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Prologue

 


Lily Watson stared at the mirror in
front of her and tried not to cringe. She turned sideways to survey
her fairy costume, complete with a silly pair of wings that made
her feel ridiculous. She was a very slutty-looking fairy, to be
honest.

It was Halloween, and her best friend
Kayla had used guilt to con her into attending a costume party. Not
only had Kayla reminded her of all the times she'd bailed on
evenings out, but she also demanded that she choose Lily's
costume.

That was how Lily found herself in a
corset laced so tightly that her B-cup breasts were threatening to
escape from the low-cut top. With each inhale, she worried she
might crack a rib. The green, sparkly wings attached to the back of
the corset constantly bothered her in her peripheral vision. Below
the corset was a gothic, tattered, black-and-hunter-green skirt.
Black fishnet stockings covered her pale leg, and black, spiked
heels brought together an outfit that made her blush every time she
caught a glimpse of her reflection.

She addressed Kayla in the mirror.
"Are you sure this costume is necessary? Couldn't I just wear
something business-casual? My costume could be a secretary, one who
works for a successful family doctor."

Kayla rolled her eyes.
"You are a
secretary who works for a successful family doctor. You need to
break out of your shell. Live a little! Besides, green makes your
hair look so pretty."

Lily studied her long, wavy red hair
and had to admit it looked nice curling along the outside curves of
her breasts, complementing the green fabric stretched there. "I'm
not stuck in my shell," she grumbled. "I just don't like costume
parties."

"You don't like
parties," Kayla
countered. With a sigh, she tossed her arm over Lily's shoulders.
"For once in your life, relax. Talk to members of the opposite sex.
Enjoy yourself!"

Despite the fact that she was
hopelessly awkward in social situations, Lily conceded because
Kayla would win her over in the end anyway. Drawing enthusiasm from
her friend's giddy demeanor, she smiled at their reflections. "I’ll
try to have a good time tonight.”

She was almost convinced
by her own words. Perhaps she would
have some fun this evening, even if that fun only
consisted of watching in amusement while Kayla strutted around
grabbing the attention of every man she passed. Kayla was a
bombshell who never left a party without at least eight dates lined
up. Lily was definitely the quieter one of the pair, but that
didn't bother her. She enjoyed watching her friend shine in the
spotlight. "You're right. I never do entertaining stuff like this,
and I've earned a night of fun."

Kayla gave a whooping cheer, throwing
her hands into the air. "There you go!" She hugged Lily tightly. "I
promise this will be a night you'll never forget."

 



Chapter One

 


"A night I'll never forget." Lily
grumbled to herself as she shifted uncomfortably on the thin stool
she sat upon. "That's because it will never end."

She and Kayla had been at
a dance club, simply named “Dance”
for nearly two hours. Kayla had disappeared
almost immediately onto the oversized dance floor, leaving Lily to
guard their possession of one of the few tables at the perimeter.
It was just as well that Kayla never returned to let Lily have her
turn on the dance floor, because dancing in the heels she wore
would be next to impossible.

Overcome with boredom, she swirled the
straw in her rum-and-coke. "I feel like I'm going to be stuck here
for all eternity."

"Tell me about it."

The man's voice was smooth as silk,
sending a shiver of delight down her spine. She savored the sound
of it for a moment before turning to face its owner.

If she'd found the man's voice
alluring, that made his looks to die for.

Light-brown hair spilled onto his
forehead and into intense hazel eyes. A plain, black T-shirt
covered his chest but did nothing to hide his muscle tone. He wore
faded blue jeans and a pair of black sneakers. He appeared to be at
least six foot, complimenting his thin frame to make him look
sinewy and graceful.

Lily let her gaze scan over him, her
knees going weak. He was the most gorgeous man she'd ever laid eyes
on. That thought brought a frown to her lips. Men like him didn't
seek out wallflowers like her.

He could have any woman in the entire
club. He should be hitting on one of the blondes with big breasts,
like the rest of the hound dogs here. That meant he was seeking
something else—her table.

"This table's taken. Sorry," Lily
said, sounding anything but. "You and your buddies will have to
find somewhere else to sit."

The man didn't even respond at first.
He simply stared out into the busy club, a wistful expression on
his face. Then suddenly he jumped as if startled. His gaze swung to
her in astonishment. "Are you speaking to me?"

