beverly Valentino and told her she had to leave. Vinnie stood his ground and when she glared at him as she walked past with her nose so high in the air he doubted she could see anything, he shook his head at her. “I warned you, Mother, stop meddling in my business. I am a thirty-year-old man that runs a multi-billion-dollar company. I eat people like you for breakfast. If I recall, your divorce decree from Dad says you’re not allowed in the offices when he’s not present. He’s in Brussels, and has been for the last few months. Oh, and you can bet your raggedy ass that I will find who the snitch is in the company for allowing you inside, and they will be reprimanded, if not fired.”

“You can’t fire Leslie, her husband’s sick and they need the insurance.”

Vinnie didn’t tell her that she’d just ratted her own friend out, and just before he closed the door on her face, he nodded and gave her a smile that showed all his teeth. “I’ll see you at the gala in two weeks.” He shut the door and waited until the security guard called him back to let him know that his mother had been put in a cab. He thanked them, finished making his supper, then as he ate, he rewatched the movie from earlier. He paused it at one point to go get his list again. After he watched it for the second time, he started plotting. When he went to bed that night, he had a plan formulating in his head. He couldn’t wait to talk to Tony about it the next day.

*****
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THIRTY-SIX HOURS LATER, Vinnie grinned at Tony as he stood in his living room in the penthouse and laid out his entire plan to his best friend.

“You want to what?” Tony asked in confusion. He even shook his head as if to clear it.

“Okay, you’re not grasping what I’m saying, so let’s do this first. Grab something to drink, take off your suit jacket, loosen your tie, kick your shoes off, and sit down.” Vinnie pointed to the other end of the couch, and watched as Tony did what Vinnie requested. When the other man was settled in his seat, Vinnie looked at him, and said seriously, “Pay close attention, and don’t say anything until the end.” He pointed the remote to the TV, and pressed play.

Two hours later, Tony looked at Vinnie with a scowl. “Who in their right mind would agree to something like that?”

Vinnie went on to tell him about the conversation he’d overheard between Kelsey and Elvira and when Tony started nodding he knew his friend finally understood what he wanted.

“Okay, this is all making sense to me now, first, what brought this on?”

“There’s some gala in two weeks, and mother showed up at the office to inform me that I had to take Caroline Powers as my date. I refused, she then told me as the CEO of Valentino, Inc., it was my duty to marry within my class.”

“Ah, so with your Dad gone, she’s trying to throw her hoity-toity ass around?”

“Yes. I stormed out of the office. That’s when I got that flat. I went to a bar down the street, overheard that conversation I just told you about, and came home to plan. Mother showed up unannounced, and proceeded to tell me she had already invited Caroline on my behalf. I told her that she would be her date, because I already had one.”

“Oh, shit,” Tony said with a laugh. “Elvira?”

“Yes, but that’s not her real name, that’s what I called her in my head because the bar I was in was getting ready for some Halloween party.”

“In April?”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought, but the owner loves that holiday and loves Halloween. They have a themed party every year. The woman talking about having a Holidate was dressed as Elvira.”

Tony sat there in stunned silence then looked over at Vinnie with a gigantic grin. “What do you want me to do, Boss?”

Vinnie laughed. “I want you to find Elvira and tell her I want to be her Holidate. If this goes as planned, I’d like to use you as the go-between with us.”

“Like how?”

“You already keep track of my schedule outside of work, you know what events I have coming up that I’ll need a date for. You can continue doing that, and then see what she has coming up to see if I can help her out by being her date with her family and whatever other obligations she might have.” He looked at Tony and sighed in relief when the other man told him the smartness of that plan. “There is one good thing about all this,” Vinnie said as he looked at Tony with a grin.

“What could that possibly be?”

“It would only last for nine months, I overheard her tell her friend that she’s leaving for a year-long world tour on January eighth of next year, and she’d be gone for a year.”

“Okay, I’m liking that for you. No pressure to commit. Are we talking all your commitments? The galas, the business dinners, the fundraisers?”

“Only the business dinners where a spouse or significant other is required.”

