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It wasn’t every day you got to meet the love of your life’s wife. I had no idea she even existed, which made this situation a hell of a lot worse than it normally would have been. Had he told me about her, things could have been different. Instead, I saw them embracing, a radiant smile on her face. I was not amused.

Drake Jacobi was mine. He was supposed to be anyway. But here I was, standing off to the side, watching him with a woman who was legally his. What did that make me? The other woman, of course. Did that mean I wasn’t as important to him as I thought? Was what we had just a game? Why hadn’t he mentioned her? Sure, he seemed surprised and somewhat thrown off balance when she walked in as if she owned the place, put out her delicate hand, and introduced herself as his wife. Shocked, I automatically grasped her hand, glancing down at the giant ring on her finger.

“Who is this? Your assistant?” the woman, Heather, asked Drake.

My loving boyfriend shook his head slowly, dark hair gleaming under the lights of the room. “No…”

The woman dismissed me, draping an arm around Drake’s shoulder as she looked into his eyes. “I know it has been a while, lover, but I’m back permanently.”

“You have got to be kidding,” I growled. “What the fuck is going on, Drake?”

Heather raised her eyebrows in what I assumed was amusement. “Good help is hard to find, huh?”

“She doesn’t work here. She’s the High Mistress of the Witches,” he informed her, taking her arm from around his neck. “It’s been years, Heather. Why are you showing up now?”

Her expression changing to a pout, Heather gave him her puppy-dog eyes. “I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve sent you divorce papers…many times.”

“But I want to stay married. Until death do us part, Drake. Plus, you can easily get divorced without me. I wasn’t the hold-up. You want to stay married as much as I do.” Her gaze shot to me and she smiled, reminding me of the Cheshire Cat.

I wanted to wring her neck. I also wanted to hurt him for not telling me this little tidbit of information.

Deciding I had enough of the drama, I turned on my heel. He didn’t even introduce me as his girlfriend. Could he? Other than pissing off his wife, would there be any reason to? Why didn’t he push for the divorce? Why did I have to be the other woman?

“Wait, Sophie. Please. I can explain.” Drake grabbed my hand, turning me toward him.

“Drake, this was information you should have told me a long time ago. To find out like this… I hope you two are happy together.” As I said the words, my voice cracked, my heart breaking into a million pieces.

Jerking my hand away, I hurried to the elevator. As I ran in and turned to press the button, Heather threw herself into Drake’s arms, and I was forgotten.

* * *

Sitting in the car, I debated calling my best friend, Jenna Taylor. She probably wouldn’t understand what I was going through. She didn’t care about relationships, especially after she found out she’d been put under a love spell that ended up with her getting married in Vegas. The woman was completely against love, so calling her would probably make me feel worse.

I put the phone down, then gripped the steering wheel. Drake and I were meant to be. I knew it in my heart. We were so full of lust and uncontrollable desire, anyone would wonder if we’d been put under a spell. I was easily attracted to men, considering my hormones constantly raged, but Drake made my heart feel whole. At least until his wife showed up. Wife. I couldn’t believe he would betray me. That was one piece of information he should have told me, no matter what.

My phone rang, making me groan. Becoming High Mistress of the Witches was a huge pain. People always needed me. There were tedious meetings I had to attend, which were hard on my attention span. Jenna had to bring my focus back constantly. It was a good thing I made her my second-in-command because I’d be in a horrible position without her. People would probably try to overthrow me, things spiraling out of control like in the movies. Buildings on fire, cars tipped over, people throwing Molotov cocktails through windows. Of course, that was how I saw it in my head. In reality, they’d probably have a party.

I picked up the phone. “Hello?” I asked, drawing out the word.

“Where have you been? I’ve been trying to reach you for an hour. You know you are always on call, right? We have an emergency and need you to meet with the Council A.S.A.P.” Jenna sounded irritated and full of her usual rage. She lacked patience, especially hating when people didn’t answer their phones.

“I’ll be at the house in three hours.”

“Three hours?! Are you fucking kidding me? We don’t have three hours. There’s been a leak in the human world.”

“I’m at Drake’s business in Riverdale.”

“Then poof your ass over here.”

“I took my car. I’m not leaving it behind.” After graduating from a beat-up Toyota, I was very protective of my new car…a gorgeous black Charger that still had the brand new smell.

