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Preface

 


***

 


DARCY STONE is tired of a boyfriend that can’t make up his mind. Either
he loves her or he doesn't, so why can’t he commit? Fed up with his
unsteady ways she moves on with her life, certain that true love
will never come her way.

Much to her delight, Darcy’s new
neighbor ALEXANDER
REMINGTON, makes her believe in a ‘happy
ending’ again. But shy of past mistakes, getting his attention
proved more of a challenge that she had anticipated.

With firm resolve and thanks to help from her best
friend, Darcy’s unorthodox plan to catch Alexander's eye goes into
effect. The results of her efforts are sure to bring a smile to
your face, and a warm feeling to your heart.
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Chapter 1

 


***

 


Rudolf needed a swift kick in the gut.

With a thunderous frown, Darcy stomped down the
stairs in her silk pajamas, and tossed her black curls to the side.
On the way to the kitchen, she ignored the scattered clothing that
littered the stairs, the sliver stilettos flung over to the side
and the emptied contents of her rhinestone purse across the floor.
No one cared if she got into a rage and discarded every bit of
reminder of her date, especially Rudolf.

With single minded pursuit, she flung back the
kitchen door, as her grey eyes spotted the target on the center
table under a large plastic dome. Eureka! Lifting gently, she
sniffed the air, and her generous mouth watered in an anticipation.
The dark, moist goodness tempted her senses, and induced a feeling
of relief that cleared her mind. But before she could get the first
forkful into her mouth, the phone rang. With a quick glance at the
clock, she noted the hour. Eleven pm.

Who could be calling that late?

“Hey girlfriend. I know you’re stuffing your face
with that chocolate cake, but you might as well tell me all about
it. It’s been days now.”

When Darcy remained mute the voice turned into a
gentle taunt.

“Now, now, don’t be upset. You know I couldn’t wait
anymore. You need to spill the beans and pronto girl.”

Darcy rolled her eyes and sighed inaudibly. Leila.
Best friend and relentless foe in the attempt to find her a good
man. But her friend didn’t know the meaning of discretion, so she
might as well respond. If she didn’t, she had no doubt what Leila
would do next.

“Leila, did you check the time before you call? I
could have been in the tenth heaven by now, dreaming about my
prince.”

The voice on the other end dripped disbelief.

“Sleeping? Puh-lease, you never sleep until the wee
hours of the morning on a good night, much less when you date a
sorry loser… I mean nice gentleman.” Then with a tinge of amusement
she continued “When you didn’t call right after, I knew something
was off. So tell me what that moron said. Betcha he made some
reference to your weight. Am I right?”

With another deep sigh, this time into the mouthpiece
Darcy folded into a chair and leaned back. Intricate cobwebs with
faded paint that dissolved into dark corners reminded her that the
ceiling could use a good coat of paint. Excellent work for a great
husband, if ever she could find one.

“Yes, but it doesn’t matter. I finished it, so don’t
worry.”

“About time. Now tell me, do you need me to come
over? Spend the night with you?”

Darcy sat up in a rush and thought quickly. Leila
would grill her mercilessly, and she couldn’t deal with that in her
present state. With deliberate nonchalance, she struck a carefree
tone:

“Night? It’s almost morning silly, and no, I don’t
want you to come. Going to watch some old movies, and crash on the
couch with a huge slice of my favorite treat.”

“Say what?”

The decibels that tore through the phone hurt Darcy’s
ears, and she moved it away with a wince.

“Leila, stop screeching and calm down. This is not
drama central you know.”

Her friend remained oblivious as she dissolved into a
rant:

“Crashing on the couch with cake? I told you this
would happen, and you didn’t listen to me. And now I really know
how bad it is cause you only eat like this when you are truly
upset. You know what? You need a real man Ok, someone who loves you
for you. Not to worry. I’m on the case to find you a solid man of
steel. See you soon.”

“No, Leila, please don’t.” Darcy pleaded to empty air
as Leila left her dangling on the line.

Typical.

Another guy would be pounding down the door, with his
heart on his sleeve by morning, no doubt. Praying for strength,
Darcy put Leila out of her mind and returned to the task at hand.
With a slice of dessert and a glass of cold milk, she made her way
to the living room, ready to drown her sorrows in old movies and
sweet temptation.

*

As tears gushed down her cheeks like Niagara Falls,
Darcy mopped her round face in despair. How could all of those
women find such wonderful men? In the movies it seemed easy, but
reality had nothing rosy behind it. The real Prince Charming had to
be lost in Timbuktu, or somewhere else in the universe. Perhaps
‘the force’ could find him. With a groan, she sat up covering her
face with her hands, and tried to settle her thoughts into some
semblance of order.
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