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I pulled down hard on the smooth dark wooden handle before me. Steam and the rich scent of brewing coffee hit me in the face seconds later, briefly obscuring the long line of waiting customers—particularly my ex standing on the other side of the counter.

Nathan frowned. A lock of his short golden-brown hair slipped from behind his ear, and he tucked it away before bracing his hands on the brushed metal countertop. His body was a rigid line of irritation.

He sighed, “I wasn’t expecting to see you here, Jorden.”

Confused, I glanced around the magic-infused coffee shop I owned—The Top Off—and noted the smattering of small mahogany tables with iron-back seats, and two sets of brightly colored oversized cushioned chairs by the bay windows, all of which were filled with customers. The view was normal for a Friday, a day I normally worked.

I turned my attention back to Nathan’s hazel eyes and carefully chosen gray business-casual outfit. “What are you talking about?”

He leaned against my counter, his well-dressed human body one I knew intimately. His expression held enough fake concern for me that I wanted to punch it right off his face, but I held back. I didn’t want to scare off my customers.

Nathan tugged at his ear, a nervous habit of his, and glanced over at the occupied chair by the window. “We used to date.”

I clenched my teeth, unable to believe I wasted over a year of my life on this man who simplified our three-year relationship to merely dating. “We were engaged.”

He swung his arm out, almost hitting my silver-haired Pixie friend and business partner Perri as she returned from dropping off a charmed drink for one of our customers. But Perri’s dark grey glare didn’t faze him, as he was likely used to it by now.

He cleared his throat. “You need to stop stalking me and Tiffany. You’re always following us, showing up where we are.” He uneasily tugged at his collar. “We see you all the time.”

I laughed; I couldn’t help it. “You come to my coffee shop every day! Of course you see me everywhere,” I sputtered back.

Nathan glared as he crossed his arms. “You were at the grocery store last week and the mall before then.”

I shook my head in disbelief, unable to believe that I used to love this man. “What do you expect me to do, go to the next town over to do my shopping for your convenience?”

He nodded and gestured to the front of my business where the light streamed in from the bay windows, and a beautiful woman occupied a lounge chair, biting at the tips of her purple nails.

I tuned Nathan out as the bell over the door rang, spying Cane, one of my surlier horned customers entering the shop. I straightened to all of my 5’10” height and tried to end the conversation before Cane got close enough to cause a scene like he always did when Nathan bothered me.

Taking a deep breath, I said, “If you’re tired of seeing me, I suggest you stop coming to my coffee shop and move out of the county I live in. Now, back to my original question.” I picked up a warm metal carafe. “What type of cream did you want in your Americano?”

He hunched his shoulders and requested skim before sulking away.

Grumbling next to me, Perri finished making Cane’s usual, a full milk latté, and slammed the cup on the counter. The heightened tingle of her magic brushed against my senses. She waited until Nathan sat down beside his new fiancé, a gorgeous, purple-haired Nymph, and was out of earshot before muttering, “Why do they continue to come here? It’s not like there aren’t other coffee shops.”

Humorlessly, I grabbed a paper cup and marked the drink type for the next order. “We’re still the closest one to their work.” I set the cup down beside the gorgeous copper-accented expresso machine and took a customer’s payment with a shrug. “My guess is they can’t make time for the shop two and a half blocks away.”

“Can’t or won’t?” Perri snarked before greeting the next customer.

I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve seeing my ex and Tiffany at The Top Off every day, but I was sure it had something to do with Tiffany herself.

Any drastic change to their surroundings and Nymphs’ instability issues would cause massive social problems for the neighborhood. Her purple hair flashed, drawing my attention to her as she leaned forward and settled her hand on Nathan’s thigh. The ache in my heart spread as Nathan closed the distance between them in a kiss.

It wasn’t that I wanted him anymore—the fact that he’d moved on had determined that for me—but that I missed the closeness, the feeling of being with someone who appreciated me. Or at least I thought he had right up until the moment we broke up.

Perri nudged me with her hip. “I keep waiting for you to be a typical Volur and lay into him.”

