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  ~~For those who believe in fairy tales and magic. This one’s for you.~~




  Chapter 1




  The gilded invitation slid through Ivy’s mail slot soundlessly and billowed to the wood floor. She frowned and picked it up. Her fingers traced over her name in large gold letters on the front of the envelope, and she smiled. Someone had class at least. No advertiser she knew of would spend so much money trying to hook a client.




  Ivy kicked her shoes off and padded to the kitchen in her socks. Work had been excessively long, and she needed a little break from the madness. The rest of the mail from the week lay on her wooden kitchen table, and she thumbed through it. Electric bill. Letter from her sister. A catalog. And two circulars. She would read the letter from Rose later. Her nerves couldn’t take it right now.




  Her sister was probably dying from something or other. Ivy sighed. What a tacky thought. The simple fact was that Rose was a hypochondriac. Anything and everything could set her off in hysterics. The time they were children and their father found a tick on her. She was terrified for a week that she would die. Ivy rolled her eyes and tried to remain as far away as possible. And the condition seemed to worsen with age. It really went downhill when their parents died. Rose almost seemed scared of her own shadow.




  Ivy tried at first. But then it seemed easier to let her sister spiral down into whatever state she was in. Rose was more than happy to stay in bed every day and watch television. Ivy would slit her wrists with the remote control. Who could live like that?




  She turned her sister’s letter over and over again in her hands. Today was Friday. If she waited until Sunday to call, she could make up an excuse about having to do something or be somewhere. Rose wrote. Ivy called. It was another dynamic difference in their personalities.




  Ivy dealt with people face to face all day long. Her job as a clerk at the police department meant that she was constantly typing, copying, and serving the public. And she liked it. But she still didn’t understand, even after eleven years, why Fridays were the days from hell. One would think the opposite would be true. Just a small slide into the weekend. Like hell. Ivy grimaced.




  The day began with the copier freaking out. Its beady little buttons told her there was a paper jam. She looked and looked. No paper jam. But the sorry piece of work still wouldn’t function. Then the “add toner” light came on. Ivy gave it a swift kick when no one was looking. That light went off eventually, and the “service” light came on. She blew her wispy brown bangs back and took a defensive stance.




  After looking at the four-inch high stack of papers that needed copying, she promptly enlisted one of the secretarial aides to the chief of police to help her. She sent the girl upstairs to do all the copying so they could pass out the police reports and file everything. And then the parade started.




  People lined up at the window to ask for their police reports. Or to file a report. Or to talk to a police officer. Ivy needed to sort through the documents and put them in everybody’s mailboxes. And still no break. Right in the middle of trying to figure out what in the hell a little old lady wanted, the phone rang.




  The copier upstairs wasn’t working either. Ivy pressed two fingers to her aching skull and ordered the assistant to take the papers to the courthouse to finish the copies. She then threatened to dismember the girl if even one piece of paper was left over there. Ivy was pretty sure she made her point.




  The police officers switched shifts and meandered through her office. She glared at the first greeting, and the half a dozen men promptly snagged a couple of donuts and left. Missy, one of the female officers, stayed behind.




  “Problems?”




  Ivy turned and scowled. “Give me your damn gun. I need to put something out of its misery.”




  Missy bit her lip to keep from laughing. “I take it that all is not well?”




  “Listen, woman.” Ivy put her hands on her hips. “If you’re going to laugh, you can take your happy ass to your police car and start your day. And if you don’t have a bullet to spare for me, then we have nothing left to discuss.”




  The officer took a bite of the donut. “Copier again?”




  “Hell yes!” Ivy kicked the offensive machine again for good measure. She narrowed her brown eyes and peered down at it. “It’s evil, I tell you. Pure, unadulterated evil.”




  “Um, yeah.” Missy moved closer and began pressing the buttons. She slid the trays open and shut. Her blonde ponytail swung side to side while she checked out the crevices of the copier.




  “Here’s your problem.” She slid out the bottom tray and reached up under the machine. She pulled a piece of paper out the side of an index card. Missy stood and dropped the paper into Ivy’s hand. When she saw the look on Ivy’s face, she backed up quickly and headed for the door. “No thanks is necessary!” she shouted over her shoulder.




  Ivy recalled the day becoming a little more tolerable after the copier debacle. And Missy had been wise enough to not show her face in the office again. She looked down at the envelope she was holding in her hand. Her fingers traced the letters of their own accord. It really was beautiful.




