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  PROLOGUE


Claire Donovan had survived bad dates before— 
The guy who brought his mother.
The guy who brought his ferret.
The guy who brought his crypto pitch deck.
But nothing—absolutely nothing—prepared her for the night she accidentally joined a dating site for the undead.
It began, as all questionable life choices do, with a bottle of rosé and a group chat full of friends who were far too invested in her love life. One dare, one link, one “oh, what the hell,” and suddenly Claire was staring at a sleek black login screen that read:
CRYPTIDCUPID — Love That Lasts Forever (Literally).
She snorted. “Sure. Why not. If I’m going to be single, I might as well be single in style.”
She created a profile—half joking, half curious, fully convinced this was just another weird corner of the internet. She listed her hobbies (reading, baking, avoiding men who say ‘I’m not like other guys’), uploaded a picture where she didn’t look like she was questioning her entire existence, and hit submit.
The screen flickered.
A chime echoed through her apartment.
And then—
MATCH FOUND.
MATCH FOUND.
MATCH FOUND.
MATCH FOUND.
MATCH FOUND.
Five in a row.
At midnight.
From users with names like Nocturne_88 and FrostbiteFae.
Claire blinked. “Okay. That’s… enthusiastic.”
She clicked the first profile.
Tall, dark, brooding.
A bio that said simply: I burn for you.
“Poetic,” she murmured. “Also concerning.”
The second profile featured a man with a smile too sharp to be legal and a warning label that read: Allergic to silver. Not responsible for property damage during full moons.
“Hard pass,” she whispered.
The third?
Just a pair of glowing eyes and the message: I see you.
Laptop slammed shut. Immediate regret.
But curiosity won. It always did.
She reopened the screen and clicked the fourth match:
A vampire, or so she assumed, named GarlicGourmet whose bio proudly declared, Yes, I’m undead. Yes, I love garlic. No, it’s not supposed to work, but here we are.
Claire squinted. “Is this… a medical miracle or a death wish?”
And then the fifth:
A fae prince—allegedly—whose profile read, Looking for someone to chill with.
His messages clarified that by “chill,” he meant literally lowering the room temperature to subarctic levels.
Claire shivered just reading it.
This was fine. Totally fine. She was a grown woman. She could handle… whatever this was. Probably a prank. Or a very committed LARPing community. Or a glitch in the universe.
Still, as she crawled into bed, heart thumping with equal parts fear and curiosity, one thought refused to leave her alone:
What if one of them was real?
And worse—
What if one of them was exactly what she’d been looking for?
Claire Donovan had no idea that her little joke was about to rewrite her entire love life.
Or that the supernatural world had been waiting for her to swipe right.
Tonight, the adventure began.
And eternal night was only one click away.






  
  CHAPTER ONE


Claire Donovan woke to the unmistakable throb of a  rosé-regret hangover pulsing behind her eyes. Not the dramatic, movie-style kind where she clutched her head and groaned into the void, it was more the subtle, persistent reminder that Past Claire had made choices. Questionable ones. “Hey… remember last night?” the little voice in the back of her mind rejoiced, a little too loudly for her taste.
She did not want to remember last night.
She wanted caffeine.
And maybe a new identity.
But mostly caffeine.
She pried one eye open. Sunlight sliced through her curtains like it had been waiting all night for this moment.
“Rude,” she croaked, rolling out of bed with the grace of a disgruntled sloth.
She shuffled toward the kitchen, hair sticking out in directions that defied physics. She reached for the coffee filters—
PING!
She froze.
Nope. Not today.
PING! PING!
The laptop in the living room was clearly having a meltdown.
Claire inhaled deeply. “Coffee first. Panic later.”
She scooped grounds into the machine.
PINGPINGPINGPINGPING!
She poured water.
P I N G!
She pressed the brew button with the determination of a woman clinging to the last thread of her sanity.
The machine sputtered to life.
The laptop, apparently jealous, doubled down.
PING! PING! PING!
Claire refused to look.
She would not be bullied by technology.
Not before caffeine.
She leaned against the counter, eyes closed, breathing in the promise of salvation as the scent of fresh coffee filled the kitchen.
Only once she had a steaming mug in hand, her emotional support beverage, did she finally turn toward the living room.
The laptop continued its digital tantrum, screen flashing like a nightclub for desperate notifications.
Claire trudged over, sipped her coffee, and lifted the lid.
You have 47 new messages from your matches on CryptidCupid!
She stared.
The laptop pinged again, smug.
Claire whispered into her mug, “What fresh supernatural hell have I unleashed?”
But she took another sip, squared her shoulders, and sat down.
It was time to face the consequences of Drunk Claire’s midnight shenanigans.
And possibly… her destiny.
But absolutely, undeniably, coffee first.
Claire took another long, bracing sip of coffee, the kind that could resurrect the dead, or at least the mildly hungover. The mug warmed her hands, grounding her in the one stable truth of her morning: caffeine was her lifeline, and she would not face supernatural nonsense without it.
Her laptop, however, had other plans.
PING!
PINGPING!
P I N G!
It was like a needy toddler in electronic form, absolutely unwilling to be ignored.
“Calm yourself,” she muttered, shuffling toward the couch. “I’m coming. You’re not going to explode.”
The laptop responded with a particularly aggressive PING, as if offended by her tone.
Claire set her mug down, took a steadying breath, and finally clicked open the message window.
The screen expanded into a chaotic waterfall of notifications. Messages stacking on top of each other so fast she could barely read the subject lines.
Nocturne_88: Good morning, my sweet night blossom…