“Right off the top of my head, I don’t foresee any of them in the near future. I know of the gala, then there’s Mother’s Day brunch, but do you really want to take this woman to meet your mother privately?”

“Not really, but we’ll see what happens.”

“Okay, then there’s the picnic at the country club for Memorial Day, and then again for the Fourth of July.”

“Okay, then if she agrees to it, we’ll have to see what events she has coming up with her family. I’m going to trust that you with any scheduling problems that may arise.”

“Got it, now before I ask where I have to go try to find this woman, we need to come up with a neutral place where we can conduct business. I’m sure if this is going to be anything like the movie, you’re not going to want her here, and you’re not going to want to go to her place.”

“Ah, well, I saw her at The Silver Spoon, it’s a bar over on Broadway, Kelsey the original bartender was excited saying she hadn’t seen Elvira since the New Year, so I’m guessing she’s not a regular worker there. From what I overheard from their conversation, they seemed to be lifelong friends.”

“Okay, let me work my magic. What’s the name of the waitress, and what does she look like?”

“Kelsey, she’s about five six, dark-blonde hair, green eyes, and on the petite side.”

“Okay, what about Elvira?”

“I don’t know whether this is an accurate description or not because she was in a costume, but she was about five six, curvy, jet-black hair, and violet eyes. The hair might have been a wig, and the eyes could have been contacts.”

“Understood, I’ll go see this Kelsey person first, explain the situation, and see if she can help me. Is there anything that I could say that they might know who you are? Not some random stalker.” He held up his hand and shook his head at his best friend. “I refuse to use your name, title, and money to get information about this woman.”

“Thank you for that, I trust you. Yes, tell them I’m the guy who drank Scotch and left a hundred-dollar tip for a five-dollar sandwich.”
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Chapter Three
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“Excuse me?” Kelsey asked the man before her in shock. “What did you say?”

“Is there any place we can go to talk privately?” Tony asked as he looked over his shoulder at an older gentleman further down the bar.

“If you have something to say, you can say it here.” She wasn’t exactly cold to him, but she did put some steel in her back when she looked down her nose at his request.

“Okay, but you have to promise me you won’t call the cops. I’m not crazy, I promise. Once you hear my story you’ll understand, and I’ll need your help.”

“Talk.” Kelsey had crossed her arms beneath her breasts and pushed them up, causing Tony to become distracted, he shook his head and looked into her eyes sheepishly. “But know this, you’re on closed-circuit TV and being recorded. If you try anything with me, the cops will have your face on video.” Kelsey glared at him, then raised her brows in shock when he immediately lifted his head to look directly in the lens. She knew then that he wasn’t out to hurt her.

“Sorry. I don’t mean to scare you, but I need your help.” He drew in a deep breath and let it out in a rush. “As I said, I am not crazy, but I work for a man that is pretty important in the business world. I know that probably means nothing to you, but he was in here a couple of days ago.”

“Okay,” Kelsey said as she encouraged him to continue when he paused to sip the water he’d ordered. “Do you know when he was in here so I can get a timeline? I’m good at my job, but I don’t always recognize everyone. However, I do know my regulars.”

“Fair enough. It was a couple of days ago when the place was set up for Halloween.”

“Okay, got it. What about it?”

“There was a man in here that ordered a Scotch and a BLT sandwich.”

“I remember him.”

“That’s my boss, that’s who I’m talking about.”

“Does he want the hundred-dollar bill returned that he left as a tip?”

“No,” Tony actually shouted and held out his hands toward her. “That’s yours.” Tony rubbed the back of his neck and sighed heavily as he sipped his water again. “I don’t know how to actually say this.”

“Just spit it out. I’m not being rude, but I don’t have all day.”

“I know,” Tony said, then looked directly at the woman before him. “My boss, overheard your conversation with another woman. He kept referring to her as Elvira.”

Kelsey threw her head back and laughed. “Okay, I know who you’re talking about, what conversation did he overhear? We had several. And before you ask, she’s been my best friend since the sixth grade. I will not give you
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