  Ivy slid her fingers below the flap and opened it. A small smattering of fine gold powder spilled out onto the cover of her table, and she touched it with the tip of her right index finger. She rubbed her thumb across it slowly. It was soft and fine as silk. Even more intrigued, Ivy pulled the card out and read it in mounting disbelief.




  

    

      You are invited to join us for One Enchanted Evening. You are receiving this invitation because of your love of Fairy Tales, Magic, and the Unexplainable. There will be a dance and mixer for all attendees. The theme will be “A Taste of Magic.”


    


  




  Ivy flipped the invitation over and read the back.




  

    

      Ivy, if you do not have anything to wear, don’t worry. A little of this dust in the envelope will do the trick. Touch it and make a wish. Looking forward to your presence. The Charmed Committee.


    


  




  She shook her head once to clear the cobwebs and then once again to reread the message. Someone was playing a joke on her, and she didn’t care for it one little bit. So she loved fairy tales. So what? Who knew that and would exploit it? Ivy set her jaw as she wandered through her mental lists. Well, whoever it was would be in for a large disappointment. The whole idea was ludicrous.




  Ivy slid the invitation back into the envelope and tried not to think about the words or the feelings they inspired. She was too old for fairy tales now. Too old to believe in happily-ever-after. She hesitantly slid the invitation out again and turned it over. Her jaw dropped.




  

    

      Ivy, please come. We would be most delighted to have you. A bit of gold dust, and you’ll be ready. A carriage will arrive to pick you up at seven o’clock Saturday evening.


    


  




  “Holy shit.” Her nerveless fingers dropped the invitation, and it billowed gently down on the table. Her dark brown eyes were huge in her face.




  She slid the invitation back into the envelope again and then out. The words didn’t change. Ivy blew out a shaky breath. It had been a long day. She was seeing things. Invitations didn’t change. Words didn’t move.




  Ivy stood up and stepped back from the table. She pulled her shoulder-length chestnut hair up into a loose ponytail and looked for food. Someone’s idea of a joke was not what she needed at the end of this interminable day. Those people could get their jollies by harassing other people. She wasn’t playing.




  She slammed a few cabinets before realizing she was low on the groceries. Why did Friday have to be such a pain in the ass? She should be relaxing right now. Planning her weekend.




  Ivy’s brown eyes skittered back to the mysterious invitation. Interesting. She picked it up again and slid the invitation out. The fine powder coated the tip of her index finger.




  She was a realist. Pragmatic. So why was she rubbing gold glitter and pondering making a wish? Ivy stiffened her backbone and closed her eyes. What the hell? She brought one of her favorite fairy tales to mind and then opened her eyes. Nothing had changed.




  “I’m so stupid,” she muttered. Ivy reached down and started to tuck the invitation back into the envelope again when she paused in mid-reach.




  A bright crimson cape covered her bare arm. She shrieked and brought her hand to her mouth. “Holy shit,” she muttered. Ivy backed up slowly until her spine hit the wall. She flinched and tried not to scream. Her head dropped down to look at the outfit she wore.




  Little Red Riding Hood’s cape billowed about her body. When Ivy stuck one leg out, she noticed a black boot encased her foot. She brought her left hand up and saw a brown, wicker basket hanging on her arm.




  “I’m dreaming,” she muttered. “I feel asleep on the couch, and I’m dreaming.”




  Ivy parted her red cape and looked down at what she was wearing. She sported a white peasant blouse covered with a black, leather cinch corset. Her ample bosom was pushed up and framed perfectly with the device. The corset tapered off into a short miniskirt that matched her crimson cape.




  “Whoa,” she whispered. Ivy rubbed the fabric of her cape between her fingers. The velvet felt heavenly against her hand. She brought her hands up slowly and touched her chestnut hair. There were two short braids that fell on each side of her head. Ivy walked slowly into the hallway and stared at her reflection.




  She was the mirror image of one of her favorite fairy tales. Little Red Riding Hood come to life. Ivy bit her lip and put the basket down. Gradually she reached out and touched the cool glass. It left a small smudge on the right corner.




  “I’m not dreaming.” The words sprang from her mouth before she could stop them. Ivy brought her hand back and pulled at the impossibly perfect braids that framed her face. Her dark brown eyes narrowed thoughtfully. If she wasn’t dreaming, then what was happening? She was fairly mentally stable. This wasn’t a delusion. Or hallucination. It was reality.