FullMoonFrenzy: U up?

ISeeYou: I watched you sleep. :)

GarlicGourmet: Do you like bruschetta? Asking for science.

FrostbiteFae: The temperature in your apartment seems warm. I can fix that.


Claire choked on her coffee. “Absolutely not.”
More messages rolled in.
FullMoonFrenzy: I shed a little when I’m nervous. Hope that’s not a dealbreaker.

GarlicGourmet: I know a great Italian place. I’ll bring my own seasoning.

ISeeYou: You look radiant in the morning light.

FrostbiteFae: Do you prefer snow flurries or full blizzard?


Claire pressed a hand to her forehead. “This is what I get for drinking rosé on a Tuesday.”
She scrolled, each message more unhinged than the last.
One vampire wanted to write her poetry.
One werewolf wanted to send her pictures of his “paws.”
One glowing-eyed mystery man wanted to “observe her aura.”
One garlic-loving vampire wanted to test his tolerance with her in public.
And the fae prince…had sent her a GIF of a snowstorm engulfing a cottage.
Claire took another sip of coffee, letting the warmth battle the creeping dread.
“Okay,” she said aloud, because talking to herself was now the least weird thing happening in her apartment. “We’re going to handle this like an adult. A responsible adult. A responsible adult who made one tiny supernatural mistake.”
Her laptop pinged again.
FullMoonFrenzy: Can I call you? I howl better over the phone.


Claire set her mug down very carefully.
“Nope. Not dealing with that yet.”
She closed the message window—not the site, she wasn’t brave enough for that—and leaned back on the couch.
She needed a plan.
She needed boundaries.
She needed… possibly a priest.
But first, she needed to finish her coffee.
Because whatever fresh supernatural chaos awaited her, she was not facing it uncaffeinated.
And somewhere deep in her chest—beneath the panic, beneath the hangover, beneath the creeping suspicion that she’d accidentally signed a pact with the paranormal—was a tiny spark of curiosity.
What if one of them wasn’t a disaster?
What if one of them was… interesting?
Claire groaned into her mug. “I need stronger coffee.”
But she also needed to know what happened next.
And CryptidCupid, judging by the relentless pinging, was more than ready to show her.
Claire stared at the avalanche of messages, took a heroic gulp of coffee, and decided—against all logic—to start replying.
“Okay,” she whispered. “We’re going to be calm. We’re going to be rational. We’re going to—”
PING!
Her phone buzzed violently on the counter.
She ignored it.
Coffee first.
Then supernatural suitors.
Then whatever fresh nonsense her friends were cooking up.
She clicked on the least threatening message: GarlicGourmet.
Good morning, sunshine. I dreamed of bruschetta.


Claire typed back:
Hi. Glad to hear your… culinary dreams are thriving?


She hit send.
Immediately regretted it.
But it was too late.
Her phone buzzed again.
Then again.
Then again.
She glanced over.
Group Chat: The Coven (Non-Magical, Mostly)
Tessa: WAKE UP.

Jules: Did you do it?

Tessa: SHE DID IT. I CAN FEEL IT.

Jules: Claire if you joined that supernatural dating site I SWEAR—

Tessa: SCREENSHOTS. NOW.


Claire groaned. “I need new friends.”
Before she could respond, her laptop lit up with a new message—this one from FullMoonFrenzy.
Good morning, Claire! I sensed you waking up. My instincts are very attuned. Also I shed on my pillow thinking about you.


Claire blinked.
Then blinked again.
Then whispered, “Nope.”
She typed back, cautiously:
Hi. Maybe… don’t shed on my behalf?


She hit send.
Instant reply.
Too late! Also, can I call you? I howl better over the phone.