Jenna sighed. She knew I wouldn’t budge. Plus, I was the boss. Whatever the problem was, it could wait. I had to think. Drake and I were in a bad spot. I didn’t know if I could ever forgive him. Did I want to hear the story? Would I even believe him? Wasn’t being married something you immediately told the person you were dating? Sure, we fell in love fast and without hesitation, but that didn’t mean he shouldn’t tell me about Heather.

“Sophie? Hello?”

I’d forgotten Jenna was on the phone. Starting the car, I waited for the Bluetooth to connect so I could be hands-free. “I’m here. I’ll see you in a few hours.”

“Fine…I guess. What do you want me to do in the meantime?”

“Investigate. I want answers when I get back.”

After hanging up, I took off out of the parking lot. I couldn’t believe Drake. He didn’t even try to come after me. Didn’t even try to call. Despite my determination to be strong, my heart hurt. Rejection was hard to accept, but I had no choice. He was married. After all the changes he’d made, including moving in with me, I thought we were official. I was sure we would have married. Then I realized he never brought up marriage, just said we would be together forever.

Well, it looked like plans changed. I had to accept that we couldn’t continue on as we were. Even if Heather weren’t around, could I forgive him for not telling me about the marriage? I wanted to, but did that mean I’d let him walk all over me?

I didn’t want to think about it anymore, but how could I not on a three-hour drive? Maybe leaving the car behind was a better idea. It would suck, but I could send two of my people to retrieve it.

Sighing, I parked at a local grocery store. It was far enough away that no one would accidentally smash their door into the side of it. I knew I cared too much about the car, but it was a representation of making something of myself. I didn’t have to depend on Drake to survive. My chest tightened. Guess I couldn’t depend on him for anything.

Thinking about the High Mistress’ home, I felt the magic take hold of my body, a warm, comforting sensation that reminded me of drinking hot chocolate after being outside in the snow too long.

As soon as I appeared in the library of the mansion where the Council would meet, Jenna blinked, surprise on her face. “I thought you were driving here?”

“Thought I’d better act on the issue, whatever it is.”

Jenna stared at me suspiciously. “What happened? You never willingly return to work. You push it off until I drag your ass in.”

Telling her about Drake was almost too much for me right now. I didn’t want to explain what happened. Instead, I sat down in my chair, staring at the empty seats. “Call the Council members in. Let’s hear about the problem.”

“Sophie, what’s bothering you?”

I sent her a hard glare. “I don’t want to talk about it. Get the members in here, Jenna.”

My phone started to buzz. When I glanced down at the screen, Drake’s name popped up. I pressed ignore and set it on the table. Jenna glanced over at me, confusion on her face as she disappeared through the doors. I’d have to throw myself into work to be able to cope with the news I learned today. It became hard to breathe, knowing I wouldn’t be going home to him.

Fighting tears, I gripped the edges of the table, trying to refocus. I wasn’t about to let a man break me.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  






“Hold up. Are you telling me a Witch has been streaking through downtown screaming spells?” I stared at the Council member who took the complaint, which was one of my old jobs before becoming High Mistress.

Tabby Withers nodded, her expression serious. I wouldn’t have been able to maintain a straight face. How the hell is she doing it? Maybe that just showed my level of maturity. I found a lot of things amusing. Even with my current problems, I wanted to burst into a fit of laughter. We brought the Council together because of this? A naked Witch in town?

Jenna sighed, clasping her hands together as she raised an eyebrow. “He’s giving away Witch secrets. We aren’t ready to come out to the humans yet, so this will destroy any credibility we have.”

She was right. The only reason this would be a problem was if people already questioned the possibility of our existence. When I raised my eyebrows for the girls to continue, Jenna and Tabby looked at each other, as if debating whether or not to tell me something else.

Jenna sighed. “When the media caught up to him, he named you the High Mistress, then proceeded to do magic in front of the camera.” She sat back in her chair as the rest of the Council began to murmur amongst themselves.

“Has he been caught?” I asked, no longer seeing the humor in the situation. Naming me was a huge problem. People would start asking questions and I would have to come up with something, hoping to make them think the guy was delusional.

Shaking her head, Tabby tapped her pen against the table. The sound grating on my nerves, I almost yelled at her, but Jenna slapped a hand over it, making Tabby jump. The room went silent, everyone staring in our direction. Tabby ripped her pen away from Jenna.

“The Magicteers tried to secure him, but the fool got away. We do have a name, though.”

“I bet it was Merlin. That would be something he’d do,” someone snickered.

