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			Chapter One

			“Okay,” Dan said, wrapping up the business meeting, “I think we can all call it a night.”

			The other six men at the table looked relieved, especially Sam Wainwright. He and Dan had been heatedly discussing ideas that Sam had for upgrading some of their surveillance equipment. Dan had told him that his ideas would cost too much to design and decrease their profit margin by half. Sam disagreed, and told Dan so. Dan had an open communication policy with most of his executives, but for some reason Sam’s insistence that he was right and Dan wrong felt like insubordination to him. He had grown tired of the argument, and thought the best way to end it was to call it a night. Most of the men at the table had families they were anxious to get home to. Dan Lloyd did not, and it wasn’t like him to let them go that early in the evening. They packed up their laptops and tablets, picked up their briefcases and left quickly, before their boss changed his mind.

			The only one left at the table was Kevin. Kevin Ackroyd was Dan’s business partner and best friend. He was currently wearing a smirk on his face.

			“What,” Dan asked him, “do you find so amusing?”

			“I just enjoy watching you go head to head with Sam. His ideas are good, why do you give him such a hard time? Could it possibly be because you’re sleeping with his wife?”

			“Sam’s ideas are not that good actually, and the word is slept…I slept with his wife, past tense. He doesn’t know about that anyways, so our sparring has nothing to do with that, and everything to do with the fact that I should demote him back to a simple technician and get him out of my executive meetings.”

			Kevin grinned, “If you say so…”

			“I say so.” Dan told him with a definite period at the end of that conversation. Changing the subject quickly he said, 

			“How about us snatching those contracts with the NSA away from Stanton? That was fun eh and should put a little cash in the old coffers.”

			Kevin got up and went to the minibar, pouring them both a Whiskey. Coming back over with two glasses he said,

			“It’s an amazing deal. We’ll make millions this year alone. But, no one was surprised you got it, you always get what you go after. Isn’t that why they call you the Golden Goose?”

			Dan waved him off with a flip of his hand and took the drink Kevin was offering, “I’ve always hated that silly name.”

			Kevin laughed, “Yes, but it’s true. Businesses, mergers, contracts, hell, even women…you always get what you want.”

			“Maybe that’s what the hate mail has been about, huh?” Dan said.

			Kevin raised an eyebrow. The “hate mail” that Dan was referring to was threatening letters and emails that Dan had been receiving as of late. Kevin and other executives that worked with Dan at Ambratat Ltd. have been trying to get him to go to the police about them. Dan was refusing to take them seriously though. So far, the letters have made vague references to him “losing everything” and “getting what was coming to him at last”. To him, it sounded like a jealous husband or lover. Dan was thirty-six years old, rich and very good-looking. He had slept his way across most of the beautiful the UK and Europe has to offer including some from across the pond as well. Giving no heed to whether or not the young lady he was with may already have a partner, he always put that back on her; after all, he was single. She was the one that was cheating. He figured the letters were coming from some man whose woman had confessed to being with Dan and was royally pissed. He wasn’t about to get the police involved in something so silly. It would be bad press for both him and the company. 

			“I hope that’s all it is,” Kevin told him, much more worried about it than Dan was.

			Holly Blundell ran across the street to the restaurant. She was late. She had been talking a client down off a virtual ledge and couldn’t leave in the middle of it. She had tried to keep a discreet eye on the time, and at some point she had to accept that she either had to walk away or be late for her date. 

			She was a financial consultant. She had taken over the company two years prior from a close friend. She had worked for the lady since graduating from University. The woman was elderly and had no heirs. She had been looking for someone she could train to take over her business, and Holly had turned out to be just the one she’d been looking for. 

			Mrs. Nichols had trained Holly in every aspect of financial consulting, and she was a natural at it.  By the time her boss retired, Holly had built a huge clientele of her own, and had the financial resources to buy Mrs. Nichols out of the business. One of the reasons why she was so good at what she did, however, was that she took on each and every one of her client’s financial issues as if they were her own. Her love life had often suffered for it, and tonight wouldn’t be any different she was sure. 

			Her client had been a middle aged man who was in the process of selling his failing business. It wasn’t something that he wanted to do, but the poor economy had forced him to re-evaluate his finances and make some tough decisions. One of the toughest was selling a business he had built from nothing from the ground up. He had sat in Holly’s office tonight, as she gave him the sound advice to sell the business and use the money to invest in something that was more stable, and he had cried. She couldn’t leave. She couldn’t tell him she had a date and make that seem like it was more important than what he had spent the last forty years of his life building.

			He had at last stopped crying and pulled himself together, but by that time it was almost seven o’clock and Seth was supposed to pick her up at seven-thirty. There was no way she would make it home in time. She had called him, and asked if they could just meet at the restaurant and he agreed. She hadn’t wanted to go in the trouser suit she had worn to work however, so she had stopped at the boutique downstairs from her office and bought a new dress and shoes.

			It was now seven-fifty, and she was running across the street, dodging traffic, and hoping that he was still waiting. She was also hoping that if he were, all of the trouble would have been worth it.

			“Hi,” she said with what she hoped was her sweetest smile. “I’m so sorry I’m late. Traffic was just awful,” she lied. She knew from personal experience that for some reason, men didn’t mind being kept waiting due to traffic as much as they minded it being because of her work. 

			Seth stood up and smiled back, “Holly, its fine. I’m just glad you made it after all. You look stunning.”

			She smiled sweetly again and thanked him. Taking a seat she said, “You look very nice yourself. I think I’ve ever only seen you in your coaching gear.”

			“Yes, I’m afraid that I do spend a lot of time in It.” he said.

			Holly had met Seth at a party she had gone to with her best friend, Tamara Smith. Tamara was the head teacher at a posh co-ed private school. The party had been a going away party for one of the teachers whom Holly also had known. Seth had come in late, after a rugby match. He was the head coach for the team at the school, and Tamara had introduced him and Holly. She had been trying to get them together for some time, thinking that they would make a great match for each other.

			Holly had strict instructions to call Tamara as soon as the date ended, no matter what the time, and let her know how it had gone. 