I frowned, not happy with my best friend wanting me to go medieval on my ex. “Not you, too? I get enough of that from Cane.”

Turning away from the embracing couple, I still didn’t understand why Nathan continued to think it was okay for them to come here. As a human, he wasn’t bound to people or places like Nymphs were, and Tiffany would follow him anywhere now that she had tied herself to Nathan’s energy. Knowing him, he probably thought it didn’t bother me at all that they were here, constantly, and without rancor.

But that might be my fault. I was the one who broke up with him after reiterating several times that there were “no hard feelings” between us.

Our relationship had been plucked from my hands, all because I’d made our Valentine’s Day specialty drink for Tiffany six months ago—one boosted with a charm that enabled the drinker a ‘clarity of the heart’ without manipulating their emotions. It was meant to provide a small bump of extra feeling on that magical day of love to heighten the experience of being with your partner.

I didn’t know she was going to give it to Nathan, and I’m still not quite sure why she did, but I have my suspicions. They’d been spending a lot of time together at work on a project proposal and texted each other frequently after hours. Nathan had a lot of friends, but he seemed to be more focused on her than the others. The sad thing was, I liked her. When she ordered the drink, I thought it was for her significant other, or something she wanted to enjoy for herself. 

I chuckled as I shifted to making drinks instead of taking orders. How naive I’d been.

Perhaps the gods enjoyed my suffering, as Cane joked on more than one occasion when he hassled me during my down time.

That terrible day, Perri’s quiet laughter had died abruptly as Tiffany approached Nathan’s table with the cup and placed it in front of him. I winced with sympathy for the letdown I knew Tiffany was about to receive.

I trusted in my fiancé’s reaction and my belief that our love was enough of a buffer to soothe my initial gut reaction of fear. It wasn’t like the drink had any power to sway anyone’s emotions; it would merely bring his love for me to the forefront of his mind for a few moments before returning to where he normally kept thoughts of me throughout the day.

I watched as Nathan lifted the cup, his warm hazel gaze locked on mine, probably thinking I’d made the drink for him, and Tiffany had just dropped it off. Smiling, he took a sip, and pain knifed through me. I knew the truth even as he turned from me and laughed so brightly at Tiffany.

He didn’t love me anymore—not if he focused on her.

Perri had gasped, and the cup she held slipped from her fingers. As it shattered, the cup’s hot liquid splattered my bare ankles. She’d clutched my arm hard enough to leave marks. It stung, but the pain was nothing compared to the agony ripping through my chest.

Pressing my palm against my sternum, I rubbed at the biting ache that had settled deep.

Nathan wasn’t mine, not if he was in love with Tiffany, the attractive Nymph who’d done nothing more than simply be herself.

I didn’t want to ask myself why Tiffany thought the drink was something Nathan needed, but if the Nymph thought he’d needed the clarity then, it’d saved me more heartache later, or at least that’s what I tried to convince myself as my love life slipped through my fingers.

Cane had arrived a few moments later, catching sight of the pair who were now embracing. His forest-green eyes had frosted over as he glanced at me. “Awkward.”

I glared at him, more than ready to take my anger out on the closest victim. My hand clenched on the empty metal pitcher at my side, ready to throw it at his face.

My life had disintegrated to dust around me, and all he had to say was ‘awkward’?

He stepped back. My intensions likely broadcasted through my expression because he quickly hustled away.

Perri’s grip settled gently on my forearm. “Jorden, honey, I’m so sorry.”

Hands shaking, I’d placed the pitcher on the counter and fled to the back room to escape the still embracing couple. The reaction was not one either Perri or Cane had expected.

Volur emotions ran high and could at times be out of control, especially in situations like this. I’d expected that my mood swings would mellow the closer Nathan and I had gotten, and they had to some degree, but after witnessing that soul-destroying moment, I’d swung straight down and hadn’t really been able to emotionally pick myself up again.

Volurs normally paired with a mate by the time they came into their powers, the emotional connection creating
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