Lily stared back at him for a moment,
surprised at his apparent cluelessness. She made a show of glancing
around them before saying, "I don't see any other men encroaching
on my table. Do you?"

The man looked down at the table where
his elbow rested. He jerked it back as if it burned. "I-I'm
terribly sorry. I didn't mean to encroach." He rubbed at his elbow,
a thoughtful expression on his handsome face. Then he shook his
head with a grin. "Also, I wasn't trying to charm your table away
from you. I'm here by myself."

"Then why don't you leave?" Lily asked
with a frown. Realizing how that must have come off, she added,
"The club, not the table." On his confused look, she explained.
"You agreed it felt like you would be here for all eternity. If
you're here alone, why don't you just go?"

The man stared into her eyes so deeply
that Lily's heart skipped a beat. Then he leaned down, resting both
elbows on the table in front of him. "I don't know. Habit?" He
shrugged. "I suppose I was feeling lonely, though places like this
don't help. They only intensify the feeling."

Lily laughed and swirled her straw in
her drink once again. "Lonely in a room full of people."

He shrugged, gazing out toward the
dance floor. "No one here even sees me."

"Poetic," Lily said with a small
smile. "I get what you mean, though. Everyone is putting on a face
at places like this. They can't see you because of the masks they
wear."

He blinked at her for a moment before
nodding slowly. "Yes. That's exactly what I meant." He looked at
her hesitantly. Finally, he lifted his hand up and held it out
almost reluctantly. "I'm Nathan."

"Lily." She took his hand in hers and
raised her eyebrows at his uncertainty.

At her reaction, he shook his head,
and his lips melted into an adorable smile. "Sorry. It's just been
a really long time since I've done this. Most women act like I
don't even exist."

Lily couldn't keep her eyes from
traveling to his broad chest. "I find that hard to
believe."

"Well, believe it. Women brush past me
without even a glance, and I pretty much give them the same
treatment. You're the first girl I've felt like hitting on in a
really, really long time."

Lily ducked her head, staring into her
glass so she could hide her smile. When she looked up, her
expression was composed. Her green eyes searched his. "You feel
like hitting on me?"

Nathan's grin widened. "You tell me."
His fingers tapped against the tabletop. He glanced down at them
for a moment before his gaze lifted to her face. "I started this
night thinking it was going to be miserable. Now, all I can think
about is how cute you look in that costume."

Lily jerked in surprise. She glanced
down at her skintight top with a grimace. "I hate to disappoint
you, but I don't normally dress like this," she said with a
blush.

"Really?" Nathan asked with mock
surprise. "You don't wear sparkling, green wings and fishnet
stockings around the house? Bummer."

Despite her initial reluctance to fall
for his charms, Lily giggled. "Can't say I do. I usually wear my
bunny costume for lounging days.”

"Cute," Nathan said with a crooked
smile. "Very cute."

"Good, because that's what I was
aiming for." Lily crossed her legs under the table as she studied
his clothing once again. "Speaking of costumes, what are you
supposed to be?"

"I'm a ghost.”

"What kind of ghost dresses like
that?" she asked with a laugh. "You don't look like any ghost I've
ever seen."

"This ghost dresses like this," Nathan
said. "Besides, how many ghosts have you met? Is this a habit of
yours?"

Lily tapped her chin thoughtfully. "I
did see one other ghost today. My mother's neighbor has an
eight-year-old son who was going trick-or-treating as a ghost. I
must say, I find you to be far more attractive, even if his costume
was better than yours."

"Like you said, you haven't met many
ghosts. Maybe we all wear faded jeans and brand new
Nikes."

He was winning her over with his
playful game. Despite her reservations about being in a nightclub,
she was actually having a good time. "You're right. I don't know
much about ghosts." Unable to help herself, Lily edged forward in
her seat and leaned her elbows on the table. "Apparently, we
fairies aren't very educated in the ways of ghosts. You'll have to
teach me."

"There isn't much to know," Nathan
warned, "but for the sake of keeping this conversation going, I'll
tell you whatever you want to know. You just have to promise not to
boot me from your table again."

"It's a deal." Lily laughed and held a
hand out for him to shake. It was a ruse to seal the deal, but
secretly, she just wanted to feel his warm hand around hers
again.

Nathan stared at her offered hand as
if transfixed. Finally, he grabbed it, but instead of shaking, he
held it in his own and lowered their clasped hands to the center of
the table. "I hope I'm not being too bold," he said
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