			Kevin and Dan shared the one drink, and Dan listened to Kevin speculate about who could be behind the threats Dan had received. Dan really wasn’t worried about it, but Kevin was trying hard to get him to accept the fact that being the head of a multi-million pound corporation at the age of thirty-six had to have made him a few enemies along the way.

			“What about the Sicilians?” Kevin asked.

			“The deal in Sicily was a little sketchy,” Dan agreed, “but it’s just a little farfetched to me that the mafia would be sending out letters and emails to warn a guy they have a hit on. Wouldn’t they just be feeding me to the fishes by now?” he said with a grin.

			“Keep joking about it, funny boy,” Kevin told him, “I’m going to take a dive down to the bottom of that river to say I told you so when it happens though.”

			“You worry too much, partner,” Dan told him, laughing. “Go home, get some rest. We have that breakfast meeting with the Chinese in the morning.”

			Kevin gathered his things and said good night to his friend, cautioning him again to be careful. Dan, humouring him said that he would. He too, gathered his things and left for the night. He thought he might call Lola. She was one of the ladies that lived in his apartment building who had become a “friend with benefits.” He would run across the street to the off license on his way out of the office and pick up a bottle of red wine and some truffles. If his devilish good looks and charm weren’t enough to entice her, he thought, maybe the wine and chocolate would do it. 

			Dan took the lift from the office to the garage where his car was parked. He exited the garage and drove about a couple of streets, before parking the car across the street from the liquor store. As he was crossing the street, he noticed a dark, four-door car approaching him. It was going way too fast, and he quickened his step towards the pavement. The car suddenly slowed down. Dan wasn’t sure why, and couldn’t even explain it later, but he had a bad feeling about the car. Maybe it was Kevin’s nagging, maybe he’d been worried himself all along and just hadn’t wanted to admit it. Whatever it was, Dan didn’t like the looks of it. He began to jog, and just as the car reached him, he dove behind a large delivery truck that was parked at the curb. He heard the gunshots as he hit the pavement face down. The driver of the car unloaded a hail of bullets in his direction, most of them hitting the delivery truck, but a few of them bouncing off the pavement near his head. It only lasted a few seconds, he was sure, but it felt like he lay there for hours, waiting for the gunman to either run out of ammunition, or just hit him already.

			At last the spray of bullets stopped, and Dan heard the car speeding away. He kept his head down for a moment longer, and when he sat up, there was a crowd gathering from the store and surrounding businesses. The driver of the delivery truck stood looking at his truck, in disbelief of what had just happened. Dan sat there on the sidewalk, in a bit of a shock; waiting for the sirens he heard approaching in the distance to reach him.

			By the time dinner was over Holly had to admit that Tamara had been right; Seth was a smart, funny, interesting guy. She also had to admit that for reasons she couldn’t explain, not even to herself, she wasn’t a bit attracted to him. She wasn’t looking forward to making that phone call to Tamara. Her friend was bound to tell her what she had told her hundreds of times before, that she needed to start letting someone into the walls she had built around herself to protect her heart.

			Holly, though successful in business, and most of life in general, had not been overly successful in the love department. She had been on lots of dates, sometimes twice, but she had yet to meet “the one”. She had a definite idea of who she was looking for, and Tamara often told her that was the problem. She refused to settle for anyone who didn’t fit her specific idea of what she was looking for. Yes, a handsome man was always nice, and yes, employed was good. She enjoyed a man with a sense of humour, and one who was intelligent as well. What had been lacking so far, however, was that she also wanted to meet someone who was as interested in mystery and intrigue as she was. She had read all kinds of mystery books. She watched every spy and suspense movie she could get her hands on, and she absolutely loved her weekly lunches with her cousin, Jack Ramos, the Superintendent of Police. Jack would never share names or details with her about cases, but he knew she loved mysteries, so he would often bounce ideas and scenarios off of her. When she met the man that was as interested in those things as she, then hopefully all of the other things would fall into place. Until then, she’d probably have to keep disappointing her friend, Tamara. And tonight, she’ll have to do her best not to give Seth too many ideas about a future date.

			“Superintendent Jack Ramos,” the man said as he approached Dan with an outstretched hand.

			Dan was sitting on the back of an ambulance van, wrapped in a blanket. He had told them numerous times that he was fine, but they kept insisting that he may be in shock and should sit for a while.

			Dan took the man’s hand and shook it, “Dan Lloyd, pleased to meet you.”

			Jack nodded, “It would have been nicer for you under better circumstances I’m sure,” he said.

			Dan agreed, “Yes, at a fundraising function or something would have been preferable than my head nearly getting shot off.”

			“What can you tell me about what happened here?” Superintendent Ramos asked him.

			“Not much,” Dan said, “I was walking across the street when I saw this car speeding towards me. It slowed down, and I could see a gun aiming at me; that was when I dove behind the truck. Then I heard the shots loud and persistent.”

			“Can you describe the car?” Jack asked, taking notes as they talked.

			“It was a dark colour, blue, I think. The streetlamps are not very bright, so it was hard to tell. I think it was four-door.”

			“You didn’t see the license plates at all?”

			“No, I’m sorry. I was in a hurry to get out of the way.”

			“Did you get any glimpse of the shooter, or shooters?” he asked.

			“There was only one in the car, I think, the driver. I got a glimpse of him. I don’t know how well I could describe him.”

			“That’s okay; just do the best you can.”

			“He was dark haired and young. He looked almost adolescent. The arm hanging out of the window had a tattoo on it, I’m sure. I just didn’t exactly see what it was of.”

			Jack nodded again and said, “Do you have any idea why someone would be shooting at you?”

			Dan started to shake his head, and then he said, “No, but I have been getting some worrisome letters and emails at work lately.”

			“Where do you work?” the Policeman asked.

			“I own Ambratat Ltd. It’s a computer software company. We specialise in making software for security and surveillance organisations.”

			“Did you report these letters or emails?”

			“No,” Dan said, now wishing he had taken Kevin’s “paranoia” more seriously, “I didn’t really think they were serious threats, until now.”

			“Is it possible you have enemies in the business world that might want you out of the way?”

