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When Kassidy meets a reflection pixie after dancing all night with a handsome stranger at a benefit gala, she thinks she’s had too much to drink—until she falls through the hotel room mirror into a magical world. With the mirror passage closed and everyone thinking she’s a lady about to marry a lord, Kassidy has no one to trust but the pixie to get her home safely.
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I sighed as I looked longingly at the bed, but the several dozens of hairpins had to come out. How could I sleep with so many tiny demons poking my scalp? A headache already crept along my forehead, having snaked its way from the tension in my neck. The intricate up-do pulling on my hairline was not helping.

I thanked my brain for having the wisdom to rent a room above the benefit gala. As I resolved myself to begin the long process of stripping off my gown and freeing my hair, my cell phone on the nightstand hummed. I stumbled over my discarded heels but caught myself on the bed before I could crash into the floor-to-ceiling mirrored closet door.

Too much champagne.

Too much dancing.

My eyes itched as I forced them open to read my text.

Kassidy! I hope you got the number of at least one of the hotties at the gala!

I grinned. Cheryl was relentless in her pursuit to find me “the one.”

Relax. Done deal. I didn’t text a word more because a yawn demanded my attention, causing me to sag promptly onto the bed. No, sleep demanded my attention. I stared at my reflection in the vast mirror, admiring how the lower portion of my brunette locks spilled across my collarbones while the rest, coiled on top of my head, accentuated the blush of my high cheekbones.

Now for the spell to break, in a sense. With every hairpin released, the magic of the evening would disappear. I’d go back to plain Kassidy.

And yet, I’d always remember a particularly mesmerizing pair of blue eyes.

So icy they were almost silver.

I lingered with my mental image of the handsome stranger as I reached for a hairpin. I liked the way his hair fell across his forehead and the careless way it hung shaggy over the tops of his ears. Casual, but not sloppy. We’d danced just once, but he was not above slipping me his number on a chic, black business card while he bent to kiss the green ring on my right hand.

As a ringlet fell to my shoulder, I dropped a hairpin onto the nightstand. I’d had my sparkling emerald for as long as I could remember. I think a great aunt left it to me, but I had been too young to remember the origin of its story.

After tonight, the ring would have a new tale. And if it could talk, oh, the lips it would describe!

Yes, I’d definitely had too much to drink. I rubbed my aching temples. I should have insisted that Cheryl come up to my room to at least pull these pins out. What I wouldn’t do for some help!

“Ahem!”

I jerked to my right, certain I heard a tiny voice. I pushed my fingertips into my cheeks, massaging myself more alert.

More whispering words met my ears. “Over here.”

I slowly lifted my eyes. A glint of light caught my attention. A mere glimmer. I didn’t dare believe what I saw, but as I kneaded my eye sockets and pried my eyelids open, I made out a three-inch-tall person shimmering on the nightstand next to my discarded hairpin.

“Oy. I’m seeing imps.” I reached for my phone. This couldn’t have been real. The creature had to have been a figment of my imagination, and the champagne, but I’d at least get a shot as proof for the morning.

“Not an imp. A reflection pixie.” She tossed nearly translucent hair waves over her shoulder. “But I’ll forgive you, since you can’t remember anything.”

I leaned forward and squinted. The pixie was barely there, rippling in and out of focus, or rather existence. “Are you real?”

“Real enough for a reflection.” She stepped to the edge of the nightstand. “I’m here now, so that must mean we’re making progress.”

“Progress toward what?” I extended a finger to poke her.

The pixie leapt backward. “Don’t do that! My state is tenuous at best.” She huffed, and a wisp of hair fluttered at her temple.

“Sorry.” The comforter was too inviting. I relaxed onto my stomach, leaning on my elbows, not caring if I wrinkled my dress.

The pixie jumped beside me and nudged my forearm. “You wanted someone to help you to bed. You mustn’t fall asleep with all those hairpins.”

At this point I didn’t care, but the pixie pinched me.

“Ouch!” I shot upright and rubbed my arm. A red spot blossomed on my skin. The little imp.

“Lazy human. Gaze into the mirror.”

As I turned toward my reflection, my mouth opened in astonishment. A young woman waited, dressed as a medieval maid, with brush in hand, to take down my hair. The reflection wasn’t of my hotel room; it was something of a castle, with flickering candelabra and tapestries.

Fairy tales. The gala had been so magical I’d entered a fairy tale!