Claire nearly dropped her coffee.
“No. Absolutely not. Not before breakfast.”
Her phone buzzed again.
Tessa: CLAIRE DONOVAN ANSWER US

Jules: If you matched with a vampire I’m staging an intervention

Tessa: If she matched with a werewolf I’m staging a wedding


Claire rubbed her temples. “I hate all of you.”
She clicked on another message—this one from FrostbiteFae.
Your apartment is warm. I can help. May I lower the temperature?


She typed back:
No. Please don’t. It’s April.


Another instant reply.
A light flurry, then? For ambiance?


Claire set her coffee down and pinched the bridge of her nose.
She was not equipped for magical meteorology before 9 a.m.
Her phone buzzed again.
She checked it reluctantly.
Jules: CLAIRE. DID YOU SUMMON A DEMON.

Tessa: If she did I want pics.


Claire typed back:
I didn’t summon anything. I just… joined a site.


Tessa: OH MY GOD

Jules: YOU DID THE THING

Tessa: SHOW US YOUR MATCHES

Jules: ALL OF THEM

Tessa: EVEN THE WEIRD ONES

Jules: ESPECIALLY the weird ones


Claire sighed. “This is my life now.”
Her laptop pinged again—louder, somehow, like it was gaining sentience.
FullMoonFrenzy:
Claire? Are you ignoring me? Should I come over? I can smell emotions.


She choked on her coffee.
“No. No you cannot smell emotions. That’s not a thing.”
Another message popped up instantly.
It is absolutely a thing.


Claire slammed her laptop shut.
She stood there, breathing deeply, coffee in hand, phone buzzing, laptop vibrating like a possessed beehive.
“Okay,” she said to the empty room. “I need a plan. A real plan. A plan that does not involve werewolves sniffing my feelings.”
Her phone buzzed again.
Tessa: CLAIRE ANSWER US OR WE’RE COMING OVER

Jules: I’m already in the car


Claire groaned.
The supernatural suitors were one thing.
Her friends?
A whole different level of chaos.
And she had a sinking feeling that this morning was only the beginning.
Claire had just managed to silence her laptop—by closing it with the gentle firmness of someone defusing a bomb—when a new sound cut through the apartment.
BANG BANG BANG.
She froze.
No.
Absolutely not.
Her friends would not—
BANG BANG BANG.
“TESSA, SHE’S NOT ANSWERING, I’M USING THE SPARE KEY!”
Claire’s soul left her body.
“Oh, come on,” she whispered to the ceiling. “Can I not have one morning of peace before the intervention?”
The lock clicked.
The door swung open.
And in marched Tessa and Jules like they were storming a castle.
Tessa, tiny but terrifying, held a bag of bagels like a weapon.
Jules, tall and dramatic, carried iced coffee and judgment.
“CLAIRE DONOVAN,” Tessa announced, pointing at her like an accusatory gremlin. “Explain yourself.”
Claire blinked. “I… was making coffee.”
Jules gasped. “She’s deflecting. Classic guilt behavior.”
“I’m hungover,” Claire corrected.
Tessa narrowed her eyes. “Hungover from WHAT, exactly? Rosé? Bad decisions? Summoning a demon boyfriend?”
Claire opened her mouth to argue—
PING!
Her laptop vibrated on the coffee table like it was possessed.
Both friends turned toward it slowly.
Jules whispered, “Oh my god. It’s alive.”
Tessa dropped the bagels. “SHE DID IT. SHE JOINED THE SITE.”
Claire groaned. “It was a dare!”
Jules lunged for the laptop. “OPEN IT.”
“No!” Claire grabbed it first, clutching it to her chest like a shield. “You don’t understand. They’re… weird.”
“Weird how?” Tessa demanded.
As if on cue, her phone buzzed in her pocket.
Claire winced.
Jules snatched it before she could react.
“Let’s see…” Jules read aloud. “FullMoonFrenzy says: I can smell your anxiety. It’s adorable.”
Tessa shrieked. “CLAIRE. YOU’RE DATING A WEREWOLF.”
“I’m not dating anyone!” Claire protested. “I haven’t even responded to half of them!”
PING!
Her laptop lit up again, as soon as she set it back on the coffee table.
Tessa leaned over her shoulder. “Who’s messaging now?”
Claire reluctantly opened the lid.
FrostbiteFae:
I sense intruders in your home. Should I freeze them?
Tessa gasped. “YES.”
Jules swatted her. “No! We don’t freeze people before brunch!”
Claire typed frantically:
No freezing. They’re my friends. Please don’t summon a blizzard.


Instant reply.
A light frost? For intimidation?