			“I suppose when there are millions of pounds at stake in every business deal, that there are always enemies to be made. I can’t think of one off hand that might be angry enough to kill me, however.”

			“And your personal life?” the policeman asked, “Any problems there with a wife, girlfriend, jealous man?”

			“I’m not married, and I don’t have a girlfriend,” Dan said, hoping to leave it at that. The officer wasn’t going for it though, he said,

			“Surely a successful, good-looking guy like you has plenty of dates. Any of them with women who might have other men waiting in the wings?”

			“Maybe one or two,” Dan told him, “But I doubt any of them had men that would find murder and life in prison a fair trade for being cheated on.”

			“You’d be surprised,” Jack told him. “I’m going to let you get home for tonight. We’ll be collecting what evidence we can here, and I will call you tomorrow. I’d like you to meet with my sketch artist, Ayo. Like I said, anything you can remember will be a big help. And also, if you could possibly make a list for me of anyone that might be a suspect, even in the slightest way. And any of the letters or emails that you saved, I’d like to see those as well.”

			“Okay,” Dan said. He thanked the Superintendent and jogged across the street to his car. His evening of romance was forgotten. All he wanted now was a hot shower and a beer.

			Dan was late for the breakfast meeting, it was unlike him. Kevin looked at his watch. He was worried. The letters were creepy, and Kevin had tried to convince Dan that they needed to take them seriously. Now, every time Dan was a few minutes late, Kevin was worried that something had happened to him. Dan thought it was funny. He called Kevin a “mother hen”. Kevin had lost his Dad when he was twelve. They had lived on a farm in Texas, and his Dad had caught some men rustling cattle one night. His father was a stand-up guy, and despite his mother’s worries that something bad would happen, his dad agreed to testify against them. Before the trial happened, his father was gunned down in the street. He was killed on his way to pick up his son from football practice. Kevin was a worrier, but with good reason. 

			He was about to excuse himself from their Chinese business associates to go call his friend when he saw Dan walk through the door. He was dressed sharply and as well groomed as ever. Kevin silently chastised himself for worrying.

			Dan apologized to the men for making them wait, saying that he had been caught up in stalled traffic due to an accident on the highway. He hadn’t called, because his phone hadn’t had service where he’d been stranded.

			The men accepted his apology. They were anxious to get down to business. They had come all the way from China because Dan and Kevin’s company had been the most appealing to them out of hundreds they had researched around the world. They were looking for a security system to help protect a very powerful man in their country. They didn’t elaborate on who this man was, or what he did for a living. Dan and Kevin didn’t ask they never did. It was their business to build a system that was worth what the men were willing to pay for it, not to know the private business of those their systems were protecting. They had learned that the hard way, in Sicily. They had known too much then, and there were men that wanted to know what they did. It had been a little “touch and go” there for a while, as they had tried to make it safely out of the country and back home. 

			They finally had, and that was when they had made a pact to not ask too many questions, or obtain too much information about the people they were designing security systems for.

			Dan had designs of their newest and best security systems with him. He used his tablet to show them the graphic images that his team had come up with, and Kevin quoted them the prices. 

			The Chinese men were impressed, and very eager to make the purchase. Dan and Kevin were able to close the deal over breakfast, and would be getting a team together later this afternoon to begin building the system.

			After the businessmen had left, Dan ordered another cup of coffee. 

			“That went great, you had me worried there for a minute when you were late,” Kevin told him.

			“Ya,” Dan said with a sigh, “I actually almost called and told you to handle it without me,” he said.

			“Why?” Kevin asked, “What’s going on?”

			“I got shot at last night,” Dan said.

			“Shot at? Are you kidding, because that’s not funny?” Kevin asked.

			“No, it wasn’t funny at all. I’m not kidding. I was going into the store across from the office and some punk opened fire on me.”

			“Oh my God,” Kevin said, having a flashback to his father, “Are you okay?”

			“I didn’t get hit. Lucky for me there was a big truck parked there for me to dive behind. My palms and knees are a little sore from the pavement dive, but other than that, I’m okay.”

			“Jeez, Man! Now will you take these threats you’ve been getting seriously? Were the police called last night?”

			“Yes, they were there. I have an appointment with Superintendent Ramos at eleven this morning. He called and woke me up this morning. He wants me to meet with his sketch artist while things are still fresh. I’m afraid I didn’t see enough to be of a whole lot of help though.”

			“Damn! I can’t even imagine what the hell that was like for you. I’m really sorry that happened to you, man.” Kevin told him.

			“I’m okay,” Dan told him. “More pissed than anything. It takes a lot of damn nerve to shoot at someone in the street. Whoever wants me dead is ballsy, I’ll give them that.”

			“Whoever wants you dead probably won’t give up, either. We need to hire you some security or something.”

			“No,” Dan told him. “I won’t have people following me around twenty-four seven. I’m not giving up my privacy because some punks have a grudge against me. I want to find out who wants me dead and I want the cowardly bastards to have to look me in the eye and tell me why.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			“I’ll have a tuna on rye with no tomato, please, and an iced tea,” Tamara said to the waitress in the café where she and Holly had met for lunch.

			Holly ordered her Cobb salad and coke before her friend turned to her and said,

			“Are you kidding me? Seth is amazing. What exactly is wrong with him?”

			Holly took a sip of her water and said,

			“I didn’t say anything was wrong with him. He seems like a great guy and I like him,” she said,

			“But?”

			“But…I just didn’t feel anything, Tamara. No spark, no attraction, nothing.”

			Tamara rolled her eyes, “That’s exactly what you said about your last three dates. You aren’t going to feel something instantly always you know. There’s nothing wrong with giving it sometime and seeing where it goes.”

			“That’s true,” Holly said, choosing her words wisely, “But, I don’t think it’s fair to him to let him think that I’m interested if I’m not.”

			Tamara sighed, “Oh my goodness, you’re hopeless. You think that a hot-guy version of Sherlock Holmes is going to walk into your life someday, and you want to make sure you’re still single when that happens, right?”

			Holly grinned, “It’s not that farfetched, is it?”

