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Daniela’s Crazy Love is a steamy romantic suspense with an unexpected twist.

*If you haven’t read: Daniela’s Crazy Love: The Prequel – you can get your FREE copy HERE, then continue with this book which is the conclusion to the suspenseful romance.
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Chapter 1

Even in New York, if Daniela yelled loud enough, someone would surely rescue her. Choking on the scent of Old Spice cologne, she pulled to yank her arm free. As she slipped out of the assailant’s grasp, a calm male voice pierced through the trauma.

It was a gentle, unthreatening voice, nearly too soft for a man. Daniela whipped around to face Vance Selmer. Running into him twice in as many days was surprising. Just the day before he’d blocked her path, when Daniela had been in a rush at the fashion show.

Now here he was again. Daniela rubbed her arm where he’d grabbed her. Behind Vance, a taller man peered at her. “Are you okay, miss? Is this man bothering you?”

At least that guy had heard Daniela screaming her head off. “I’m…okay. Sorry.”

The guy took in her appearance, then glanced at Vance. He nodded. “All right then.” Daniela gave the man a weak smile and watched him go, although she really wished he’d hang around. But she had no reason to ask him to.

“I apologize for startling you,” Vance said.

Daniela looked at him, dumbfounded. His pale skin had sparse scruff on the chin and cheeks, as though he was in his early teens. But he was closer to her age. The man’s hair was cut poorly, like an old-style barber had taken a whack at it. More than anything, it was his sharp nose and pointy chin that made him so homely.

Daniela’s heart still pounded, and she was shaking. “What are you doing here?”

Vance smiled, but no joy radiated from it. His thin lips narrowed and stretched. “I’m shopping,” he said. “It is the season for that.”

There was something really creepy about him.

“You should call out to me, not…” Daniela almost said “assault me.” But she thought better of it.

Vance looked at her blankly.

“My name is Daniela,” she said, seeing no harm in saying her name. After all, he had worked with the setup crew at the show.

“I know,” Vance said.

His tone made Daniela’s skin crawl. “How do you know my name?”

“You do makeup at the show,” Vance said. “I’ve heard people talk to you.”

Daniela wanted to escape the man’s presence as soon as she could. “Well, enjoy your shopping,” she said.

“Would you like for me to walk with you a ways,” Vance said, “to be sure you’re safe?”

“No. There’s no need.” Daniela shook her head a bit too decisively. The thought crossed her mind that she shouldn’t offend him. “I’ll be fine. I’m just jumpy, I suppose.”

“Again, I do apologize,” Vance said. “I was just being polite. I saw you, and recognized you from the other day. I thought I’d say hello.”

The man had a weird way of approaching a woman. Daniela had probably overreacted. But still. “This is a big city, Vance. If you see me, wave or something. Grabbing me by the arm is alarming.”

Vance frowned.

“Let’s forget about it,” Daniela said. The conversation was awkward, giving her the sense that Vance was socially inept. Certainly, he didn’t look like the type of guy who dated much.

With her thumb under the shoulder strap of her purse, Daniela adjusted it higher while walking away. “I have to be somewhere,” she said. “See you later.”

Vance just stood there watching her go. Daniela focused straight ahead, not wanting to look back. He hadn’t hurt her, and she was sure that wasn’t the intention. The guy had just wanted to say hello, like he said. Still Daniela was unnerved.

As she rounded a corner, heading for one of the big department stores, Daniela glimpsed Vance right where she’d left him. He was still watching her. That guy has issues. She slipped into the first major store. Inside it was noisy and packed with shoppers. With a sigh of relief, Daniela headed toward evening wear.

*****

After spending a fortune on an evening dress she had no occasion to wear, Daniela went back to her apartment to change clothes. Lila was free for lunch, and Daniela really needed to talk with her. They met at a café that catered to the lunch crowd.

Munching on Greek salads and sipping Merlot, they caught up with each other. “So how did your second date go with Bradley?” Daniela said.

Lila had semi-dressed up for lunch, wearing skinny black jeans with a short leather jacket. Her hair was a brighter blue on the tips, but Daniela didn’t ask. Her friend was always doing stuff to her hair.