My gaze shot in the direction of the voice, trying to identify the one who dared make fun of my father. Sure, he was crazy about eighty percent of the time, but he had his sane moments. I didn’t know him that well, but it was irritating that some of the Council members still viewed me as the lowest person on the totem pole.

Considering my current mood, I wanted to snap at the person. Did they not realize I could hear them? Did they care? The longer I dwelled on it, the angrier I got. Hearing snickers, I couldn’t take any more. Thinking about zippers covering their mouths, I snapped my fingers. Squeals went through the room, earning surprised looks from Tabby and Jenna.

Jenna widened her eyes at me. “This is not a good idea, Sophie.”

“I’m tired of being disrespected in my own house.” I stood up, slamming my hands down on the table so everyone’s head jerked up. “I know you’re used to me being the one who slacks off on the job and jokes around. Sure, I’m never serious and can be somewhat of an airhead, but I’m the High Mistress now. I demand respect. Do you hear me?”

Everyone nodded vigorously. I snapped my fingers again, the zippers disappearing. They all touched their lips, stretching their mouths, relieved expressions on their faces.

“Now, back to the problem. We need to catch this lunatic. We can’t have Witch secrets out in the human world. There is a reason we choose to stay in hiding. Anyone who dares compromise the lives of our people will suffer the worst of consequences.”

They all gasped. Maybe I was being a little brutal, considering the worst punishment was death. I needed to evaluate the man myself. From there, I would decide his fate. Jenna grabbed my arm. I was losing patience. I know I trusted her to help guide me in the right direction, but I was already angry about Drake. Add in the Council’s disrespect and her now trying to control my actions, and my anger was through the roof.

I began to pace. “Assign more Magicteers to the case.” Our Witch police would have to go on double duty until the man was captured. I had my people to think about. No one was going to take advantage of me again. They would think twice after this.

“We have a video.” Tabby reached into her coat pocket and took out her phone. When I raised my eyebrows, waiting, she held the screen in my direction and hit the play button.

I saw people lining the streets, watching a naked man run down the center of the road. He screamed some kind of spell, chanting it over and over again.

I gasped. “Is that… Is he chanting what I think he is?”

“Yeah. He’s trying to make his penis bigger,” Jenna sighed, reaching over to pause the video. “It didn’t work right away, but it eventually grew in size and, well… He was turned on.” Her face was filled with disgust.

I pressed play again. The man was handsome in a way, but far too thin for my taste. The spectators talked, screamed, and covered their children’s eyes. When a news crew called him over, he stopped, immediately interested.

Tabby pulled the phone back, pressing on the screen. “Here is the news.”

The video played, only showing him from the chest up. He was breathing heavily, hair drenched in sweat. Bags showed under his eyes, as if he hadn’t slept in days.

“My name is Mathis Carmichael! I’m a Witch and I’ve come to tell the world!” he shouted with a grin.

“Sir, Witches aren’t real. Do you have any proof of this?” the reporter asked, placing her microphone in front of him. She grinned, as if she had just gotten the best news in her career.

“Must be a new reporter,” Jenna said, shaking her head.

Mathis spread his arms. “I have proof now. Watch it as it grows!”

The reporter stepped back in surprise. The camera shot down in the direction of his private area, but the image had been blurred. “Are you sure this isn’t due to pills?”

“Lady, pills can’t do this.” He laughed, throwing his head back. “Suck it, High Mistress Sophie Dexter!”

“Sir, who is Sophie Dexter?”

“She leads the Witches.” He said it as if she should have already known.

“Can you show us more magic?”

“Stand back!” Mathis shouted, stepping away from the camera. He began chanting, a white smoke appearing around him. People started crying out in surprise, stepping back. Some started running as his body suddenly began to change. His face became longer, ears larger and changing shape, hair sprouting all over his body.

“Oh, my god. Are you getting this, James?” the reporter asked. The camera shook as they started to run backwards.

Mathis had changed into something that reminded me of the large werewolves you saw in movies.

People screamed, running into stores and down the street. Mathis roared, his head back.

This was bad. Really, really bad. I didn’t know how we could come back from this.

When the video cut out, I fell back in my chair, eyes wide. “This is seriously bad. How the fuck do we clean this mess up?” I asked, watching Tabby turn off the video and shove her phone back into her coat pocket.