			“Why don’t you just have your cousin introduce you to someone then?” Tamara asked. She knew that Holly and Jack were close, and being the Superintendent of Police would put Jack in a position of knowing a lot of single detectives.

			“I’ve broached the subject with him,” Holly said with another smile. “The problem with Jack is that he’s a male relative. You know how they are; their friends are good enough for everyone except for their sisters, mothers or cousins.”

			Tamara laughed, “Yes, I guess since I have three brothers I shouldn’t have even had to ask that question.”

			Dan walked into the police station at a few minutes before eleven and asked for Superintendent Ramos. He was asked to take a seat, but before he had even sat down, Jack came out to greet him.

			“Mr. Lloyd,” he said, extending his hand, “Thank you for coming,”

			“You are welcome,” Dan said, shaking the policeman’s hand. “Please, call me Dan.”

			“If you could follow me please,” he asked, leading Dan down a carpeted hallway and into a conference room where a young man was waiting.

			“Mr.. I’m sorry, I mean Dan, and this is my sketch artist, Ayo Jones. He is going to do his best to sketch a rendering from whatever details of the shooter you can recall. It’s better if you can try to relax and take your time. Can I get you some coffee or something else to drink?”

			Dan chose coffee and shook hands with Ayo. While the artist was setting up Dan asked him,

			“Ayo is an interesting name, where does it come from?”

			The young man smiled and said, “My mother comes from Nigeria. She named me that, it means happiness she says.”

			“Ah,” Dan said, “And Jones? That’s not Nigerian, I presume?”

			“No,” the young man said with a smile, “My father is from Wales.”

			“Interesting,” Dan said, sincerely. He was fascinated with other cultures.

			“You know what is interesting,” Ayo said, “That is when the Welsh relatives and the Nigerian relatives get together for Holidays.”

			Dan laughed, “I can only imagine.”

			Ayo laughed too, “No, I don’t think you can.”

			He finished setting up his easel and his drawing palate. He gave Dan a flip chart that contained pictures of eyes in all sorts of different sizes, shapes and colours, and told him to pick the ones closest to what he remembered. 

			Dan flipped through the chart, but the more he tried to remember what colour eyes the punk had, the more convinced he became that he hadn’t seen anything he could actually describe.

			“I’m sorry, man,” he told Ayo, “It was dark, and I don’t have a clue what colour eyes this guy had.”

			“That’s okay,” Ayo told him. “What colour hair did he have?”

			“It was really dark,” Dan said, “Brown, I guess.”

			“Okay then, we’ll work with the darker eyes. Try just to pick the shape if you can. Were they round, almond, etc.”

			Dan nodded and looked again. He finally pointed at an eye that he thought might be close to what the shooters eyes looked like. He told Ayo he thought he remembered that they were set close to his nose.

			Next, he looked at noses and then mouths, chins, face shapes, etc. By the time he was finished, Ayo had a sketch of a man that Dan thought might actually look something like the shooter, if his memories were correct.

			Ayo asked him if the man had any facial hair, and other than long sideburns, Dan didn’t remember any. He did remember the tattoo on the man’s arm. He knew it was large, and colourful. Ayo showed him a lot of different tattoos. None of them looked familiar to Dan, and it was almost lunch time. He told the young man he was getting hungry, and actually needed to get back to work as well.

			Ayo called Ramos in and Dan told him that he had done his best, but needed to get back to work now. They had that big project they had just taken on from the Chinese. He needed to get started choosing a team to work on that one, and had other client’s that needed attention.

			“I understand,” Jack told him, “Did you happen to have time to make that list I asked you about?”

			Dan gave him the list he had made. It included the men from Sicily that had wanted his help in getting to their enemies, a handful of competitors that held grudges against him for taking away some of their best clients, and a handful of small companies that Dan’s company had swallowed up whole over the years. It was glaringly evident that Dan had not written down anyone that he had a personal relationship with.

			“I don’t really believe that anyone on that list is behind this,” he told Jack.

			“You never know,” Jack said, “By the way, I don’t see any female names? I thought we had talked about the possibility of a jealous husband or lover.”

			“We did,” Dan said, “But I have given it some thought. I don’t believe that there is any reason to be so indiscreet. I really do doubt that this has anything to do with my love life.”

			“You are probably right,” Jack told him, “But I would appreciate the names anyways. I’ll keep it as discreet as possible.” 

			Dan reluctantly agreed to make a list and fax it over to Jack before the day was over. As he was leaving Jack said,

			“By the way, you wouldn’t be interested in buying a ticket or two to the Policeman’s ball would you? It’s a fundraiser for a great cause. We are giving all the proceeds to research for childhood cancer this year.

			Dan was a sucker for a good cause. He took out his check book and bought four tickets. Jack thanked him, and told him to watch out for himself and that he would be waiting for that list.

			Holly had a lunch date with her cousin, Jack that Saturday afternoon. She met him at the steakhouse near the station.

			“Hey, cuz!” she said when she found him seated at their usual table, “How’s it going?”

			“It’s going slowly this week,” he said, “How are things with you?”

			“You know…the same old, I was hoping you’d have an interesting case or two to share with me.”

			Jack smiled, “If I were a postman, you would never have lunch with me, would you?” 

			Laughing, Holly said, “Of course I would, maybe just not as often.”

			“Nice to know,” he said with a grin. “I did meet a millionaire this week.”

			“Really?” she said, “Tell me more…”

			“Someone was trying to shoot his head off. Luckily for him, he’s got fast reflexes and dove behind a truck.”

			“Why was someone shooting at him? Did a robbery go bad?”

			“No, it was more like a hit attempt. Unfortunately he didn’t get a great look at the guy, and the sketch ended up looking like Joe Average off the street. Not much to go on.”

			“Hmm, he didn’t have any ideas who it might be?” Holly asked.

			“He said no. It turns out that he’s quite the womanizer though. I was leaning a bit towards a jealous husband or lover.”

			Holly raised an eyebrow and grinned, “A womanizing millionaire with a hit on his head, wow. And you said you had a slow week. The most exciting thing I’ve done is hand out tissue to some of my clients who are losing money in this awful economy.”