  Ivy closed her eyes and blew out a slow breath. “Turn me back,” she ordered. She counted to sixty and then opened her eyes. The mirror now reflected her normal appearance. Her hands shook slightly as she touched the cool glass again. Her fingers left a small smudge next to the first one.




  “Oh shit.” Ivy’s legs weakened as she moved back into the kitchen. Her eyes didn’t see anything but the invitation sitting in a small pool of gold powder. She sank into the chair and shook her head. Magic. Fairy dust. Little Red Riding Hood. What in the hell was happening?




  She was an adult. No longer a child who believed in happy endings. Optimism waned as her years mounted and her prince didn’t show up to rescue her from painful relationships and substandard living arrangements. No fairy godmother whipped a wand around and let her go to the ball.




  Ivy eyed the invitation distrustfully and stood up. She was hungry. She was going to the grocery store. A little space and perspective would do wonders for her. Or at least she hoped it would.




  * * * *




  Ivy drove to the grocery store with her mind a million miles away. As her fingers drummed on the steering wheel with the song on the radio, all she could see in her mind’s eye was Little Red Riding Hood.




  Her practical mind dissected the problem. She was overtired. It was all a small misunderstanding with her brain. Or maybe the gold powder was a hallucinogenic. Absorbed through her fingers. Or perhaps the seal on the envelope.




  But her dreamer’s mind clung to the fact that she actually changed into Little Red Riding Hood. And it wouldn’t let go. No matter how hard her practical mind tried to wrestle the notion away.




  Ivy parked and walked purposefully toward the grocer’s doors. Maybe she was overly hungry and feeling faint. That must have brought on the vision.




  She pulled a cart out of the line and scowled. The store was packed with people buying food and drinks for the weekend. Several young adults packed the alcohol aisle and jostled each other to find the best buy on beer. The chips aisle was the same.




  Ivy frowned and thought about the date. It wasn’t a Super Bowl weekend. No Final Four. Nothing special at all. How odd. She pushed her cart through the crowds with her apologies and caught a small snippet of a conversation.




  “…going to be the coolest thing you’ve ever seen.”




  “We’re having the whole gang over. And Mark promised to cook his famous ribs.”




  “The watch party is going to be huge!”




  Ivy sighed but couldn’t help herself. She tapped one of the young men’s arms. “Excuse me.”




  “Yeah?” He turned and smiled down at her.




  “What are you talking about?”




  His blue eyes widened in his face. “Lady. You’re kidding. You don’t know what’s happening tomorrow night?”




  “Sorry.” Ivy shrugged her shoulders. “What’s happening?”




  “A meteor shower. And a lunar eclipse.” His grin exploded. “All in one night!” The young man’s fist pumped in the air. “Let the party begin.”




  “Thanks.” Ivy turned around and wandered back down the aisle. She shook her head. Apparently most of the young people were gathering to watch the sky. It ought to be quite a show.




  Ivy sighed and picked up a bag of sour cream and onion chips. She looked down at her ample curves and grimaced. Maybe she ought to buy the baked ones. It seriously couldn’t hurt matters. She popped the baked bag of chips into her cart and walked toward the lunchmeat.




  When she finished shopping, Ivy loaded the groceries into her car and glanced up at the sky. It should be a spectacular show tomorrow night. The night of the party. She groaned and parked the cart. Couldn’t even get away from the thought for half an hour. It haunted her.




  She hopped into her car and drove home quickly. After unloading the groceries, she looked down at her kitchen table again and swore. Ivy bit her lip and swept the gold powder back into the envelope and left it there. She would eat first and deal with the supernatural later.




  Ivy made a turkey sandwich and popped some baked chips on her plate. She walked back into the living room and sat down on her worn brown couch. It was threadbare in places, but she couldn’t bear to part with it. She and the couch had been through two bad boyfriends and three places to live. She was attached.




  The light from the almost full moon filtered through her back patio and lit part of her living room. Ivy turned on the television and idly thumbed through several channels. Even with close to two hundred choices, she didn’t ever find much to watch. She took a bite of her sandwich and cocked her head to the side.




  Who would have sent her an invitation? A magical invitation, her inner voice reminded her.




  “Shut up,” she snapped. That part bothered her beyond belief. When she was a young girl, she often imagined such things occurring. But now that it seemingly had, she questioned all of it. The bloom of the rose was off, so to speak. And who in their right mind would accept any of this at face value?




