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Chapter One

 


Some days, it doesn’t pay to roll out of bed.

It was early morning in the kingdom, just two weeks
before my personal “D-Day.” My gut in a hard knot, I stood before
the full-length, gold-framed mirror in my humongous dressing
chamber feeling…lost.

I took stock of my reflection—the usual T-shirt,
jeans and boots I like to wear—not so shabby. My short chestnut
hair in its usual disarray. But I didn’t mind that. What I did mind
were the three fat little blue jays perched atop the mirror,
cheeping out a carefree Don’t-Worry-Be-Happy tune.

Cheep, cheep, cheep.

 

“I’ll give you something to tweet about,” I
muttered, looking around for a rock to throw at them.

Cheep, cheep, cheep.

A hairbrush would do, but when I turned to the
dressing table (which was made entirely of fine ceramic and painted
with delicate pink cherubs with blushy round cheeks and butts), my
gaze landed on the fancy wedding gown hanging against the closet
door.

I groaned out loud.

The dress was eye-singeing white and embroidered
gold with gobs and gobs of Chantilly lace and ruffled satin. Enough
to make a girl like me choke. Or maybe it was what the getup
signified that made me choke. In two weeks, I’d be marching
down the aisle in that thing.

I glanced at the Bavarian cuckoo clock on the
wall—more birds. My personal royal tailor would be here in fifteen
minutes for a fitting. Again, I eyed the white-and-gold
monstrosity. What in the world would my mother say about that
dress?

“Mother?” I whispered.

Shazam. Six years as a private detective and I just
figured out why I was in such a bad mood. I missed my folks. I
missed my world. I wanted to go home. Prince Chad and I needed to
have a talk.

With a burst of determination, I left the birds
where they cheeped and marched out of the room and down the hall. I
was going to find my charming Chad and give him a piece of my
mind.

It took me a while to get to Chad’s room.

Shortly after my arrival, I’d discovered that the
Hollow Tree (sans Keebler elves) I’d fallen down over two months
ago was a lot bigger than the dank throne room I’d first landed in.
It had winding, catacomb-like halls that seemed to go on forever.
Each passageway was lined with an infinite assortment of chambers
and bowers and galleries and halls—some small for meeting with
dignitaries, others large enough to host balls. I’d been to a few
of those balls with Chad.

Where the space came from, I had no idea but there
seemed to be no end to it.

In this case, Chad’s room was located several
stories—if you could call them that—above me. I had to traverse
five or six winding staircases that went round and round and round
in a tight spiral that made my stomach churn.

Feeling like I’d had too many spins on a
tilt-a-whirl, at last I arrived at his door. I took a deep breath
and knocked. Politely, though I felt like kicking it in.

“Entrée.” I recognized the deep-throated
female voice. Chad’s mother. This was going to be fun.

The door opened and I burst into the room,
discovering Chad standing before another large golden mirror being
fitted for his wedding clothes. An oversized chipmunk knelt
at his feet, visor on its head, a needle and thread in its paw. I’d
never known how dexterous those creatures were until I’d seen my
own royal chipmunk-tailor at work.

Queen Camilla stood along the wall giving commands
to the chipmunk. Her jet-black hair and tall, imposing frame
dominated the scene. She stopped in mid-nag and gave me a hateful
glare. The woman didn’t like me much, even though I’d saved her
son’s life a few months back. Chad’s father, King Thrugood, had
grown very fond of me since then, but Camilla always acted like she
had a witch’s broom up her butt.

I ignored her. “Babe,” I said to Chad, “we’ve got to
talk.”

He turned to me, a sexy dark brow raised in
surprise. He wore a purple ermine-lined robe draped over his broad
shoulders. It covered a silver brocade tunic, low-cut enough to
show off his mouth-watering pecs, though the sleeves were way too
poofy for my taste. He put his hands on his hips, revealing
blood-red tights stretched over his hot, muscular legs. On anyone
else the outfit would have looked ridiculous, but on Chad, it made
me whisper, “Hubba, hubba.”

“Stacey, what are you doing here?” he asked,
annoyance in his tone.

I shook myself out of my stupor. “Like I said, we
need to talk.” I wasn’t backing down on this.

He pushed back a lock of his longish, wavy black
hair. “It’s bad luck for you to see me in my nuptial outfit before
the wedding.”

“Very bad luck,” Camilla added in her throaty voice.
I could swear she was a smoker. “Be off with you. Shoo.” She waved
her large hands in a dismissive gesture.

I rolled my eyes. “We need to talk,” I repeated.

A low gurgle came from Camilla. “Can’t it wait
twenty minutes?”

“No, it can’t.” Twenty minutes from now we’d be
picking out cake or auditioning musicians. I hissed at Chad through
my teeth. “Can we go somewhere private?”

He crossed his arms over his broad, muscle-bound
chest. “Why can’t you say it here?”

A shiver of irritation went through me. An otherwise
bright guy, Chad was suddenly exhibiting typical male obtuseness.
“Because I can’t,” I said.

“Whatever it is, it cannot be more important than
these wedding clothes,” Camilla shouted, seeming to grow even
taller.

“Chad?”

He scratched the scalp of his gorgeous head. “I’m
sorry, Stacey. I really have to agree with Mother. I don’t
understand what’s so important right now.”

I could feel my temples throb. Something snapped
inside me. “I’ll tell you what’s so important. I’m leaving.” I spun
on my heels and stomped out the door.

As if I needed anything else to fuel my anger, I was
really pissed when it took more than a minute for Chad to call
after me.

But at last I heard him. “Stacey, come back.”

I didn’t answer. I was too busy making myself dizzy
as I sprinted down the winding stone staircase.

“Stacey.” Chad’s voice above me grew more concerned.
Good.

I kept going, descending another set of winding
stairs, feeling like a scuba diver with the bends. The staircase
finally ended and I raced down a long hall, past the royal dining
room, the east ballroom—which was a lot like the west ballroom, the
Ladies-in-Waiting chamber and the livery closet.

I must have made a wrong turn because I saw daylight
streaming in up ahead and realized I was on a ledge leading to the
door where I’d first tumbled down the Hollow Tree. That was where
Chad caught up to me.

He grabbed my arm and spun me around to face him.
“Stacey, tell me what’s wrong.” I’d never seen him so alarmed.

I pulled out of his grasp. “I’m going home. I’m sick
of this place. I’m tired of sitting around all day doing nothing. I
miss work.”

“But you’ve worked a few cases since you’ve been
here. You even saved my life.” He reached for me again.

I stepped back. “It’s not like it is in my world.
You wouldn’t understand.”

This time he folded his arms. “Try me.”

I didn’t feel like it. I stared at him, wanting to
tell him to buzz off, but something in those deep, midnight blue
eyes got to me. My lip began to quiver. Something it never did.
“I—”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/59675
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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