			“Maybe we could get them together with the millionaire,” Jack said jokingly, “He could give them some pointers.”

			“Humm! That’s my job, cousin. Like you have told me a hundred times about your job, leave it alone, you could get hurt!”

			“Touché,” her cousin said, raising his glass of iced tea. 

			Dan woke up with a long, thick strand of red hair across his face. He had to move it off his nose in order to get a good breath. Looking next to him he saw the rest of her. She was a damn good-looking woman, and she had been a dynamo in the sack, but he was ready for her to go now.

			Rolling out of his side of the bed, he tried to make sure that he sat up on the side hard enough to jolt her awake. He didn’t like it when they spent the night. He usually tried to go to their place instead of his so this wouldn’t happen. He had actually sent Kevin off in his car, thinking if she drove she would take him to her place and he could call a cab when he was ready to go.

			It hadn’t worked that way though. This one either had a husband or kids at her place, he was sure of that. She had insisted that they either go to his place or a hotel. Dan had finally given in and given her his address, and now here he was at six am with a naked woman in his bed. He really hoped she was in a hurry when she woke up and didn’t expect coffee or breakfast. Damn! He thought, putting his hand to his head, what the hell is her name, anyways? 

			He felt a warm hand on his back, and turned to see her looking at him with a smile and a pair of sexy green eyes looking out underneath the mass of unruly red hair.

			“Good morning,” she said.

			“Morning,” Dan said back, hoping like hell he could get her out of here before she expected him to use her name.

			“What time is it?” she asked.

			“About six,” he told her, trying to inch further off the bed.

			“Early riser, huh?” she asked, rolling back onto her back to stretch. Dan watched her, and felt a stir between his legs. He leaned over and reached for a clean pair of boxers out of the nightstand. She was hot, but he didn’t want to give her any ideas. He wanted her out of here.

			“Yes, I have work to do. No time for burning daylight.”

			“Even on Sunday?” she asked.

			“When you own your own business it’s every day,” he said as he stood up to pull on his underwear. He went over to the closet and pulled out a t-shirt. As he was pulling it over his head she said,

			“Okay, darling, I can take a hint.”

			“What’s that?” he asked.

			“I’ve been with enough men to be able to read the ones who were only looking for one night of fun. I can see that is you. It’s okay. I’m a secure adult, I can live with that.” she was sitting on the side of the bed pulling on her clothes as she talked. “I have my own obligations to take care of today anyways.”

			Dan felt a little bad that she had figured out he wanted her to leave, but he was relieved he hadn’t had to come right out and ask her. There was nothing he hated worse than that whole scene with a woman who had come in expecting more.

			“Last night was great,” he told her, “Maybe we can do it again sometime?”

			“Sure, baby,” she told him, “I’ll write down my number on my way out.”

			Dan left her to dress while he went in to put on the coffee. He went to the front door to pick up his paper like he did every morning. He normally rose around five am, and picked it up, so he knew it would be there. He took hold of the door handle, and as he turned the knob he felt a rush of heat and heard a loud boom that made his ears throb. He was thrown back about six feet into the far wall at the end of the foyer. He heard a scream, but it seemed like it was muffled, or really far away. Reaching up and touching his ear, he realized that it was wet. He looked down at his hand and saw the blood on his fingers. The deafening noise had caused his ears to bleed. He sat there, dumbfounded. The woman, who he finally remembered was named Rebecca, came out of the bedroom. He could see her lips moving, and hear the muffled sounds, but he didn’t have any idea what she was saying. She finally found her purse and pulled out her cell phone. He assumed she was calling the police, or an ambulance maybe.

			When she finished on the phone, she came over and kissed the top of his head. Leaning in close to his injured ear she said what sounded like, “Help is coming, I have to go.”

			Dan watched in disbelief as the woman picked up her purse and jacket and stepped out into the hallway. He could see the flames that the explosion had left in its wake, but they were weak and mostly smoke by now. She stepped over them and disappeared into the thick smoke.

			“Sir, can you hear me?” Dan realized the voice was speaking to him. He must have passed out for a minute or two. The last thing he remembered was watching the apparently cold-blooded red head leave him injured on the floor. There was a medical technician sitting next to him now, and his right arm was being squeezed by a blood pressure machine that he hadn’t felt them even put on. The good news was, that he could hear what the young man was saying. It still sounded funny, and a little far away, but he heard the sounds clearly.

			Dan said, “Yes, I can hear you.”

			“Okay, good,” the young man said.

			Dan could also hear sounds of commotion going on out in the hall way and inside his house. There were people everywhere as he turned his sore head and looked around. Firemen, policemen, detectives. It was all so surreal. He finally saw a face he recognized. It was Superintendent Jack Ramos.

			Jack squatted down next to where the emergency crew were poking and prodding at Dan. “How are you?” he asked.

			“I’m okay,” Dan told him, “A bit sore.”

			Jack smiled tightly, “I can imagine,” he said. “I’m going to let these folks do their job and get you to the hospital. I will meet you there in a bit so we can talk about what happened, okay?”

			Dan nodded, and was immediately sorry he did. His head felt as if it might roll off into his lap. 

			Dan was checked over thoroughly at the hospital. His hearing was clearing up by the minute, and once the nurses had cleared the blood from his ears and flushed them with water he could almost hear normally again.

			After their tests had been completed, the doctor told him that he didn’t find any permanent damage to Dan’s eardrums. He had a slight concussion, but that was all they could find wrong with him thus far. The doctor told him they would schedule him a follow-up for a week and re-check things again then. Meanwhile he would be discharged with concussion precautions.

			While Dan was signing the discharge papers, Jack showed up. They took a seat in one of the waiting rooms.

			“Can you tell me exactly what happened this morning?” Jack asked him.

			“I just reached for the door knob. I was going to pick up my newspapers. There was a blast, and I ended up there on the floor where you found me.”

			“Were you alone in the apartment?” Jack asked him.

			“Does that make a difference?” Dan asked him.

			“Maybe, I’d like to talk to as many witnesses as I can.” Jack told him.