Claire slammed the laptop shut again.
Tessa and Jules stared at her, wide‑eyed, delighted, horrified.
“This,” Jules declared, “is the best thing that has ever happened to me.”
Tessa nodded solemnly. “We are absolutely helping you manage your supernatural harem.”
Claire buried her face in her hands. “Please don’t call it that.”
But her friends were already kicking off their shoes, settling in, and preparing for battle.
Jules grabbed a throw pillow like a general taking command.
“Alright. Show us the matches.”
“No,” Claire said.
“Yes,” Tessa countered.
PING!
PING!
PING!
Claire sighed, defeated.
“Fine. But someone refill my coffee first.”
Because if she was going to survive a werewolf with emotional radar, a vampire with a garlic kink, a fae with a weather problem, a glowing-eyed stalker, and two best friends who thrived on chaos…
She was going to need a lot more caffeine.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Claire barely had time to refill her coffee before Tessa and Jules descended on her couch like two gremlins who’d smelled gossip from three blocks away. 
Tessa clapped her hands. “Alright. Show us the monsters.”
“They’re not monsters,” Claire muttered.
PING!
Her laptop disagreed.
Jules pointed dramatically. “Open. It.”
Claire sighed, cracked open the laptop, and braced herself.
The message window exploded like confetti.
GarlicGourmet:
I made garlic knots and thought of you.


Tessa gasped. “A vampire who loves garlic? Claire, he’s either a medical marvel or a walking hazard.”
Jules squinted at the profile picture. “He’s cute though. In a ‘might set off a smoke alarm’ kind of way. I don’t think he’s a vampire though.”
Claire groaned. “Next.”
She clicked on Nocturne_88.
His profile was all shadows, cheekbones, and brooding poetry.
Jules fanned herself. “Oh HELLO, Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Needs-Therapy.”
Tessa leaned in. “Why does he look like he only speaks in riddles and tragic backstory?”
Claire scrolled.
Nocturne_88:
I burn for you.


Tessa snorted. “He burns for everyone. He’s a fire hazard.”
Claire buried her face in her hands. “Why is this my life.”
PING!
A new message popped up.
ISeeYou:
Your aura is particularly luminous today.


Jules recoiled. “BLOCK HIM. BLOCK HIM WITH FIRE.”
Tessa nodded. “Yeah, that’s serial killer energy. Or like… cryptid LinkedIn.”
Claire clicked away quickly. “Moving on.”
She opened FrostbiteFae.
His profile sparkled—literally. Snowflakes drifted across the screen.
FrostbiteFae:
Your apartment is too warm. I can fix that.


A cold breeze drifted through the room.
Claire yelped. “NO. Absolutely not. Stop that.”
Tessa squealed. “He’s doing magic! Claire, you have a winter warlock in your inbox!”
Jules rubbed her arms. “Tell him to chill somewhere else.”
Before Claire could respond—
PING!
FullMoonFrenzy:
Claire? I’m outside. I can smell bagels.


All three women froze.
Claire whispered, “No. No, no, no—he did NOT.”
Tessa scrambled to the window like a meerkat.
“Oh my god. OH MY GOD. Claire. There is a man on your porch.”
Jules joined her. “Is he hot? Is he furry? Is he both?”
Claire grabbed her coffee like it was holy water. “Why is he here?! I didn’t invite him!”
Her phone buzzed.
FullMoonFrenzy:
I brought flowers! And also… I might have accidentally shredded my shirt. Long story.


Tessa shrieked. “HE’S SHIRTLESS.”
Jules shrieked louder. “HE’S HOLDING DAISIES.”
Claire shrieked the loudest. “I AM NOT READY FOR THIS.”
Another message popped up.
FullMoonFrenzy:
Should I knock? Or howl?


Tessa: “HOWL. HOWL. HOWL.”
Jules: “NO. KNOCK. LIKE A HUMAN.”
Claire: “NEITHER. DO NEITHER.”
But it was too late.
A deep, enthusiastic HOOOOOWWWWL echoed from the porch.
Claire dropped her coffee.
Tessa clapped like a delighted goblin.
Jules whispered, “This is better than reality TV.”
Claire stared at the door, heart pounding, life choices flashing before her eyes.
And somewhere outside, her werewolf match waited—shirtless, hopeful, and apparently very proud of his vocal range.
Claire stood frozen in her living room, clutching her now half-empty coffee like a talisman, while a shirtless werewolf with daisies waited on her porch.
Tessa and Jules were plastered against the window like two nosy Victorian ghosts.
“He’s pacing,” Jules whispered.
“He’s sniffing the air,” Tessa added.
“He’s sniffing for bagels,” Claire corrected, horrified.
She backed away from the door slowly, like it was a wild animal.
“Okay. New plan. We pretend we’re not home.”
Tessa blinked. “Claire. He literally said he can smell your emotions.”
“Then I’ll stop having emotions,” Claire hissed.
Jules snorted. “Yeah, good luck with that.”
Claire tiptoed toward the hallway, motioning for her friends to follow.
“We hide. We stay quiet. He’ll get bored and leave.”
KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK
The door rattled.
Claire flinched so hard she sloshed the rest of the coffee onto her shirt.
Tessa winced. “He heard you spill.”
Jules nodded gravely. “He definitely heard you spill.”
Claire glared at both of them. “You’re not helping.”
Her phone buzzed.
FullMoonFrenzy:
I think you dropped something. I can smell… distress? And caffeine?