The pixie pushed on my thigh with her palms. “Get up. Go through the mirror. She’ll take care of your needs.”

I touched the mirror’s surface. My reflection undulated before returning to normal. “Well, that’s not supposed to happen.”

“Hurry!” The pixie took flight in front of me. Pearlescent wings had unfolded from somewhere I hadn’t noticed before. She zipped up and grabbed a lock of my hair and yanked.

“Yeouch! You are so demanding!” I hauled my exhausted butt up and turned away from the evil minx, forgetting about the heels I’d tumbled over before. As my toes made contact, I pitched headlong toward the mirror. “Oh, no!” I threw my hands over my face, ready for piercing shards of glass.

But the pain never came. I tripped over my feet a few more times before catching my balance and looking up.

“Oh.” I was in the castle room. A plush carpet threaded between my sore toes, a relief after dancing. A crackling fire lent a humble glow to a harsh stone interior. And the lady stood beside a dressing table, impatiently tapping the brush against her palm.

“Hello?” I asked.

She startled, placing a hand over her heart. “There you are, Lady Kassidy. I thought you’d spend all night dancing. I didn’t think you were taken with His Lordship at all, but I’ve been wrong before.”

I cleared my throat. “Taken?” I grabbed the bedpost. The comforter on this bed looked ever so much thicker than the hotel’s. I struggled not to collapse onto it.

“Now, my lady, please. Just let me get you settled. It won’t take but a few minutes.” She guided me to the dressing table’s chair and pushed me down. With expert hands, she relieved my scalp of its many burdens, without even a pull. The paddle brush stroked over my cascade of hair. As I nodded with weariness, she whipped the freed locks into a low braid. I found myself pulled to standing and the dress removed from my body. A soft, white nightgown slid over me, and somehow I finagled my droopy limbs through the sleeves.

With half-closed eyelids, I was tucked into bed. I had a fleeting notion I should return to the hotel room, but my exhaustion had won out. I’d return in the morning. After curling onto my side and wedging my hand under my cheek, I let the mystically blue irises of my mysterious dance partner swirl behind my eyelids.
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“Wake up, my lady.”

Someone poked my shoulder repeatedly. A throb buzzed across my temples, but I managed to open my eyes. The light was dim, thank heavens.

“Cheryl?”

“It’s Alice, Lady Kassidy. It’s past time you were awake.” The same girl from the night before flitted away from the bedside toward the drapes.

As she lifted her arms, I hissed, “Don’t touch the—!”

Too late. Alice threw the drapes wide open, and I squeezed my eyes shut as the light stabbed my soggy brain cells right through my retinas and eyelids. I rolled to my side and dragged the comforter over my head.

Alice ripped the cover off me. I pulled my knees to my chest and shivered.

“Oh, please don’t be cross, but an entourage of people are waiting to dress you, my lady.”

“Dress me for what?” I glared at my surroundings, and then I stared at Alice. Who was this lady? Where in the world was I? “Who did you say you were?”

“Lady Kassidy.” Alice snapped her fingers in my face, and I recoiled. “The ceremony is in thirty minutes. I overslept. Please, rise from the bed, and let us dress you.”

Alice traipsed over to the door, with a speed I’d never have early in the morning. I wobbled out of bed as she pulled the door open and allowed in three other ladies.

This was the castle from last night. Oh dear. They must be sorely mistaken in my identity. I wandered over to the mirror, narrowing my eyes at it as I spoke to Alice. “You have the wrong person. I need to go home.”

I leaned toward the mirror. The surface was smooth even though the glass was ancient and blotchy and the reflection less than perfect.

“There’s no going home.” Alice’s voice rose. She was working herself into a tizzy, from what I could tell. “Tonight you will be shown to your suite, and this will be your new home. Now stop acting so daft.” She touched my shoulder.

I paid her no mind as I reached out a tentative finger toward my reflection.

“No time to gape at your puffy face. The swelling will go down eventually. Honestly. You shouldn’t have drunk so much. You’ll be covered in a veil, so your lord won’t have a thing to say. He thinks you’re stunning, even if you overindulge.”

Alice sure did prattle on. I didn’t turn toward her gentle tug. Instead, my palm met the mirror’s surface and landed against solid glass. Crap. “This won’t do.” Pressure built under my sternum. The mirror was broken. How was I going to pass through to the hotel room?

I shook Alice off and headed to the dressing table’s mirror. Alice was hot on my heels. I ran my hands
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