  Ivy ate her sandwich and didn’t taste a bite. She grimaced and turned off the television. She stiffened her backbone and marched back into the kitchen. There were only a couple ways to deal with this. Accept it or reject it. Her fingers traced over her name one more time, and she allowed herself a small smile. Maybe she should just go. And if it was someone’s idea of a practical joke, she could leave.




  But what if it wasn’t?




  * * * *




  Cybele glanced into the looking glass and noted the acceptances. As soon as the mortals made their decision, the notification appeared in her mirror. She frowned darkly at the next note that appeared. Ivy Daniels was pondering not going. That was an impossibility. They waited for years for the perfect time to invite her. The mortal had to come!




  Freya looked up from her computer at Cybele. “What’s wrong?”




  “This!” Cybele brought the glass over and pointed at it. Her crimson nail poked accusingly at the notation. “Ivy Daniels might not come.”




  “What?” Freya shot up and snatched the mirror away. “Damn it! This is not acceptable. We’ve waited so long to get her. What is she thinking?” Her blonde hair billowed about her shoulders while she paced. “We have to fix this.”




  Isis carried a big brown box into the room and set it down carefully. “The fairies finally decided to help out. I swear, I don’t know what they were thinking. Last minute drives me insane.”




  “We’ve got problems.” Cybele held out the mirror and watched as Isis scanned the words.




  “Hell in a handbasket, women!” Isis shoved her long black hair out of her face and read further down. “Did you handle the invitation correctly?”




  “I’ve been doing this for years.” Cybele narrowed her eyes. “And I don’t care for the insinuation.”




  “Simmer.” Freya stood between them. “We’re not losing this woman.” She tilted her head to the side. “We’ll simply have to be more persuasive.”




  Cybele frowned. “You’re not sending Adonis, are you? That’s hardly fair.” She adjusted her ebony hair and sighed. Her almond-shaped eyes narrowed. “Besides, last time we couldn’t get the mortal to leave him alone at the party. He’s not going to be pleased.”




  “He owes me one.” Freya tossed her blonde hair and grinned wickedly. “Details not provided.”




  “Oh hell.” Isis thumped her hand on the box. “You best watch what you’re doing.”




  “What could go wrong?” Freya’s blue eyes danced. “No mortal stands a chance against him. Few Goddesses do.”




  “You would know,” Cybele snickered.




  “Children.” Isis sighed. “We have a party to put on in less than twenty-four hours. Now get back to work.”




  * * * *




  Ivy went to bed Friday evening with so many things on her mind, it was a small wonder she could sleep. And it all stemmed from the beautiful invitation that could change her into Little Red Riding Hood. She tossed and turned for an hour before finally slipping into slumber.




  Saturday morning was no better. Ivy stumbled out of bed around nine o’clock and pulled her brown hair back into a ponytail. She slid on some kitty slippers and shuffled to the kitchen. Her brown eyes blinked owlishly in the light, and she grimaced. Mornings sucked. And that hadn’t changed since she was a child.




  Ivy took down a white cereal bowl and flipped through her cereal boxes until she found the one with the most sugar content. She poured the cereal to the top and pillaged the fridge for the milk. It was, of course, in the very back.




  Her hands shook slightly as she poured the milk onto her sugary breakfast. Ivy sank into a chair and propped her head up with her right hand while her left spooned the cereal into her mouth.




  The day stretched out before her with endless possibilities. Unfortunately for her, she couldn’t think of one right this minute. Ivy finished her cereal and put the bowl in the sink. She yawned hugely and walked into the living room. She’d read the paper first and then go run errands or something.




  The engraved invitation called to her from the table by the couch. She ignored it. Too early to think. Too early to face the magic this morning.




  When the knock sounded Ivy was a foot away from the front door. She stumbled back a step and held her hand to her chest. Her heart beat frantically. She never had visitors. And certainly not this early.




  She moved closer and looked for something to defend herself with. Working at the police station taught her to be careful at all times. Her hand closed around an umbrella, and she pasted a smile on her face.




  Ivy swung the door open, and the smile slid off her face. Her hand loosened on the umbrella, and it dropped with a thump on the wood floor.




  The bronze man stood there with an easy smile and inquiring blue eyes. His face was perfection. Every curve. Every line. He appeared chiseled. And then Ivy’s eyes traveled lower and felt her heart begin to race in an entirely different way. The man’s muscles were clearly outlined in the white T-shirt and jeans he sported. She looked up again and tried to form a thought.