“It’s all over the internet. They’re trying to prove the video isn’t fake. That this wasn’t some kind of trick you see in Vegas.” Jenna pulled out her ponytail holder and ran her fingers through her hair. “You know what we have to do, right?”

My face fell. I knew it was a bad idea, but she was right. It was our only solution. The town had to go on lockdown and the Mages had to be called in.

* * *

“Sophie, you were a bit harsh in the meeting.” Jenna shook her head, crossing her arms over her chest.

My best friend was one good-looking woman. I envied her ability to be confident and tough. I was more feminine and carefree, where she was no-nonsense all the way. Just once, I wanted her dark hair to be out of place and her curvy body unshapely. Yes, I was being a bitch, but I was angry at everything that happened today. Maybe I shouldn’t have rushed out of Drake’s so fast. I had no closure. Instead, the rage boiled just beneath the surface, looking for an outlet.

“Jenna, I know what I’m doing,” I snapped.

“The Sophie I saw in there was one pissed-off woman. A woman who had been betrayed by her man. It’s all over your face. Ever since you’ve been with Drake, it has been puppy-dog eyes and I love yous. Suddenly, there’s a major change, which can only mean one thing. He did something bad.”

“I’m not asking you to analyze me,” I growled.

“That’s just too damn bad. Don’t let a man bring you down. You’re an independent woman who doesn’t need anyone to define her. Sure, it hurts, but you’ll get past it, just like you do everything else.” Jenna grinned. “Although I’d like you to teach me that zipper thing. In my opinion, we really need to clean Council house.”

I nodded, taking a seat behind my desk. My office was attached to the library through one door, the other leading to my secretary’s office and the waiting room. It was probably full of people wanting to bitch about something. This was what my life had become? I thought I had a higher purpose. So far, it was only controlling fights between neighbors and catching murderers. I knew catching the murderers was a good thing, but the ancestors made it sound like something bigger was supposed to be coming.

The ancestors… Creepy fuckers who went from human form to ugly, shriveled beasts. I shuddered. The necklace on my chest began to warm and hum, as if it were communicating with them. It was the Lady of the Lake’s necklace from the days of King Arthur and Avalon. My grandmother was the Lady of the Lake and King Arthur’s daughter. In my opinion, the story was completely jacked up. Merlin was with the Lady of the Lake first, then moved on to my mother, who became with child. I was his only kid, despite his whoring around; however, according to him, my mother was his only love. His crazy behavior was too much for my mother to handle, though. Merlin would go years without contact. Finally, she became fed up. I’d only met him twice, the most recent one being when he appeared in my hotel room.

Shaking myself out of my thoughts, I suddenly asked Jenna, “Did you know Drake was married?”

Jenna, staring out the window of my office, spun around. “Are you fucking serious?”

I nodded, leaning back in my chair as some sort of calm came over me. Maybe I just needed to tell someone. I honestly felt better now that it was out. “Yeah. I was at his company when she just showed up, surprising him, flashing all this amazing jewelry and designer clothing around.”

“I just don’t see Drake hiding this from you.”

“Well, he did.”

“He must have a reason.”

I rolled my eyes. “Because he knew I’d leave.”

Waving me off with a hand, Jenna came over to sit on the edge of my desk. “Maybe he just didn’t think about it.”

Mouth open, I said, “Seriously? How would you feel if someone did this to you? Would there be any excuse in the world that would make you not be pissed off?”

Jenna shook her head. “I guess not. Something just seems off about it.”

“He had us all fooled, Jenna.”

“You don’t even know the story behind it.”

My phone buzzed. I glanced down, seeing Drake’s name and picture on my screen. My heart clenched in pain again. Just seeing him made me want to cry. Taking in a shaky breath, I pressed the ignore button.

“I don’t think I want to. This is the exact reason I don’t fall for anybody. This isn’t something you can fix. No excuse would be good enough.”

My secretary, Allison, poked her head into the room, giving me an apologetic smile for interrupting. “Drake is on the phone.”

“Tell him I’m not available. Whenever he calls, tell him the same thing.”

Surprised, Allison nodded and quickly left, closing the door behind her. Jenna seemed displeased, but I didn’t care. It was my problem, not hers. I took a deep breath. I didn’t need to start a fight between me and my best friend. I really wished Mikey were here, but he was on another mission. He knew how to make me laugh and forget my problems. Recently, Drake had taken his place in that capacity, but I couldn’t go to him now, could I?

Deciding to change the subject, I began to fiddle with the things on my desk. “So… How is
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