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      Fake dating a jaguar shifter is not on my cruise itinerary.

      Neither is falling for him.

      I’m a two-hundred-year-old vampire. Done with love. I came on this vacation to escape my cheating ex, but he follows me on board.

      Then I meet Van Tyrian—young, charismatic singer for the ship’s rock band. I need a pretend boyfriend to scare off my ex. He says yes.

      One kiss to sell our fake relationship and I can’t stop thinking about him.

      Now he’s calling me mate. And I’m terrified he might be right.

      But he's a shifter rockstar who lives on a ship and I'm two centuries older than him. We’re different species who live in different worlds. And my ex isn’t giving up. Fate has a wicked sense of humor.

      Step on board the Moonlight Siren for a fun, spicy paranormal romcom with fake dating hijinks and a band of supernatural misfits.
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      VAN

      “Ladies, gents, and supernaturals of all kinds,” I rumbled into the microphone. “Welcome aboard the Moonlight Siren. We’re Luna Blue Shadows, and we’ll be here to rrr-rock you every night!” I rolled the Rs with my jaguar purr, adding a resonance that caught the attention of a group of women in the audience.

      “Here’s a taste of what we’ll have going on all week. Bringing you rock hits through the decades. Let’s get out our time machine for this one and go back to the 1950s.” I growled out the opening lyrics to “Hound Dog.” Our vampire guitarist Damien, wolf shifter bassist Rex, and gargoyle drummer Caleb played while I sang and wiggled my hips Elvis Presley-style. The crowd responded with enthusiastic cheers.

      What a rush. This was what I craved. The energetic vibes from the audience invigorated me every night, and I couldn’t imagine a better job than that of being lead singer of this band on a cruise ship for supernaturals. Best of all, I didn’t have to deal with the endless miles of highway on a bus or van to get to shows in different cities. This floating city took care of it all, giving me plenty of space to roam, rather than being in cramped quarters.

      I spotted a pretty young fae sipping an electric blue cocktail that matched her bright hair. I made eye contact with her several times through the rest of the set. Perhaps she’d be my catch of the night.

      Through the haze of stage lights and swirling mystical fog, I saw Maribelle’s telltale silvery-lavender curls in the shadows. Oh no, not again. She worked in the ship’s spa, and we had one night together a few weeks ago, but she kept coming around as if that were the start of a beautiful romance. No, I didn’t do relationships. Why would I commit to one woman when I had countless new arrivals stepping on board every sailing? Yet here she was again, even though I’d brushed her off during her previous attempts. Persistent little witch.

      Perhaps I should rethink hooking up with anyone who worked on the ship. We had fun but it was over. I might have to make that clear to avoid stringing her along with false hope.

      Or… If she saw me with someone else tonight, she’d get the picture.

      We played a variety of rock classics through the decades and ended with Kiss’s “Detroit Rock City.”

      “Thank you and goodnight!” I spread both arms wide and bowed.

      After the show, I went through the usual interactions, thanking those who stuck around for coming. Then it was time to prowl.

      I pretended not to see Maribelle and instead approached the pretty fae. The way her wings swayed, catching the light and shining iridescent colors, made my jaguar want to come out and play.

      I sauntered up to her, making eye contact as she sized me with up with a slow, appreciative glance. Out of the corner of my eye, Maribelle did some weird circular movement with her arm. I ignored her. She was probably trying to wave me over.

      “Hey there, beautiful,” I said. “Thanks for coming by tonight.”

      The fae’s eyes sparkled with heat. “You put on quite the show.”

      And I’m only getting started. I pictured where the night could go with this beauty. “Can I buy you a—YODEL-LAY-HEE-HOO!”

      What in nine lives did I just do—yodel? Where did that come from?

      She recoiled, her pointed ears twitching. “Are you okay?”

      “Of course,” I said with a laugh before trying again. “HICKORY DICKORY DOCK, DO YOU WANT TO SEE MY—” I slammed my hand over my mouth before I could finish that sentence. Where were these unexpected eruptions from my mouth coming from?

      She gasped, and her mouth remained open. Then she shot me a disgusted look and skittered out of the Nocturnal Lounge.

      I shook it off and blew out a rough breath. No worries. Everyone had to strike out sometime. A few minutes later, I set my sights on a gorgeous redhead. Straightening, I strode over to her.

      She smiled at me. “You’ve got a great voice.”

      I opened my mouth to reply—and croaked. Like a frog. It even sounded like ribbit.

      What… I didn’t even try to explain but walked away, completely mystified.

      A snicker from behind grew louder, that familiar laugh making my fur stand on end.

      “Having trouble with your pickup lines, Van?” Maribelle sidled up beside me. “Funny how that happens when you ghost a witch.”