			“Well, no, I wasn’t alone.” Dan told him. “But she couldn’t have had anything to do with this. She was with me all night.”

			“Did you sleep at all?” the detective asked him.

			Realizing what Jack was thinking, Dan said, “Yes, I just assumed she was sleeping the whole time too. You don’t think…”

			“I don’t know, but I’d like to talk to her.”

			Dan grimaced. He had barely remembered her first name. He hadn’t gotten a last one. He was embarrassed to admit that to the detective. “I don’t know where you can find her. She bought me a drink at The Bertrand last night. I was there with my friend Kevin Ackroyd. He took my car and we brought hers back here. Her name was Rebecca, I’m ashamed to admit that’s really all I know.”

			Jack raised an eyebrow. “I hope now you might realize that you’re going to need to be more careful. So far, you’ve been lucky, but someone obviously is looking to hurt you, badly.”

			Dan nodded, feeling as if he were receiving a lecture from his father or the school head teacher. Thankfully, Kevin walked in and interrupted.

			“Dan!” Kevin said when he saw him, “Some nurse called me, she said you were in an accident and wanted me to come pick you up. What the hell happened?”

			Jack stood up, “Are you Mr. Ackroyd?

			“Yes,” Kevin said, looking first at Jack and then back at Dan.

			“I’m Superintendent Ramos,” Jack told him extending his hand. Kevin took it and they shook.

			“Mr. Lloyd said you and he were out last night together?”

			“Yes, we had a few drinks at The Bertrand. What does that have to do with what happened this morning?”

			“I don’t know if it had anything to do with it. I’m trying to piece it all together. Do you recall the woman that Mr. Lloyd left with?”

			Kevin looked at Dan again. Dan gave him a slight nod and Kevin said, “She was a real looker. Redhead, green eyes, hot body. I think her name was Becky, or Rebecca, something like that.”

			“You didn’t happen to hear her last name?” Jack asked.

			“No, I don’t think she mentioned it.”

			“Did you see if she was with anyone else?”

			“No, not that I noticed anyways,” Kevin told him. Looking back at his friend he said,

			“What exactly happened? Whatever it was, it was no accident, was it?”

			“There was an explosion,” Dan said.

			“Oh my God,” Kevin said, dropping into a seat next to Dan. “You’re okay, though?”

			“I’m fine,” Dan told him. Looking back at Jack and then again at Kevin he said, “I guess I’m going to have to take all this more seriously though and be more careful.”

			Holly met Tamara for breakfast at the bistro near Tamara’s home. As they were at the counter ordering their coffee and croissants, Holly took notice of the television playing above the barista’s head. It was a newscast and they were reporting on an explosion that had happened at a posh Edwardian mansion. They showed a picture of a very handsome man and said that his name was Dan Lloyd. Although the name meant nothing to Holly, what they said next did. The newscaster said that the computer mogul had been the victim of a drive by shooting just the week before that was still under investigation.

			Tamara noticed Holly looking at the television and said,

			“Hunky, hunky. Why would anyone want to kill him? He’s gorgeous.”

			Holly rolled her eyes at her friend. “Just because someone is rich and gorgeous doesn’t make them immune to crime you know.”

			They took their purchases to a high-rise table and Tamara asked, “How do you know he’s rich too?”

			“I just assumed…” Holly began.

			“You had lunch with Jack yesterday, didn’t you? You know something about this case.”

			“I can neither confirm, nor deny that statement,” Holly said with a smile. She wasn’t willing to share confidential information that Jack had shared with her, but she couldn’t wait to talk to him again and find out what had happened this morning. The story had all the right elements…Attempted murder, good-looking victim, rich people…she wouldn’t have admitted it out loud, but it almost made her mouth water.

			Kevin drove Dan to his house. The police had told him he couldn’t go back home for a day or two while they completed their investigation. Superintendent Ramos had also told him he was having the place dusted for prints to try and identify the woman that had been there. He was supposed to meet with Ayo also the next day to try and come up with a sketch of her.

			Dan was quiet on the way home, and before they had made their final turn to Kevin’s place he said,

			“Do me a favour, take me to The Bertrand.”

			“Why?” Kevin asked, sure his friend wasn’t thinking of having a drink so early in the day.

			“I want to find out if the bartender knows who she was.”

			“Do you really think that she had something to do with this? Why would she have stayed all night if she knew that was going to happen? A little risky, don’t you think?” he asked.

			“Yeah, maybe,” Dan agreed, “I just can’t stand sitting around doing nothing, waiting for them to strike again. Once may have been a mistake. Twice and they mean business.”

			“Why don’t we just let the police do their job, and we’ll do ours?” Kevin said, “I will talk to the head of security at the office today and we’ll beef that up, and we’ll hire more officers to patrol around your house and the apartment complex when you move home as well.”

			Dan didn’t say anything. Kevin took his silence as agreement and drove on to his place. 

			Holly waited until evening to call Jack. There had been nothing new on the news about the incident throughout the day. They had continued to report on it from different angles, and had used many different pictures of the victim, playing up the fact that he was young and rich and handsome. If you like that rich, arrogant type,” Holly thought.

			Jack answered on the third ring by saying, “No, Holly. I can’t talk about the case yet.”

			She smiled, her cousin knew her so well. “Don’t be silly, I wasn’t calling you about any case. I was wondering if you had dinner yet. I’d be willing to bring you by something if you’re still working.”

			“I can see right through you my little Sherlock Holly. You heard about the explosion and you’re fishing for information. I am starving though.”

			“What would you like?” she asked, grinning to herself. 

			Dan had as much as he could stand sitting around Kevin’s apartment. He finally talked Kevin out of his own car keys, promising he wasn’t going to stop at The Bertrand while he was out. “I’m going into the station to see if Ramos has come up with anything yet. You have to admit, it’s the safest place I could be.”

			Kevin reluctantly gave in and Dan told him not to worry as he left. He had to get Ramos to agree to let him go back home. A few days with Kevin and he would feel like he was back at home living with his Mum.

			When Dan arrived at the station he was told that Superintendent Ramos was in his office. The officer at the desk called ahead, and then told him Ramos would see him, giving him directions to the office. 