“Mmm, pretty good,” Lila said. “We’re not a steady thing or anything. But we have a good time.”

That could mean anything. Daniela imagined her friend with the handsome barista, thinking they made a cute couple. But it wasn’t up to her, and Lila didn’t seem to date any guy for more than a couple of times.

“You’re at the show with me tomorrow, right?” Daniela said.

“Yep, same crew and everything.” Lila sipped her wine. “Should be a good show. The list of designers is impressive.”

“Yes, it should be good.”

Lila raised one eyebrow. “You said you went shopping. What did you get? Anything I can borrow?”

Her friend was about the same size, and also barely five four, like Daniela. “You can borrow. I don’t even know where I’ll wear it. I just wanted to buy something.”

“Rough night?”

“I went out with Cooper.”

Lila grinned. “That hunky baseball player?”

“You better not call him that,” Daniela said. “It didn’t work out too well in California. He injured his knee, so making it in the majors isn’t happening.”

“That sucks.”

Daniela shuffled some lettuce around the plate. “Yeah, it does…for him.”

“Dare I ask how the date went?” Lila said. “Since it was cause for buying an expensive evening dress, maybe he has swept you off your feet by inviting you to some fancy event.”

Daniela finished her thought. “Or…we had a fight and I had to do something to console myself.”

Lila furrowed her brow. “Sounds bad.”

“Bad…that describes it.” Daniela gulped her wine. “I slept with him.”

Lila didn’t miss a beat. “You lucky girl.”

“I shouldn’t have,” Daniela said. “It was too soon. I was too easy.”

“That’s not necessarily a thing to regret,” Lila said. “Weren’t you together in high school? I can’t believe you didn’t sleep together then.”

“Oh, we did…plenty.” Daniela sighed. “I was so heartbroken when he left me. And now I welcome him with open arms. What’s wrong with me?”

“I wouldn’t stress about it,” Lila said. “If you’re right for each other, Cooper will come calling again.”

“I don’t know if I want to see him.”

“And that’s what you fought about?”

“Sort of.”

Lila twirled her glass. “It sounds like you do want to see him.”

Daniela leaned back in her chair and looked up at the ceiling, letting out a sigh of exasperation. “Of course I do.”

Lila lifted her hands in the air. “There you go, then.”

“You make it sound so simple,” Daniela said. “But it’s not. He broke my heart. How do I know he won’t do it again?”

Lila squinted at her. “You don’t, honey. There’s no way to know that…with any guy. But by the looks of you, I say you need to take a chance.”

Daniela pushed her plate back. “I can’t get over him. I wish I could. I just have this nagging feeling that I’m being used.”

Lila didn’t have a quick reply for that one. She drained her wineglass and set it on the table. “You are the serious one.”

Daniela had to smile. “I wish I was more like you. If the guy doesn’t work out, you just move on.”

Her friend shrugged. “I love all of them, like I said. I suppose that’s different than being in love.”

“I suppose.” Daniela stuffed a credit card in with her bill and pushed it to the edge of the table. “Hey, remember that guy Vance, the one I bumped into?”

“Sure.”

“I saw him today.”

“Really? Where?”

“It seems he saw me walking down the sidewalk near my apartment, and decided to say hello,” Daniela said.

Lila’s eyes widened. “He was near your apartment?”

Maybe Daniela wasn’t crazy after all. “It was a block away. I was on my way to go shopping.”

“It is odd that he just happened to be so close to where you live.”

Daniela started putting on her coat. “I thought so…at first. But he said he was shopping. And I do live in the city. I can’t jump to the conclusion that every guy that walks past my apartment is after me.”

“So did Vance talk to you?”

Daniela recounted the incident, including that she had screamed.

“Any guy knows not to grab you,” Lila said.

“I get the impression that Vance isn’t schooled on the subject of women.”

Lila looked curious. “He’s shy or something?”

“I couldn’t tell for sure,” Daniela said. “But there is something off about him.”

“I don’t like the sound of that,” Lila said. “You have your pepper spray, right?”