      I turned to her. “You didn’t…” The satisfied smile on her face indicated she indeed did. “What did you do to mee-ee-ee?” My question ended with a sheep-like bleat that drew the attention of several nearby.

      She twirled her cocktail straw with wicked delight. “Just teaching you a lesson.”

      “This is ridiculous, Maribelle. We had one night together, and now you’re punishing me because it’s over.” She scowled, did something with her hand again, and I brayed like a donkey. I clapped both hands over my mouth, narrowing my eyes at her.

      “The hex responds to intention,” she explained after cackling. “The more you try to flirt, the worse it gets.”

      My heart pounded as her words settled over me. “You can’t do this to me.” I seethed, shooting eye daggers at her. “I’m a performer.” When that had zero effect in swaying her, I asked, “How long?”

      “However long it takes to learn your lesson.” Maribelle patted my cheek. “Have a good night.”

      She walked away and I wandered the ship, cursing how she could have done this to me. Sneaky witch. I stormed upstairs to head outdoors and paced along the dragon-scale pool, seeking a way out of my predicament.

      As I paced beneath the stars, I glanced out to the sea. We’d recently repositioned to the Caribbean after a summer season in Alaska. The faint sound of music floated out from the Celestial Lounge. I headed that way, drawn to the music. When I stepped inside, Bria was singing, “Somewhere Over the Rainbow” in a soft lament that paired well with the piano. Their gentler music contrasted with our lively rock songs. Different types for all tastes.

      Kylie was tending bar. She was my guitarist Damien’s mate. I walked over to her to order a drink, but then my jaguar caught a scent and upended my world.

      Mate!

      I turned toward the enchanting fragrance—reminding me of gardens under moonlight—and spotted a stunning woman with long, sleek black hair and light blue eyes on a pale face. Sophisticated. Elegant.

      Vampire.

      She caught me staring. Gaping. She sniffed, tilted her head back. Her eyes sparkled as if challenging me to speak.

      That was the problem. If I tried to do so, what would happen? Would I bleat like a sheep? Spout naughty limericks? Croak like a frog?

      One side of her lip tilted up in a smile. “What’s the matter, jaguar?” she teased in a sultry French accent. “Cat got your tongue?”
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      CELESTE

      Why was this shifter staring at me like he’d stepped into a haunted house and I was the resident ghost?

      Sure, he was attractive. That wild blond hair. The amber eyes framed by dark lashes. The cut cheekbones and strong jawline. A lean, muscular form encased in tight black leather pants. And his scent? Delicious. Sparking an instant craving.

      But I doubted he was even thirty—far too young for me, a vampire who’d been around for over two centuries.

      After I’d teased him about his awkward stare, his mouth dropped open as if about to speak, but then he clamped it shut. He turned and rushed away without uttering a word.

      I snorted at the odd behavior and returned to the performance. A woman finished singing, “Somewhere Over the Rainbow,” in an enchanting voice, while a man played piano masterfully beside her. A soothing sound, the perfect way to unwind on my first night here on the cruise.

      I sipped my cocktail, a blood-infused expensive champagne, and sat back in my chair to enjoy the show in this tastefully decorated lounge at the bow of the ship. The scents of various supernaturals surrounded me. None as enticing as that jaguar’s, but my reaction to him was almost as odd as he’d been. It had stoked awareness, a hint of hunger like I hadn’t experienced since I’d been turned into a vampire. But back then, I had been consumed by the desperate thirst for blood.

      This was—different.

      A surprising response. Alas, perhaps it had something to do with adjusting to the ship.

      I took a long sip of my drink. A vampire across the room nodded in greeting and raised his glass. I kept my lips tight, nodded back out of courtesy, but gave no other encouragement to start a conversation. I wasn’t here for any kind of romantic entanglement but to escape one. I’d booked this Caribbean cruise to get away after I’d discovered that my fiancé had been cheating on me. It had been three months since I’d called it off, but he’d started coming back around a few weeks ago, saying he missed me.

      I snorted. He probably missed my money and my lifestyle more than he missed me.

      After the show, I ventured outdoors to stroll beneath the moon and stars. The scent of saltwater filled my nose. I passed a few other couples but walked mostly alone. After a few laps around the deck, I headed back inside to explore the rest of the ship.

      So much was going on—shows, restaurants, a casino. One voice reached me, and I froze. No, it couldn’t be.

      It sounded just like Lucien.

      I spun around, scanning the crowd—but saw no sign of him. I exhaled sharply, my hand instinctively clutching my chest.

      A human reaction, to be sure. Yet some reflexes remained, even decades after my physiology changed.

      I let out a
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