  “Ivy Daniels?” The man’s voice washed over her skin, and she bit her lip to keep from sighing. No man’s voice should evoke wanton thoughts like the ones she entertained right this moment.




  “Yes?” Her voice rasped, and she cleared her throat. “May I help you?”




  “Did you receive an invitation?” He held up an invitation like the one she had on her living room table. A. Donis was clearly engraved on the front.




  Ivy frowned. “How did you know?”




  He flipped the invitation over, and Ivy saw her address. “I thought maybe you would know something about this.”




  “I don’t know a thing.” Ivy bit her lip. “Did you touch the gold powder?”




  “No.” The man’s blue eyes twinkled. “Something I should know about?”




  “Be careful what you wish for,” Ivy said cryptically. She held out her hand and cringed as she realized she was still in her faded, fairy pajamas. Hundreds of fairies with wands out zipped along the fabric of her clothes, and Ivy blushed.




  The man placed the invitation in her hand, brushing against her. Ivy fought the urge to orgasm and steadied herself.




  “You have no idea where this came from?” Ivy’s brown eyes studied his invitation.




  He shrugged. “Strange things happen sometimes.” He studied her. “Are you going?”




  “I don’t know.” Ivy sighed. “It’s rather disconcerting. I gave up fairy tales long ago.”




  “Did you?” The man reached out and skimmed the arm of her pajamas with his finger. “You appear to be covered in fairies.”




  “Oh hell,” Ivy muttered. She handed the invitation back.




  “Are you going to go?” The man’s voice softened. “It would be nice to see you there.” His blue eyes moved over her face.




  “Maybe,” Ivy conceded. “Just maybe.” She shook her head. “It’s been pleasant. But I have errands to run. Nice to meet you.”




  The man winked at her. “My pleasure.” He turned and walked down the sidewalk.




  Ivy shamelessly watched his muscles flex with every step. Mostly his ass. Oh my. She fanned herself. He was perfection. She shut the door as soon as he faded from sight. Now what was she going to do?




  * * * *




  Adonis strolled into the party central room and grinned at Freya. Cybele rolled her eyes, and Isis strode over and planted herself directly between him and Freya.




  “Did you get her?”




  “Good grief!” Adonis held up his hands and shook his head. “She’s a tough nut. Are you sure she’s meant to be here?”




  Isis plucked a scroll out of thin air and unrolled it. “We should have had her here ten years ago.” Her finger tapped the parchment. “But things happened. Timing problems. It’s been a cluster.”




  He blew out a breath. “Listen. I did my best. Other than throwing her on the floor and having my way with her. And even then, who knows?”




  “Hardheaded.” Isis scowled down at the name. “I knew we waited too long.”




  “Maybe not.” Cybele brought out her looking glass and scrolled until she reached Ivy’s name. “She’s considering it. And right now, that’s all we can hope for.”




  * * * *




  Ivy scowled as she dusted. Her mind was cluttered with thoughts of hot men, fairy dust, and engraved invitations. It was driving her mad. It was only a damn party. And it might be fun. And what else was she doing this evening? Not a damn thing.




  She glanced at the clock on the wall. It was almost six. She had to decide whether she was going or not. And not a lot of time was left.




  Ivy walked around to the back of the couch and picked up the invitation again. She had nothing to lose. Nothing at all. And she might catch a glimpse of her visitor.




  “Oh hell.” Ivy ran her fingers underneath the flap again. She took the invitation out and let the powder spill onto her fingertips. Her hands shook slightly. She set the invitation back down and closed her eyes.




  Ivy rubbed the powder between her fingers and opened her eyes. She walked slowly into the hall and stopped in front of the mirror.




  Her brown hair was now a shining red that cascaded in slight curls down her shoulders. A pink, shimmery gown hugged her curves from shoulder to floor. The dress fell low on her shoulders and dipped down between her breasts.




  A pale circlet adorned her head with tiny drops of crystals hanging from it. The crystals were repeated on the thin, gold rope encircling her waist.




  Ivy’s jaw dropped. And her waist was at least four sizes smaller. She moved her hands down to her waist and let her fingers span the smaller area. Her hands moved up and cupped her breasts that were at least a size smaller. Ivy peeked down the front of her pale bodice and laughed. Her breasts even looked perkier.




  She moved her hands back down the smooth silk that flared at her hips and lifted the hem of the gown. Petite, pearlescent slippers hugged her feet. They boasted more crystals that draped over the toe of the shoe.




