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        To all those friends who became lovers, and all those lovers who became friends. It’s the best of both worlds.
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        “According to the legend, there’s a certain time of year that if a girl really wants to know, if she is sincere enough about it, she can take a candle and hold it before a particular mirror, and the image of her future mate will appear.”

      

      

      

      
        
        Adelle Hendrix doesn't believe in fairy godmothers. She doesn't believe in happily ever after, either. So when she sees her best friend, Ben Jackson, in a supposedly enchanted mirror, she decides she's not the crazy one, the loony old woman who showed her the mirror is.

      

      

      

      
        
        Except that crazy old woman won't leave her alone, and the more frequently she and her jack-o-lantern with the ever-changing carved faces show up, the more Adelle begins to wonder...

      

        

      
        Are she and Ben meant to be more than friends?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Adelle Hendrix glanced down at the filmy peasant shirt, ruffled brown skirt, and colorful scarf tied around her waist. Complimenting the odd bridesmaid’s outfit, she wore huge gold hoops in her ears, a riot of gold bangles on her wrist, and a pair of brown ankle boots.

      “I look silly.”

      “You look gorgeous,” Ben Jackson said. “Remember, this is for Nicole, your best friend and favorite person in the world. Second only to me, of course.”

      “Of course.” Adelle tugged at the front of her shirt, which had gaped open to reveal her flesh-toned, cleavage-enhancing bra. “I feel like I’m early for the Halloween party circuit.”

      “Well, Halloween’s only a couple weeks away.” Ben averted his gaze from the brief sampling of the goods she’s inadvertently given him. With this ill-fitted shirt, it was bound to happen again—probably numerous times—before the night was over. Luckily, Ben was her platonic roommate, so a few mishaps wouldn’t give him the wrong idea about their relationship. She’d accidentally walked in on him in a state of half-dress before, and he’d once come upon her, buried under the covers, in the process of giving herself a spectacular orgasm, courtesy of her trusty vibrator. They’d both laughed it off in that way people do when they experience something embarrassing and don’t want to speak of it—ever. And they’d never mentioned the experiences again.

      No, she wasn’t worried.

      “If it helps, I’m in the same boat.” He gestured at his brown slacks, brown knee-high boots, and white billowing pirate’s shirt.

      “Not even remotely. Your getup is sexy. Mine is just ... annoying.”

      “It’s sexy,” Ben assured her. “Especially because you keep showing off your bra.”

      Adelle scowled and tugged at the front of her shirt again. “I hate weddings. And now I hate theme weddings.”

      The mirth in his eyes shifted to sympathy as Ben dropped his hand onto her shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “I know. But Nicole and Nick are happy, and this is how they want to celebrate the beginning of the rest of their lives together. You can be happy for them, can’t you?”

      The air went out of her lungs like a deflating balloon. “Of course I can. I think.”

      “You can. This is nothing like your situation.”

      “I know.” She hadn’t ended up married, like Nicole and Nick were about to do. Instead, she’d been jilted at the altar. Her fiancé, Daryl, she’d learned, had been leading a double life, and his wife—and mother to his three kids—had unraveled his little fantasy world only the day before. While Adelle had been forced to stand before her friends and family wearing a big white dress and tear tracks on her face, explaining that the wedding wasn’t happening and thank-you-very-much-anyway, Daryl was being slapped with divorce papers and a possible prison term. She hadn’t gone on a date in the four years since that humiliating day.

      “Nicole and Nick love each other. Unconditionally. They don’t have secrets. They tell each other everything. Just like us.” She gave Ben a heartfelt smile.

      “Not exactly the same. Nick and Nicole get to have sex, too.”

      Adelle canted her head and studied her best friend. “Are you saying you wish we had sex?”

      Ben laughed and ruffled her hair, and she squealed in protest and swatted his hand away. “Nope. My life is perfect the way it is. I have you, essentially the perfect woman, without any drama.” He pulled his phone out of his pocket and tapped the screen. “And when I need a little physical release, I have my little black, er, phone. All the girls whose numbers are in here understand. I give them a night to remember, and they don’t expect anything in return. No strings.”

      Like her, Ben also had a fear of relationships, although for very different reasons. She’d sworn off relationships after being jilted in the most humiliating way possible; he’d sworn off them after his parents divorced, got back together, divorced again, got back together, divorced again, and the last she’d heard, his mother was shacking up with his uncle and his dad was in Vegas chasing a showgirl. Ben wasn’t entirely sure the showgirl was actually a girl.

      “We’re a pair, aren’t we? I’m not sure how it happened, but I’m so glad we’re just friends, Ben Jackson.”

      He guided her out to door—they were on track to make the wedding on time. Ever the gallant companion, he opened the door to his sleek black Chevy Silverado and waited for her to hop into the passenger seat. Once he jogged around and climbed into the driver’s seat, he asked, “You ever wonder what might have happened if you and Nicole hadn’t enrolled in that urban legends class at U of M? I mean, I never would have guessed this would be our future. I was totally macking on Nicole back then, and you were helping to convince her to blow me off.”

      “That’s because I knew you were only looking for a one-night stand.”

      “And I knew you were a relationship kind of girl, which is why I hit on Nicole instead of you.”

      “Look at her now. Nicole grew up and fell in love. When are you going to do the same?”