Claire whispered, “I hate everything.”
She tiptoed farther down the hall—
—and stepped directly onto a squeaky floorboard.
SQUEEEEEAK.
All three women froze.
Outside, the pacing stopped.
Then—
FullMoonFrenzy (text):
Claire? Is that you? I heard a distress squeak.


Tessa slapped a hand over her mouth to keep from laughing.
Jules doubled over silently wheezing.
Claire mouthed, I’m going to die.
Another knock.
Gentler this time.
Almost… hopeful.
“Claire?” came a warm, earnest voice through the door. “I brought daisies. And also… I shredded my shirt, as I said earlier.”
Tessa whispered, “He sounds adorable.”
Jules whispered, “He sounds dangerous.”
Claire whispered, “He sounds like a lawsuit waiting to happen.”
Her phone buzzed again.
FullMoonFrenzy:
If you’re busy, I can wait! I have excellent patience. Except on full moons. And half-moons. And crescent moons.


Claire pressed her forehead to the wall. “Why is this my life.”
Then—
A new sound.
A soft whoosh of cold air.
Claire’s breath fogged.
She spun around. “No. No, no, no, FrostbiteFae, don’t you dare—”
Her laptop pinged from the couch.
FrostbiteFae:
I sense tension. Shall I cool things down?


A snowflake drifted from the ceiling.
Tessa squealed. “MAGIC SNOW!”
Jules swatted at it. “STOP ENCOURAGING HIM.”
Claire grabbed her phone and typed furiously.
NO. DO NOT COOL ANYTHING. STOP.
Instant reply.
A light frost? For ambiance?


The temperature dropped another five degrees.
Claire groaned. “I’m being tag‑teamed by a werewolf and a weather fairy.”
Tessa whispered, “Honestly? Goals.”
Jules whispered, “This is how horror movies start.”
Claire took a deep breath.
Straightened her spine.
And declared:
“Okay. I’m going to handle this. I’m going to open the door.”
Tessa gasped.
Jules clutched her iced coffee like a rosary.
Claire marched toward the door, tripped over her own slipper, stumbled, and slammed into the door with a loud THUD.
Outside, FullMoonFrenzy yelped.
“CLAIRE? ARE YOU OKAY? I’M COMING IN!”
Claire scrambled upright. “NO—DON’T—”
But the doorknob was already turning.
And Claire Donovan, hungover, caffeinated, and emotionally unprepared, was about to come face‑to‑face with her very first supernatural suitor.
The doorknob turned with the slow, ominous drama of a horror movie.
Claire braced herself, one hand on the wall, the other clutching her empty coffee cup like a weapon.
The door swung open.
And there he was.
FullMoonFrenzy.
Shirtless.
Golden‑skinned.
Abs absurdly defined for a man who claimed to “stress shed.”
A bouquet of slightly wilted daisies clutched in one massive hand.
His eyes lit up the moment he saw her.
“CLAIRE!” he beamed, tail, yes, tail, wagging behind him like an excited golden retriever in human form. “You’re okay! I heard a distress thud!”
Claire blinked. “I… tripped.”
He gasped, horrified. “Over what? A rival? A predator? A rogue vacuum cleaner?”
“Over my own foot,” she muttered.
Behind her, Tessa and Jules were frozen in the hallway, staring like they’d just witnessed the second coming of Chris Hemsworth.
Tessa mouthed, holy abs.
Jules mouthed, holy everything.
FullMoonFrenzy stepped inside without waiting for permission, sniffing the air like he was reading the room through scent alone.
“You smell… overwhelmed,” he said gently. “And caffeinated. And slightly afraid. But also curious. And also,”
He sniffed again.
“bagels?”
Tessa squeaked. “THOSE ARE MINE.”
He turned toward her, eyes widening. “Friends! Hello! I’m FullMoonFrenzy, but you can call me Fen. Or Frenzy. Or—”
Claire cut in. “No one is calling you Frenzy.”
Fen smiled, unbothered. “I brought flowers!” He thrust the daisies toward her with such enthusiasm that a few petals flew off and drifted to the floor.
Claire accepted them on instinct. “Thank you. They’re… very yellow.”
Fen beamed. “I picked them myself! From a yard! I think it was legal.”
Jules choked on her iced coffee.
Fen sniffed again, nose twitching. “Also, someone here is wearing vanilla lotion. It’s very soothing. And someone else is wearing anxiety.”
Claire raised her hand. “That’s me.”
Fen nodded solemnly. “I can help with that.”
“No,” Claire said immediately. “No helping.”
He tilted his head, confused. “But I’m very good at helping.”
Behind Claire, Tessa whispered, “Let him help.”
Jules elbowed her. “Stop encouraging the werewolf.”
Fen perked up suddenly. “Oh! Also, I brought breakfast.”
He reached into the back pocket of his jeans. How anything fit in there was a mystery and pulled out a slightly squished Ziploc bag.
Inside were… muffins.
Blueberry.
Homemade.
And covered in fur.
Claire stared. “Are those…?”
Fen looked down. “Oh. Right. Sorry. I shed when I bake.”
Tessa clapped her hands. “I love him.”
Jules gagged. “I do not.”
Claire pinched the bridge of her nose. “Fen, I appreciate the gesture, but…”
He stepped closer, eyes softening. “Claire, I just wanted to make a good impression. You seemed nervous. And I thought… maybe daisies and muffins would help.”
And damn it…
He looked so earnest.
So hopeful.
So puppy‑eyed.
Claire’s heart did a weird, traitorous flutter.
But before she could respond—
WHOOSH.
A blast of cold air swept through the apartment.
Snowflakes drifted from the ceiling.
Fen growled. “Fae magic.”
Claire groaned. “FrostbiteFae, I swear…”
Her laptop pinged from the couch.
FrostbiteFae:
I sensed competition. I am providing ambiance.