  Ivy moved closer and looked at her pale blue eyes, slim nose, and rosebud mouth. “Good God,” she murmured. “I really am Beauty.” Her hand came up to trace the perfect features. She opened her mouth and found two rows of shining white teeth. Not even her most expensive white strips could do that.




  She ran her fingers through her hair and sighed. It was pure silk. Ivy moved her hair off of her ear and looked in disbelief at the perfect gold earring with two crystal droplets. “Holy hell.” The comment was entirely too humorous coming out of a mouth that looked like hers.




  Ivy clutched her stomach and laughed until tears streamed from her eyes. “Too funny.” She snickered. “Oh geez.” Ivy stood up straight and looked at herself in the mirror again. She would have to get rid of the tear streaks if she were to look halfway decent for the party.




  But there were no lines on her face. Her make-up was perfect. Flawless. “Incredible,” she murmured. “I could have used a touch of this when Hot Guy came by.” Ivy reached out and touched her reflection. “I’m ready.”




  * * * *




  Ivy lurked in her doorway from six forty-five on. She was scared to death she was going to miss her carriage. A carriage, for cripes sake! Her hand shook slightly as she picked up her matching bag and stood there.




  At seven on the dot, a gold-filigreed coach rolled up to her doorstep. A uniformed coachman stepped down smartly from his perch and bowed low.




  “M’lady.”




  Ivy shut her door behind her and walked leisurely to the carriage. Her knees were knocking, and she tried to steady herself.




  When she approached the door, the coachman stood and opened it for her. He held out his hand, and she slipped hers inside. She climbed inside and sank down on a plush, violet seat. The door shut behind her, and she sat back.




  The carriage was beyond luxurious. There were gold handles and trim for the windows. Every inch of the surface was either covered in the plush velvet or gilded. Gold tassels hung from the ceiling, and she reached out to touch one.




  Ivy’s nerves jumped in her stomach, and she tried a slow breathing method. Easy in. Easy out. Simple. Until she felt the carriage slide to a stop. She pressed her hand to her stomach and put a smile on her face.




  What lay beyond her carriage door was unknown. But the possibilities were endless. Ivy heard the coachman hop down and open her door. His hand moved inside, and she slid hers into his once again.




  When she stepped out of the carriage, her old world fell away. Ivy would have stumbled a bit if the coachman hadn’t steadied her.




  “Easy, Miss.” The coachman winked at her.




  Ivy thanked him and moved forward one small step at a time. She couldn’t take everything in at once. It was too much. And then she saw a stunning woman who couldn’t possibly be stepping forward.




  “Welcome, child. We’re so glad you could be here.”




  The words washed over Ivy, and she didn’t understand one of them. What she did know was that Snow White seemed glad to see her.




  Chapter 2




  Ivy extended her hand, and Snow White took it with a smile. A feeling of peace descended on her immediately, and she exhaled.




  “You’re Snow White.” The words were certain, even if spoken quietly.




  “Yes, child.” Her black hair was pulled back in a stylish chignon that accented her slim neck. Her blue eyes sparkled with humor. And her pale skin shone in a cobalt sheath that hugged her slim figure. “You can call me Snow.”




  “Um. Of course.” Ivy tried her smile back on and was relieved to see it still fit. “I don’t suppose this is a regular party.” She glanced around at the outside of the sparkling building. Small lights appeared to float above the door and windows. Gold carriages lined a parking lot along with ivory horses that grazed on dark, green grass.




  Snow threw her head back and laughed throatily. “Oh, child. You could say that.” She chuckled once more and nodded toward the front door. “I am the door greeter. A familiar face, if you will. It’s my job to make sure the guests are comfortable. Soothe the frazzled nerves.” Her blue eyes studied Ivy’s. “How are you?”




  “Great.” Ivy clutched her bag until her knuckles whitened. “I suppose there are other fairy tale people in there?” She motioned to the open door where music and laughter filtered out.




  “Don’t fret, Ivy. You are a guest here.” Snow leaned forward. “Actually, we’ve been looking forward to seeing you for quite some time.”




  Ivy puzzled over those words as Snow patted her hand. “Go inside. Enjoy your evening. And thank you.”




  She smiled at Snow and stepped around her to walk through the doorway. Ivy moved to the right side of the door and tried to acclimate herself. Because the picture in front of her defied explanation.