“Little good it did me. It was in my purse, and with his hand on my arm, I couldn’t have reached it. Plus, I was caught off guard. I didn’t even think of it.” Daniela looked to her friend for understanding.

“If you’re going to walk around alone, you need to be prepared,” Lila said.

“It was in broad daylight.”

Lila stood up to button her coat. “Okay, well, I’m sure the guy is harmless.”

*****

At the show the next day, Daniela roved from one model to the other, doing touchups before they went out on the catwalk. It was one of the bigger shows of the season, and would last for a couple of days. She dabbed at one of the models’ flawless skin with a sponge, hiding an imperfection that wasn’t really there.

As the willowy models glided out to show off the stunning fashions, Daniela relaxed. The hotel was ornate, done in traditional décor. She peaked out from behind the curtain, from a spot where no one would see her.

The room was in darkness except for the long carpeted runway. Overhead were spotlights, highlighting the designs to best advantage. The ceiling had tiny recessed lights, making the room just bright enough. And a lavender glow reflected out like a halo.

Daniela didn’t usually see the models as they strutted past the audience. Once she did her makeup job, she was done. Sometimes she had viewed the show from the back of the room. Or she saw pictures of the models in the designer wear in fashion publications.

Her brother Stephano was a fashion photographer, and Daniela had seen plenty of photographs he’d taken from shows around the world. He was going to be in Zurich too, which was one more reason she had been tempted to accept Gianni’s offer to work Fashion Week Zurich.

Daniela would like to see Stephano, as he hadn’t been back to New York in a while. But she really couldn’t take the time off this year. Maybe when she was more established, she’d have that luxury. She moved back from the curtain and returned to her station.

When her phone vibrated, Daniela picked it up. She debated whether she should answer or not. Sighing, she clicked the button. “Hi, Cooper.”

“Are you working?”

“Yes. Although right now the models are on the catwalk,” Daniela said. “Oh, scratch that. They are starting to come back in.”

A thrill went through Daniela at having Cooper on the phone. He had that deep, sexy voice. It affected her, but she tried to brush it off.

“Daniela…you can’t hold the past against me.”

She expelled a breath that she hadn’t realized she was holding. Daniela walked away from her station to a place with more privacy. “I don’t want to, Cooper. But all the time you were away, you didn’t even text. I mean…how hard is that? What am I supposed to think?”

Cooper was silent for a moment. “Do you recall your last words to me?”

Daniela really didn’t. “I’m not sure.”

“You said: ‘I never want to see you or hear from you again.’”

Daniela dug her hand through her waves. “Guys are such idiots,” she blurted out.

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“Just because I said it, doesn’t mean that I wanted that.” Daniela’s words were sharp. “I was mad.”

“That part, I got.” For a moment, Daniela thought he had hung up. “If you want to live in the past, go ahead.” Cooper paused. “I’d prefer to move forward…think about it.”

Then he was gone. For years, Daniela had compared every guy she dated to her first love Cooper Burke. No guy had measured up. Now Cooper was back, and all she could do was fight it. If only he would apologize, admit that he screwed up.

But Cooper was too macho for that. She was supposed to move on, be willing to start over. Daniela wasn’t sure she could. Yet hearing Cooper’s voice, knowing he wanted to see her again, provided a temptation she might not be strong enough to resist.

The models were flooding backstage, needing attention. Daniela slipped her phone into her pocket and went back to work. It was a process to remove all the heavy makeup, and part of her job was to help. She spotted Lila at the hair station assisting one of the models to get all the glittery clips out of her hair.

A few of the setup crew were available to assist as needed. Once the backstage area was functional and the catwalk prepared, they didn’t have as much work to do. But they were on hand for cleanup. With all the aid, the models rapidly shed the expensive outfits they’d modeled and returned to street wear.

The room began to empty as they left for the day, and on their way out a group of models walked by Daniela’s station. One of them bumped into a heavy full-length mirror and, out of the corner of her eye, Daniela saw it sway. She reached for it.

What could she be thinking? Those mirrors were heavy. Daniela just reacted. She didn’t want it to fall on someone. The thought flashed through her mind that the mirror would crash down on top of her. But there was no time for hesitation.