      “When are you?”

      “Been there, tried that. You can’t convince me you didn’t feel sorry for me when you offered to move into the house I’d just bought and thought I’d be sharing with Daryl and our two-point-five kids.”

      Ben shrugged and guided the truck down the street toward the church where Nicole and Nick were due to exchange wedding vows. “I needed a place to live, you needed someone to mow the lawn. Considering it’s been four years and we haven’t had any real knock-down-drag-out fights, I’d say we both got a pretty good deal.”

      “Yeah,” Adelle said, smiling. “We sure did.”
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        * * *

      

      While everyone else in the wedding party had been instructed to wear a gypsy getup, the bride wore white. A tulle and satin and lace contraption that made her look like a fairy princess. Nicole’s face positively glowed with her joy as she flitted about the reception tent, greeting wedding guests, posing for pictures, and enjoying her moment in the spotlight.

      “Have you been to visit the fortune-teller yet?” she asked when, after a whirlwind line dancing routine, she plopped into the seat next to Adelle with an ice water in her hand.

      Adelle arched her brow. “You have a fortune-teller at your wedding?”

      “It’s Nick’s grandma. She’s this kooky old Romani lady. She’s crazy, but her predictions are always right. She helped bring me and Nick together.”

      “I can see why you invited her to be part of the wedding, then. I’ve never met two people more perfect for each other.”

      “Aw, thanks. But seriously, go check out her tent.” Nicole pointed at the far corner of the reception area, where a small, brightly colored, striped tent was situated, a lone orange candle perched at the entrance.

      The wedding reception was an outdoor affair, a risky undertaking in autumn in the Midwest. October could bring anything from snow, sleet, or, like today, balmy sixty-degree weather. Luck, or Mother Nature, was on their side this evening. The sides of the tent had been left open, and the wedding guests were subject to a breathtaking view of the sunset over a nearby lake. The orange and yellow foliage of the trees overlooking the body of water all but glowed in the last of the sun’s rays. A fat, pale moon was rising quickly to replace the sun in the sky.

      White twinkle lights were strung everywhere, and clusters of thick orange pillar candles sat on every table, surrounded by tiny gourds and piles of sparkling crystals. The table linens were chocolate brown to match the bridesmaids’ skirts. Clusters of dried corn stalks flanked the main entrance to the tent and decorated each of the bars. Tables were set up at one end of the tent, with the dance floor in the middle, and the lone, smaller, striped tent on the far end.

      “You know that isn’t really my thing,” Adelle said.

      “Come on, give it a try.”

      “This is like that flea market Ben loves. The one with crystals and spells that don’t exist. News flash: I didn’t actually take that urban legends class because I believed in all that hocus pocus stuff. I only wanted an easy A.”

      “And instead you barely passed and ended up with the world’s coolest best friends.” Nicole chuckled at her own comment. “Come on, give it a try. I want to know what you think of her.”

      “Who?”

      “Nick’s grandmother. The fortune-teller.”

      “No thanks.”

      “Why not?” Nicole’s lips turned down into a pretty pout that no doubt worked on Nick, but Adelle wasn’t sleeping with her second-best friend, so it didn’t have quite the same effect.

      “Reality, Nicole. After what happened with Daryl, I don’t believe in fairy tales or magic or—or any of that stuff anymore. Not that I ever really did.” Which wasn’t entirely true. She had believed in happily ever after, until Daryl stole her dreams away when his wife revealed him for the lying, philandering scumbag he was and left Adelle to return wedding gifts and sell her barely used dress on eBay.

      Crap, some manners she had. Adelle covered her friend’s hand with her own. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to bring you down on your wedding day.”

      “And I’m sorry for dredging up bad memories on my wedding day.” Nicole paused. “But would you please just go see her? This is really important to me, and it is my wedding day.” Batting her lashes, she affected that pout again.

      Adelle sighed. Nicole pleaded again.

      “Fine.” Pushing away from the table, Adelle tugged the neckline of her peasant blouse into place. “But I’m taking back your wedding gift if it’s as dumb as I think it’s going to be.”

      Nicole’s laughter chased her as she skirted the dance floor and made her way toward the tent that oddly enough seemed awfully far away, given the dimensions of the reception area. Glancing around, she spotted Ben standing at one of the bars, chatting with a group of people, most of whom she recognized as friends from their college days. She gave serious consideration to altering her path and dragging him to see the fortune-teller with her. He was the one who was into this sort of thing, after all. Adelle didn’t believe in anything but cold, hard facts.

      But then, quite suddenly, the entrance to the smaller tent loomed before her. She blinked rapidly, certain she had not moved so quickly. The area was dark, too dark, given the waning sunlight still streaming into the tent. Not to mention the thousands of white twinkle lights strung everywhere.

      “This is kind of creepy,” she whispered.

      The groups of guests on the dance floor seemed a long way away. Even the noise of the song the DJ cued up was muted. Hesitantly, she reached out and grasped the tent flap, pulling it open and then pausing until a raspy voice snapped, “Get in here already.”

      The inside of the tent was bare save for piles of silken material strewn on the floor and an elderly woman who sat in a throne-like chair, a small round table before her. A squat, grinning jack-o-lantern and a fat red candle with a bright, tall flame were perched on the table. The candle and the carved pumpkin were the only lights in
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