  To her right, Hansel and Gretel spun songs at a deejay booth. Something instrumental seemingly poured out of every inch of the dance floor. Ivy watched in disbelief as Little Miss Muffet and Robin Hood danced. Jack and Jill joined them. Ivy rubbed her eyes quickly and looked again. They were still there.




  Straight in front of her was a long table weighed down with mounds of food from one end to the other. Creamy confections, masses of meat, and food of every description vied for attention. Little Boy Blue led the line. At least a dozen people were behind him. She could make out Peter Rabbit and Cinderella.




  And to her left, there were tables with cards set in front of each chair.




  Gold and silver streamers draped over every inch of the tables and walls. A rainbow of balloons framed the doorways and walls. All the colors were jewel tones. The bold and dramatic hues enhanced the entire ambiance.




  Flowers adorned each table and threaded through streamers. Vase after vase of roses decorated every table as far as the eye could see. It was overwhelming. But it was perfect.




  “You really are Beauty.”




  Ivy whipped around at the voice and tried to breathe. The thought of inhaling air completely left her when she gazed at the man in front of her.




  “Prince Charming.” Her lips felt numb as she uttered the words. Who knew he would be so hot off the pages?




  The golden man in front of her winked. His blue eyes moved over her body slowly, and he smiled. “Adam Stott, actually.”




  Ivy’s lips parted. “You’re not Prince Charming?”




  “Just for tonight.” His eyes moved around the room. “I take it you’re a mortal, too?”




  “Yes.” Ivy exhaled and shook her head. “Are you as overwhelmed as I am?”




  “More.”




  She chuckled and patted his arm. “So. I’m assuming the invitation freaked you out a bit?”




  “Are you kidding?” Adam rolled his eyes. “I was being a smartass and wished to be the Big Bad Wolf first. It’s a wonder I didn’t die of a heart attack in my living room.”




  Ivy’s laughter pealed out of her. At least she wasn’t alone. “I tried Little Red Riding Hood first. It was freaky enough.”




  Adam held out his hand. “Shall we go find where we’re sitting?”




  Ivy put her hand in his and smiled. “Delighted.”




  * * * *




  Luckily, they were sitting at the same table. Ivy moved around the chairs and read each placard.




  “We’re sitting with Rapunzel, The Pied Piper, and Jack.” Ivy tapped her cheek. “I wonder which Jack that will be.”




  “I take it you loved fairy tales as a child?” Adam looked at Ivy.




  “Yes. My head was always in the clouds. Dreaming of a different world. A world where problems seemed to disappear at the end of the book, and everything worked out.”




  “I had severe asthma as a child,” Adam explained. “I could go anywhere and be anything in the books. You wouldn’t believe what an expert swordsman I was.” He wriggled his eyebrows.




  Ivy laughed. “Tell me all about it.” She smiled as Adam pulled out her chair and then sat down.




  The next half an hour went by quickly. More characters filtered into the party, and Ivy tried not to let them sidetrack her. But it was difficult. She had sensory overload. The dance floor filled, and she had to bite her lip to keep from laughing when Humpty Dumpty cut a rug with Little Bo Peep.




  Their table filled up quickly, and Ivy smiled as Jack from Jack and the Beanstalk sat down. It was the outfit which gave him away. The five of them began an earnest discussion about their love of fairy tales and their experience with the gold powder.




  “Let’s just keep our fairy tale names,” Adam suggested. “It’ll be too confusing to keep track of two sets of names.”




  “I agree.” Ivy grinned. “Though I really like being called Beauty.” The whole table laughed.




  Five minutes later they heard a bell, and the whole room quieted.




  Three stunning women moved to stand in front of the food table. The first was a slender, tall Egyptian with dark skin and jewelry that adorned her bare arms and head. The next was a shorter blonde with silken tresses that flowed about her. The third was an Asian woman who was a bit taller than the middle woman. And they were absolutely breathtaking.




  Each wore a sarong style dress with bare feet. Well. The feet weren’t exactly bare. Ivy squinted her eyes and looked at each woman in turn. Jewels were placed on the topsides of the feet and wound to the women’s ankles. The first woman had blue. The second had red. The third had green.




  “Welcome, honored guests.” The Egyptian woman spoke first. “I am Isis. This is Freya.” She motioned to the blonde. “And Cybele. We are pleased you could join us this evening.” Her eyes moved over the crowd. “You wonder why we have invited you.”
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