Fen bristled. “He’s trying to impress you with WEATHER?”
Claire threw her hands up. “I can’t do this. I cannot referee supernatural suitors before breakfast.”
Fen stepped protectively in front of her, chest puffed out, tail wagging with territorial enthusiasm.
“Don’t worry, Claire,” he said. “I’ll protect you from the frost fairy.”
Tessa swooned.
Jules facepalmed.
Claire considered crawling under the couch.
And the snow kept falling.
Snowflakes drifted lazily from Claire’s ceiling like her apartment had been annexed by Narnia. Fen—still shirtless, still radiating golden himbo energy—growled low in his chest.
“That frost fairy is testing me,” he muttered, tail puffing up like an angry cat.
Claire threw her hands up. “Can everyone please stop altering the weather in my home?”
Her laptop pinged from the couch.
FrostbiteFae:
I sense agitation. Allow me to soothe you.


The temperature dropped another ten degrees.
Claire’s breath fogged.
Tessa squealed.
Jules wrapped herself in a throw blanket like a burrito of judgment.
Fen snarled at the ceiling. “Show yourself, icicle boy!”
A shimmering swirl of frost gathered in the center of the room—like someone had opened a portal to a very passive‑aggressive snow globe.
Claire groaned. “Oh no. No, no, no—”
The swirl condensed, sparkled, and then—
FrostbiteFae materialized.
Tall.
Elegant.
Glowing faintly blue.
Cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass.
Wearing what looked like winter couture stolen from a high‑fashion ice wizard.
He bowed, frost trailing from his fingertips.
“Claire. I sensed distress. I have come to provide… ambiance.”
Fen stepped in front of Claire like a very muscular shield.
“She doesn’t need ambiance. She needs warmth. And bagels.”
FrostbiteFae tilted his head, expression serene. “Warmth is overrated.”
Fen’s tail bristled. “Take that back.”
Claire squeezed her eyes shut. “I am not awake enough for a supernatural turf war.”
FrostbiteFae drifted closer, snowflakes swirling around him.
“I wished to offer a gift.”
He extended his hand.
In it was…A perfectly sculpted ice rose. Delicate. Sparkling.
Cold enough to give someone frostbite just by looking at it.
Tessa gasped. “OH MY GOD IT’S BEAUTIFUL.”
Jules whispered, “It’s a lawsuit waiting to happen.”
Fen snarled, “It’s a weapon.”
Claire held up both hands. “Okay, everyone STOP. No gifts. No frost. No shedding. No—”
Fen cut her off. “I don’t shed when I’m calm!”
FrostbiteFae blinked. “You are rarely calm.”
Fen lunged. “SAY THAT TO MY FACE.”
“I just did.”
Claire stepped between them, arms outstretched like a very tired crossing guard.
“ENOUGH. No fighting. No magic. No wolfing out. No…”
Her phone buzzed.
She glanced down.
GarlicGourmet:
I sense a disturbance. Should I come over with garlic bread?