Daniela reached for the mirror as gravity took over and it tipped toward the floor. It was heavy. The weight pushed against her, not even slowing when she rushed underneath to arrest its fall. Then the mirror stopped.

Two hands gripped the edge of the out-of-control mirror. Then it was tipped upright again. “Oh my God.” Daniela stepped away, her pulse racing. She barely noticed the familiar scent of men’s cologne in the face of what had just happened.

Daniela put her hand over her heart. “Vance,” she said.

“Are you okay?” Vance said, repositioning the mirror on its stand.

“Yes, thanks to you.” Daniela just stared. The guy was stronger than he appeared. “If you hadn’t been here, I don’t know what I would have done.” She wondered how he had been so close. That mirror had been falling fast.

“I was doing some cleanup,” Vance said. “I saw it shift when the girls walked by.” He shuffled his feet. “I just reacted.”

“I’m so glad you did,” Daniela said. “Thank you.” She gave him the best smile she could manage. It was the least she could do, considering he had saved her from almost certain injury. Although she was a bit puzzled.

Those mirrors were on very firm bases. In her experience, they didn’t fall. Daniela couldn’t fathom what had caused it to move like it had, unless it hadn’t been set up right in the first place. There was no way to know.

But it was over. And Daniela had survived it, because Vance had averted disaster. He seemed like a nice guy. She supposed he couldn’t help being a bit odd. She stashed her makeup, while Vance wiped his fingerprints off the mirror and shined it up.

When Daniela picked up her makeup kit, he turned to look at her. Vance’s gaze made her uncomfortable, but she brushed it off. “Okay, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said.

Vance nodded and gave her a lopsided smile.

Daniela picked up her coat and followed a group down to the lobby. She needed to go home and soak in the tub. There had been way too much excitement for one day. When she got to the curb to flag a taxi, Daniela glanced to her right. She could swear she saw Cooper slip into a cab about a block up. There was no mistaking that physique.

If he was here, then why phone her? Cooper could have come backstage and talked to her. Daniela was certain he didn’t know she’d spotted him. She had actually considered trying his suggestion of moving forward and forgetting the past. But seeing him sneaking into a taxi right after her show, without letting her know that he was even there, was suspicious.

A cabbie opened the door for Daniela and she slid into the back seat. It was early and she could have walked, or even taken the subway. But after the day she’d had, a taxi was the best option. She gave the driver her address and leaned her head against the seat.

Daniela was torn. She wanted to see Cooper again. Her craving for him blotted out all good sense. But the way he had behaved since showing up in the city had rubbed her the wrong way. She really didn’t know how to deal with it.

The cab arrived at her apartment quickly. Daniela glanced around to make sure nobody was going to sneak up on her. She’d had enough of that. Then she got out and went into her building. She dumped her stuff on the table and ran a hot bath.

It was time to relax. Daniela lit a couple of scented candles and lowered into the perfumed water. 

She must have dozed off. When she opened her eyes, it was dark out. The curtains were open, but it didn’t matter since she wasn’t on the ground floor.

Then Daniela heard a noise at the door. It wasn’t a knock. Besides, she wasn’t expecting anyone. She listened more closely. The doorknob turned. Her heart leapt. No one else had a key to her place except the landlord. And he wasn’t about to just walk in.

It was dark and Daniela stood to wrap a towel around her. The candles provided the only light. She stepped out onto the mat, not taking her eyes from the door. The knob jiggled and turned. She put her hand over her mouth.

Daniela should do something. But what? Then it stopped. She racked her brain, trying to think of who it might have been. Were they still out there? She scanned through the names of those that even knew where she lived.

It couldn’t have been Lila. She would have knocked. Cooper? Well, if it was he was really in trouble now, scaring her like that. No, even Cooper wouldn’t sink that low. Daniela quickly dressed, shoes and all, in case she had to make a run for it.

But all was quiet.

Daniela scrounged around for a weapon, but her best option was a rolling pin. She doubted she was strong enough to hurt anyone with it. But she could catch them off guard. If anyone tried to grab her, Daniela could whack them and flee the building. Then she remembered the pepper spray, so she fished in her purse until she found it.