			As Dan was on his way down the hall he passed a pretty, petite brunette. She looked at him with a curious look he didn’t understand. He had been looked at by a lot of women in his life, but this was a look he couldn’t decipher.

			“Hello,” he said, stopping before he passed her.

			“Hi,” she said in a cute little voice. He noticed that she had a tiny little sprinkle of light brown freckles across the bridge of her nose. It was a cute little nose, and underneath it was the most perfect set of lips he had ever seen. He had to consciously tear his eyes away from them. Her brown hair framed her face and a pair of huge dark eyes studied him from underneath her fringes. She wore little, if any makeup and Dan found himself standing in the hall of the local police station completely aroused by the picture.

			The woman at last must have realised they were staring at each other and turned quickly, continuing on her way out. Dan stood there for a few moments debating whether of not to go after her and introduce himself. He decided against it, telling himself to remember the last strange woman he had hooked up with. He shook it off and continued on to see the Superintendent.

			Jack Ramos was sitting behind his desk; take out Chinese food spread out on the desk in front of him. He was a big man, not fat but just very large in stature. Dan almost smiled at the sight of him perched on an office chair that had been designed for a regular sized man, behind a desk that only reached his midsection.

			“Hello, Mr. Lloyd, please sit. I hope you don’t mind if I eat my dinner while we talk. I haven’t had a chance to eat at all today.”

			Dan took the seat across from him and said, “No, please. I don’t mean to interrupt your work. I just wondered if you had any news yet to share with me.”

			“I’m afraid not,” Jack told him. “We found a lot of fingerprints in your apartment. It will take us a while to sort through them, and then hopefully you’ll be able to tell us which ones don’t fit.”

			Dan nodded, “I know the case is fresh. What I was really hoping was that maybe I could get back into my home soon?”

			“I believe we’re finished there for now,” Jack said, chewing a bite of his Moshe Pork. “Your front door is completely demolished though. You may want to wait until you’ve had time to get a handy man out.”

			“I talked to the super on my way over. He assured me they’d have it done before the night is over. My best friend, partner and designated mother hen, Kevin is currently working on a security team to patrol my building. I think I’ll be fine.”

			Jack smiled, “Well, I am glad that you have someone watching over you. These people are relentless. Two blatant attacks in one week say they’re serious.”

			Dan nodded, “I finally got that, sir. I will be careful.”

			Jack reminded him again about his meeting with Ayo the next day as he was leaving, and then remembering the woman in the hallway, Dan turned back and said,

			“I have a strange question for you if you don’t mind,” Jack shrugged and Dan went on, “On my way in here I passed a gorgeous brunette in the hall. She seemed to have been coming from your office. I was wondering if you know her?”

			Jack smiled, “Not really,” he said, “she was just delivering my dinner.”

			“Okay, thanks,” Dan said, making a mental note of the name on the takeout containers sitting on the big man’s desk.

			Holly had a great day at work the next day. No one crying at her desk, people actually taking her advice about what they should do with their hard earned money. She called Tamara on her lunch break as she was eating her sandwich in the park.

			“Oh you know, dealing with children always has its up’s and downs. Talking about your one time date Seth…I found him wallowing in the break room earlier this morning.”

			“Wallowing?” Holly smiled at her friend’s flair for the dramatic. 

			“Yes,” Tamara told her, “He was eating a jam filled donut, and downing a lot of coffee, he was practically gulping it from the carafe.”

			“I don’t suppose you’re laying it on a bit thick are you?” she asked.

			“Maybe a bit,” Tamara admitted. “I was hoping it would at least move you to call him.”

			“Sweetie, I told you. Seth and I parted on good terms. He seemed to appreciate that I was honest with him. He’s a great guy. I’m sure he’ll be fine.”

			“Sure, fat from jam donuts and high on caffeine, but fine, nonetheless.”

			“Shut-up,” Holly told her with a laugh. “Hey! Guess who I saw face to face last night?”

			“Who?” Tamara asked. 

			“I took dinner to Jack, and when I was dropping it off he got a call from the front desk and kicked me out. On my way out, I came face to face with the millionaire.”

			“The one that someone is trying to blow up?” Tamara asked her. “Is he as good looking in person?”

			“He’s nice looking, if you like that type,” Holly said.

			“Which type is that, Holly? Gorgeous, sexy, rich, smart?”

			Holly laughed, “Well, yes, I suppose he does have all of that going for him. He seems a bit arrogant somehow though. You should have seen the way he looked at me, as if he expected me to melt into his arms.”

			“From what I’ve seen of him on the news, I’m sure that has happened to him more than once.”

			“I’m more interested in why someone wants to kill him,” Holly said. “I looked him up on the internet last night. He’s like some golden boy. He was a computer genius by the age of twelve. Graduated Summa cum laude from college with a master’s degree in computer science at the age of twenty two, and by thirty had started his own business which was now making millions.”

			“Well, I don’t know much about business or high finance,” Tamara said, “But I’m sure you don’t get that far without stepping on a few toes.”

			“I’m sure,” Holly said thoughtfully. “I also found picture after picture of him with different women. You have to wonder how many toes he stepped on there as well.”

			Tamara laughed, “Okay, Sherlock I have to get back to work. I’ll let you keep pondering it.”

			“Oh, wait!” Holly said, “I almost forgot the reason I actually called. Jack is selling tickets for the Police summer ball. I was getting one for myself. Would you like any?”

			“Why don’t you get two and take a date?” her relentless friend asked.

			“I was thinking of meeting Prince Charming there,” she said, “Now would you like one or not?”

			Tamara laughed, “We can only hope. Yes, I’ll take two. Maybe I’ll bring my own date. No sense in rolling the dice when you’ve got a sure thing waiting in the wings.”

			“Paul?” Holly asked. 

			“Of course,” Tamara said, “Have a great day. I’ll see you soon.”

			Holly hung up with a smile. Paul was what Tamara called her “old standby.” He was one of those men who had decided Tamara was the love of his life and he loved her with all of his heart and would do anything for her. Tamara on the other hand loved him like a brother, not a lover. They were friends because she really enjoyed having him in her life, and because he would settle for that if it meant always being a part of her life. It amazed Holly sometimes that her friend was always giving her advice, and on occasion, lectures about her love life when her own was in a bit of a shambles.