Claire whimpered. “Absolutely not.”
FrostbiteFae’s eyes narrowed. “Another suitor approaches.”
Fen growled. “Let him try.”
Claire shouted, “NO ONE ELSE IS COMING OVER.”
The snow intensified.
Fen’s tail wagged aggressively.
Tessa filmed everything.
Jules whispered, “This is better than cable.”
Claire took a deep breath.
A long one.
The kind therapists recommend before you scream into a pillow.
“Okay,” she said, voice trembling. “We are going to sit down. We are going to talk. Like adults. Magical or otherwise.”
Fen nodded, eager. “I can sit! I’m great at sitting!”
FrostbiteFae conjured an ice chair. “I prefer to hover.”
Claire stared at the ceiling. “I need stronger coffee.”
And somewhere outside, another notification pinged.
Another suitor. Another problem. Another disaster waiting to happen.
But for now, she had a werewolf and a fae prince to referee.
And the snow kept falling.
Claire did what any sane woman would do when faced with a shirtless werewolf, a frost‑summoning fae prince, and two best friends who smelled blood in the water.
She retreated.
Straight to the kitchen.
Coffee pot: on.
Mug: refilled.
Fen’s furry muffins: quarantined.
She held one up between two fingers like it was radioactive. “How does one even… de‑shed a baked good?”
Behind her, the living room erupted.
Tessa’s voice rang out like a game show host.
“WELCOME to the first ever episode of CLAIRE’S SUPERNATURAL BACHELOR!”
Jules added, “Contestants, please state your name, species, and why you think you deserve a date with our bachelorette.”
Claire groaned into her coffee. “I hate all of you.”
Fen answered first, voice booming with enthusiasm.
“I’m Fen! Werewolf! I bake! I shed! I’m loyal! I brought flowers!”
Tessa squealed. “TEN OUT OF TEN ENERGY.”
FrostbiteFae floated an inch off the ground, arms crossed elegantly.
“I am Aelion of the Winter Court. I bring serenity, beauty, and the ability to lower the temperature of any room by thirty degrees.”
Jules scribbled notes. “Pros: magical. Cons: hypothermia.”
Claire muttered, “Cons: everything.”
She grabbed a lint roller, because of course she owned one, and began rolling Fen’s muffins like she was grooming a very confused pastry.
From the living room:
Tessa: “Fen, what are your hobbies?”
Fen: “Running! Baking! Protecting Claire from emotional distress!”
Jules: “Define emotional distress.”
Fen: “Any emotion stronger than mild contentment.”
Claire choked on her coffee.
Aelion’s voice drifted in, cool and smug.
“My hobbies include crafting ice sculptures, composing frost‑poetry, and ensuring Claire’s environment remains… aesthetically chilled.”
Tessa gasped. “He’s artsy.”
Jules countered, “He’s a walking air‑conditioner.”
Claire rolled another muffin. “I’m living in a fever dream.”
Fen suddenly called out, “Claire! Do you prefer cuddling or being worshipped?”
She dropped the muffin. “NEITHER.”
Aelion added, “I offer both.”
Claire slammed her forehead onto the counter.
The interrogation continued.
Tessa: “Fen, what’s your biggest flaw?”
Fen: “I get excited and break things.”
A loud CRACK echoed.
Jules: “Like Claire’s lamp?”
Fen: “Yes! But I can fix it! Probably!”
Aelion’s turn.
“My flaw is that mortals often find me… overwhelming.”
A gust of icy wind blasted through the kitchen doorway, knocking a spoon off the counter.
Claire shouted, “STOP OVERWHELMING MY UTENSILS.”
Tessa clapped. “This is AMAZING.”
Jules leaned in, voice low and dramatic.
“Final question. If Claire were in danger, what would you do?”
Fen didn’t hesitate.
“Fight. Bite. Growl. Protect. Carry her away if necessary.”
Aelion lifted a hand, frost swirling.
“I would freeze time itself to keep her safe.”
Claire whispered to her coffee, “I would like to unsubscribe from this entire experience.”
Tessa and Jules turned toward the kitchen like two judges ready to deliver a verdict.
“CLAIRE,” Tessa called, “we need you back in here.”
“No,” Claire said.
“Yes,” Jules insisted.
Fen barked—actually barked— “Claire!”
Aelion added, “Your presence is required.”
Claire stared at her coffee.
At the lint‑rolled muffins.
At her life choices.
Then she sighed, squared her shoulders, and walked back toward the chaos she had accidentally summoned.
Because apparently, she was the prize in a supernatural dating show she never auditioned for.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