With her ear against the door, Daniela listened. It had been quiet for a while. She gripped her weapons tightly. Through the peephole the hallway looked empty, but there was no way she was going to open that door. Not after dark, when she was all by herself. She moved away, still eyeing the door as if it might burst open any second.

Then Daniela slumped into a chair. It had probably been someone trying to open the wrong apartment. From the hall, they all looked the same. It was just a neighbor jiggling the knob when the key wouldn’t work. Then realized it wasn’t their apartment. That had to be it.


Chapter 2

Daniela woke up during the night, but her apartment was quiet. She drifted back to sleep, disturbed by unsettling dreams that she couldn’t remember the next morning. As she showered and dressed, she wasn’t able to push Cooper from her thoughts.

The way he held her, how he caressed her, made Daniela want more, just like she had wanted more when they’d dated in school. That was the issue: Daniela admittedly wanted it all. It wasn’t easy to let go of her dreams to move forward like Cooper wanted her to.

Daniela didn’t know if it was that guys were wired differently, or if it was just Cooper. Yet it baffled her that he seemed to think that emotional hurt would vanish just because he said so. It didn’t work that way for her.

When she had thought of Cooper coming back to her, the scene had been romantic. He would have told Daniela that she was the only woman for him, that he had made a mistake, and that he suffered knowing the devastation he’d caused.

Daniela really was dreaming. That wasn’t Cooper. It hadn’t been before, and clearly it wasn’t now. Yet what choice did she have? If she continued to harbor ill feelings, Daniela would lose him again. But she wasn’t good at pretending.

Whatever decision Daniela made had its own set of problems. She’d think about it later. That day the show started later, so she had time to meet Lila for aerobics. Working up a sweat might be a distraction from her dilemma.

When Daniela arrived at the gym, it was crowded and noisy. Weights clanged, and conversation rumbled, drowning out the piped-in music designed to motivate harder workouts. She signed in before heading to the locker room to dump her bag.

Daniela’s phone vibrated. It was a text from a private number. And it wasn’t the first. Before dawn the messages had started coming in. At first she thought it was one of the guys she’d dated recently. The message saying I’d like to see you again could have been from any one of them.

But she wasn’t sure which guy would want to see her again. By the time Daniela was out of bed, there had been ten more texts. Not one or two, but ten. So if some guy was trying to finagle another date, he was going about it the wrong way. She didn’t think Cooper was that weird. But she couldn’t be absolutely sure, since he had acted strange lately.

Daniela slowed when she reached the door and stared at her phone. The texts just wouldn’t stop.

I want you to be mine.

The messages started out as mysterious. Now they were harassment. Daniela expelled a breath, exasperated with the situation. She went into the locker room, relieved to see Lila stuffing her bag into a locker. “Hey, Daniela.”

The locker room was a hub of activity, so it was unlikely anyone would pay attention to their conversation. Still, Daniela was reluctant to broadcast in public that some guy was bugging her. Stepping close to Lila, she spoke in a conspiratorial voice.

“You won’t believe this,” Daniela said, and showed the most recent text to her friend.

Lila slammed the locker shut. “Cooper?”

Daniela shook her head. “The sender does seem to be attracted to me, in a perverted sort of way. Not Cooper’s style, unless he’s really whacked out from being in California.”

“It’s kind of a sweet message,” Lila said.

Daniela’s voice was shrill. “Twenty-three of them?”

Lila’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me.” Daniela took a breath. “It hasn’t stopped since before I even woke up. It’s a flood of weird texts.” In a low voice, she proceeded to list off a few of the other messages:

You’re cute.

I will have you.

You’ll be mine.

Lila held up her hand. “Enough. I get the idea.” Her friend wrinkled her brow. “That last guy you dated…before Cooper?”

“It can’t be,” Daniela said. “He is already starry-eyed over that redheaded model Cerulean Jensen.”

“Cerulean? That’s a name?”

“Yes, and she is six feet tall with legs that go on forever.” 

“He got over you pretty fast,” Lila said, missing the point.

“Yeah, well, she’s gorgeous and…anyway, it doesn’t matter.”

“And you’re
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