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Tanya Snow has been searching for the right elf for...well, forever. But he’s not in the North Pole. Believe me, she’s dated all the eligible elves there are, even those in farther settlements, but none of them has caused her snow-laden heart to thaw.

She’s the flurry queen, and without a king to settle by her side, I’m afraid the winters will get more brutal and unpredictable.

Even Santa has noticed, and when he calls on me to talk my best friend off the ledge, I can’t say no. Especially not to my father. But playing matchmaker in the big city isn’t one of my main skills, I’m not sure I can find Mr. Right, or even Mr. Right Now, to sway her frosty disposition.

Besides, New York City isn’t ready for a force like Tanya Snow.
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MONSTER HUNTING HAD BEEN sporadic since Christmas. It was like the beasts went into hiding after that nearly disastrous night protecting my father on his annual sleigh run.

Although, later today, I did have a client meeting scheduled. The first one in a couple of months, and I was getting desperate for the money. My reserves had bled down with the lack of activity, but I needed a little beach time relaxation before I jumped headfirst into another dangerous job.

I settled into a prime spot on the sand and opened my book with every intention of enjoying a lovely morning lounging in the sun, but my Kringle intuition bloomed in my chest. I shifted my position, trying to ease the sensation that all this calm was about to explode into a million deadly shards.

The shrill ring of “Santa Claus is Coming to Town” shattered the quiet, and my mood jumped right into sheer panic. The few folks on the beach at this early hour sent raised eyebrows in my direction at my choice of ringtone.

I snatched the phone before the stanza had even come to an end. My heart pumped hard in my chest. My father never called during the summer months. I swiped the screen to accept the call and put the phone to my ear.

“Dad?” I could’t help the trepidation in my voice.

A sigh followed. “Chrissy.” His baritone voice held a tremor.

I gulped. “Is Mom okay?”

“Yes.” His tone was clipped as if he had been clenching his jaw. “I need your help.”

I hopped to my feet and collected my stuff off the sand, and then headed toward the parking lot and my motorcycle waiting to take me back to the city. “I’m on my way.”

“I’ll see you when you get here. Oh, and Chrissy?”

“Yeah?”

“Wear warm shoes.” He disconnected the call.

I stared at the phone. While it was the North Pole, it was also the middle of July. And July was the only time the North Pole thawed, revealing the green of rolling hills and unfrosted pines. The elves swam in the crystal-clear pond in the center of town, just like so many others looking for the relief from the summer heat.

The minute I got back to my little apartment, I slipped into jeans and debated on my flip-flops. I pulled on one of my black T-shirts and then decided that because I needed to hustle, sneakers were probably more ideal. I grabbed my light fall jacket off the coat-tree near the door and balled it up into my bag, before locking up behind me.

The summer heat slammed into me when I stepped out onto the street. I was glad my hair was up in a single ponytail, but the humidity still made my scalp sweat. By the time I reached the portal in Soho, all I wanted to do was peel out of these clothes.

Anxious to get out of this oppressive heat, I stepped up to the portal and swiped my thumb over the sensor that recognized me and let the ether suck me through to the other side. The sensation was jarring, especially since I left New York to the tune of ninety-some-degree weather and stepped out into a snowstorm.

“What the...”

I dug in my bag for the coat so my clothing wouldn’t be soaked through by the time I got to my childhood home. My sneakered feet sank into the snowbank. I slid my coat on and shouldered the bag, trudging through the snow as my toes squished inside my now soggy shoes.

At least I had opted for sneakers. I had originally had my flip-flops on and that would have left me open to a toe or two getting frostbit on my trek to the house.

My dad hadn’t been kidding. I circled around the snow drifts buffering the North Pole from the rest of the landscape like I had done on so many Christmas Eve mornings coming home to do my annual job of protecting Santa.

When the town came into view my stomach dropped. It looked barren without the holiday decorations. I guess I had never noticed that while I lived here as a child, but since I moved to New York City, I hadn’t seen the town bathed in snow without holiday adornments. I had come in at the height of the July heat before, and the rolling green hills framed our little town with only the higher elevations capped in white.

By the time I stepped into the house, my jeans were frozen from the snow, and my feet were sopping wet and uncomfortable. I pushed the door against the raging wind until it closed. I didn’t think we’d had this kind of storm since before I was born. I certainly didn’t remember the wind being so vicious.

My father stepped into the hallway. Just one look at my dad told me that his mood was dark.

“What’s with the snowstorm?” I waved at the door behind me before I squatted down to untie my frozen laces. 

“Tanya and the elf she had been dating broke up.” 

I sucked air through my teeth. Tanya Snow, my oldest and dearest friend, was certainly a wild card. Even when we were little, playing with our dolls, she had been enamored by the idea of love. As she got older, she had breezed through the entire line up of eligible elves while looking for a match, but it seemed to evade her like a criminal running from the police. At least up here at the North Pole.

“Wasn’t that the last eligible elf?”

His lips pursed, and he gave me a curt nod. “Thus, the weather.”

“He broke it off?”

A gale of wind howled down the chimney in response.

“What do you think?”

It wasn’t like my father to be so snarky. That was my job, not his, but he must’ve been at his wits end.

Tanya’s obviously overly emotional state had triggered the storm. It used to happen when we were little when she got upset, and as she aged, the storms got more severe when her heart broke.

Plus, this was summertime. It was the time for my father to relax and soak in some rays. That wasn’t happening at the moment, and he seemed to be starved of the vitamin D he desperately needed to keep his jolliness intact.

I wasn’t sure why he summoned me to the North Pole, except to rant about Snow. He could have done that over the phone.

“So, what do you need me to do?”

“I need you to talk to her, maybe take her out for a drink or something. She needs a diversion, and we need summer to return. Otherwise, we’ll be buried in snow come winter.”

I snorted a laugh at him. “I have a meeting for a job this afternoon.”

I didn’t want to tell him I needed this job to pay the rent.

“If she continues to wallow in self-pity, I may just strangle her.”

I blinked, stood, and slipped off my wet shoes, surprised at the venom in his voice. “And you think I won’t?”

After all, Santa Claus was probably the most patient man on earth. If she got barbs under his skin, what hope did I have.

“You’re her friend. Talk to her before she completely ruins Christmas this year. The snow is disrupting the supply chain. Toys will not be completed in time for Christmas if this continues.” His glare hit me along with his words.

“Is anything open here?” I waved at the storm beyond the door.

He glanced out the window and then back at me with a shrug. “Bring a bottle of wine over to her house. Just get her to calm the hell down. Give her a diversion she needs to get out of her funk and give the rest of us a break.”

I wiped my face. “What about my job?”

His eyes hardened. “Look. I haven’t asked a lot of you since you decided to leave us. I’ve let you have your own life, make your own choices, even though it sometimes pains your mother and me, but I’m asking for your help now.”

His hands found his hips as he stared me down.

Well, crap on a cracker. I couldn’t say no to my dad. And he was right. He had given me all the latitude to live my own life, and he had supported me when the elves gave me the job to keep him safe on his Christmas Eve trek.

“Fine.” I threw my hands up in the air and headed toward the stairs.

“Where are you going?”

I stopped on the third stair and waved at my wet pants and socks that were leaving small
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