Claire re-entered the living room with the resigned determination of someone walking into a courtroom where she was both defendant and exhibit A. 
Fen perked up instantly, tail wagging so hard it thumped against the couch like a drum solo.
Aelion merely lifted his chin, frost shimmering around him like smug glitter.
Tessa and Jules spun toward her with matching expressions of unhinged excitement.
“CLAIRE,” Tessa announced, “we have completed our preliminary evaluations.”
Jules nodded gravely, flipping a page in her notebook. “And we have thoughts.”
Claire took a long sip of coffee. “Of course you do.”
Tessa pointed at Fen first. “Pros: adorable, loyal, enthusiastic, bakes—”
Jules cut in, “—sheds like a golden retriever in a heatwave.”
Fen beamed. “Thank you!”
“That wasn’t a compliment,” Jules muttered.
Tessa continued, “He’s protective, sweet, and clearly obsessed with you.”
Fen nodded proudly. “I am!”
Claire groaned.
Then Jules turned to Aelion. “Pros: magical, elegant, can create artisanal snow on command.”
Aelion inclined his head. “I am pleased my gifts are appreciated.”
“Cons,” Jules added, “he’s basically a sentient air conditioner with cheekbones.”
Aelion blinked. “I do not understand the insult.”
Tessa waved him off. “It’s a compliment. Sort of.”
Claire rubbed her temples. “Okay, great. You’ve evaluated them like produce at a farmer’s market. Can we please—”
But Tessa wasn’t done.
“Claire, listen,” she said, grabbing her shoulders. “These two are about to start a supernatural turf war in your living room.”
Jules nodded. “We need to de-escalate before someone gets frostbite or fleas.”
Fen gasped. “I do NOT have fleas!”
Aelion sniffed. “I can neither confirm nor deny.”
Fen growled.
Aelion summoned a tiny snow flurry.
Tessa squealed.
Jules ducked.
Claire nearly screamed.
“ENOUGH!” she shouted, hands raised like she was stopping traffic. “Everyone STOP.”
Silence.
Snowflakes froze midair.
Fen’s tail paused mid-wag.
Claire took a deep breath.
“Fine,” she said. “To avoid any more… competition… I’ll go on a date with both of you.”
Fen’s jaw dropped. “REALLY?”
Aelion’s eyes sparkled like freshly polished ice. “A wise choice.”
Tessa fist-pumped.
Jules whispered, “This is going to be a disaster and I love it.”
Claire held up a finger. “One date. Each. Separately. No magic. No shedding. No weather manipulation. No showing up uninvited. And absolutely no fighting.”
Fen saluted. “I can do that!”
Aelion placed a hand over his heart. “I shall restrain my magnificence.”
Claire sighed. “I’ll take what I can get.”
Fen bounced on his heels. “When do we go? Now? Later? Breakfast date? Moonlit walk? I can plan! I love planning!”
Aelion smirked. “I shall craft an evening of elegance and frost-kissed wonder.”
Claire turned to her friends. “This is your fault.”
Tessa grinned. “You’re welcome.”
Jules added, “We expect updates. And photos. And possibly a panic hotline.”
Claire drained the rest of her coffee.
She was going on two dates.
With a werewolf and a fae prince.
Because that was somehow the least chaotic option.
She stared into her empty mug. “I need more coffee.”
Claire had survived many things in her life:
A middle school talent show disaster.
A roommate who collected taxidermy.
A blind date who brought his emotional support iguana.
But preparing for a date with a fae prince? That was a new level of difficulty.
She stood in her bedroom, towel wrapped around her head, staring at her closet like it was a cryptic riddle.
“What does one wear,” she muttered, “to a date with a man who can summon snowstorms and speaks in poetic riddles?”
From the living room came the faint sound of Tessa and Jules arguing over which dress made her look “ethereal but not sacrificial.”
Claire sighed. “I should’ve picked Fen first. At least werewolves don’t judge fashion.”
She reached for a simple black dress—classic, safe, impossible to mess up.
The lights flickered. A cold breeze swept through the room.
Claire froze. “Aelion, don’t you dare—”
A shimmering frost spiral appeared in the corner, swirling like a magical screensaver.
Aelion’s voice drifted through it, smooth as enchanted silk.
“Claire, I sensed indecision. I wished to assist.”
Claire grabbed a sweater and hurled it at the frost vortex.
“NO MAGIC IN MY BEDROOM.”
The frost swirl paused.
Then, very politely, dissipated.
Claire exhaled. “Thank you.”
A beat.
Then her mirror fogged over and words appeared in elegant icy script:
Wear the blue one. It complements your aura. —A
Claire shrieked
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