			Dan had met with Ayo early that morning and the man, being the genius that Ramos had assured Dan he was, rendered a perfect portrait of the woman Dan had spent the night with. Dan asked him for a copy, saying he wanted to show it to people at his office to see if anyone recognized her. Ayo gave him one. Dan’s intentions were actually to return to The Bertrand after work that evening and show it to the bartender and some of the regulars. He had meant what he said to Kevin a few days before; he was really tired of sitting around waiting for the police to figure something out. He wasn’t someone who was used to waiting for anything. Dan always got what he wanted, usually exactly when he wanted it. What he wanted right now was to know who wanted him dead, and why. When Kevin asked him what he wanted for lunch that day, he remembered something else that he wanted. 

			They had lunch in Kevin’s office, and Dan had suggested Chinese. Kevin had found that odd since it had never been Dan’s favourite. Whenever they had had lunch delivered, Dan usually suggested Indian or Italian, and then he had let one of the assistants figure out the details. This time, he had even told Kevin’s assistant the name of the restaurant he wanted the food delivered from. Kevin got really curious about what was going on when Dan seemed disappointed that a young Asian man delivered their food. Kevin had to tip the young man, because Dan had just rudely grabbed the food and walked away.

			“What was up with that?” Kevin asked him a while later as he watched his friend push the food in front of him around on the plate with a pair of chopsticks.

			“With what?” Dan said.

			“The sudden urge for Chinese. The way you treated that poor kid who delivered it, and now the fact that you seem repelled by it.”

			“Nothing,” Dan said. “I just thought Chinese sounded good, but now I don’t feel very hungry.”

			Kevin raised an eyebrow, but let it go. “So, they got the door fixed up okay at the house for you?” he asked.

			“Yep,” Dan said, “The place was a mess though. I called the housekeeper and asked her to come a few days early. Fingerprint dust sure does make a mess.”

			“Not to mention debris and soot from a bomb floating all over.”

			“Yes,” Dan agreed, “Not to mention that.”

			“So, any plans for the weekend?” Kevin asked him, trying to land on a lighter subject.

			“No,” Dan started to say, and then remembered the tickets he had bought from Superintendent Ramos. “And oh, actually, yes. I bought tickets to the policeman’s ball this Saturday. Do you want to go? You can bring a date, I bought four.”

			“Sure,” Kevin said, “I’m not sure who I’d want to take though. I don’t have anything going on right now with anyone I’d really like to take to a ball.”

			“Yeah, me neither,” Dan told him. 

			Kevin laughed, “Yeah right. Don’t you always have a few women on standby, just in case?”

			“It’s funny, the way you think of my life,” Dan told him. 

			“I live vicariously through you, buddy. What can I say?” Kevin told him with a grin. 

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Holly met up with Tamara after work on Wednesday to go shopping for a dress for the Policeman’s Ball. 

			“So,” Tamara asked her when Holly picked her up outside the school. “Any ideas on a date yet?”

			“No,” Holly said, “I’m still thinking I’ll just go alone. I’m sure there will be plenty of unattached police officers in need of a dance partner,” she said with a grin.

			“I’m sure,” Tamara agreed, “And maybe you can find your Sherlock.”

			“You never know,” Holly said thoughtfully. It would be great to find a partner who was interested in the same things she was. Jack had warned her though that cops often married women far removed from their chosen field. It was that escape at home they were looking for, after a day of crime and criminals they often needed their home to be a haven. 

			The ladies went to a small boutique that Tamara had heard about from a friend first. It was located in a mall, and most of the dresses looked like they were geared towards high school dances or brides maids. The sales girl showed them a few of the nicer dresses she had in the back, but nothing really called out to either of them.

			Holly was looking for something formal and nice, but not too showy. Tamara, on the other hand loved ruffles and lace. Somehow though, she could wear a dress that on others would look tacky or garish and make it look elegant.

			The next store they went to was right up Tamara’s alley. The dresses were flounced and lacy with big, full skirts. She found the one she was looking for almost at once. It was strapless. The colour was aqua and the top had tiny little multi-coloured sequins. It was fitted to the waist, and then flared out into a full skirt adorned with lace at the bottom. Tamara tried it on in her size and Holly told her honestly that she looked like a princess. Tamara had a light-olive complexion and dark blonde hair. The aqua colour of the dress complimented them both perfectly.

			They stopped for dinner after Tamara bought her dress. As Holly was eating her steak and jacket potato Tamara said,

			“I can’t believe you’re eating all of that right before trying on a dress. I starved myself all day before I was willing to try on mine.”

			Holly just grinned and shrugged. Thanks to good genes or whatever other reason, she hadn’t really ever had to think much about her weight. Her petite size six frame rarely fluctuated more than a few pounds up or down regardless of what she ate. She was religious about her morning runs however, and that was probably more than half of the battle.

			After dinner, they headed to one of Holly’s favourite formal wear stores. It was off the beaten track, and Holly assumed the only reason the lady who owned it stayed in business was that she catered to petite women and offered dresses that flattered a small frame.

			They looked around for a while, and when Holly was about to call it quits the woman, Erica, who owned the shop, brought out a final dress from the back. She told Holly she had saved the best for last, and thought it would be perfect for her. Tamara and Holly agreed. It was a deep burgundy colour with a low neckline and thin straps that fastened behind the neck. The back plunged to her waist and the skirt flared only slightly, flattering her shapely hips. There was a four-inch slit in front that also showcased her calves that were well defined from all of her morning runs. Erica said it was called a “mermaid dress”. Holly tried it on and it fit like it had been tailored for her. It made her feel feminine and beautiful, and she found herself walking out of the shop with it, hoping that Saturday would hurry and get here. 

			The ladies went shoe shopping next, both of them finding a pair to match their dresses fairly easily. The purses and jewellery they both thought they might have at home to match, so they decided to stop there for now. It was getting late, and the stores were all closing up for the day. 
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