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      A GYPSY'S KISS is a SILVER MEDAL WINNER in the Readers' Favorite Awards. An entertaining story of first love that is filled with sufficient mystery and drama to keep you turning the pages. A Gypsy's Kiss is a paranormal story that has its own flavor and characters with great interaction.

      Breena Cassidy is cursed with what could be one of the worst supernatural abilities imaginable, she has never had the luxury of falling in love. Hell, she’s never even held a guy’s hand. At only twenty-two years old, she’s just about given up on the whole love thing. After all, when you can see twelve hours of someone’s future by a simple touch, and they, in turn, can see what you see, well … relationships are sort of out of the question. Her gigs performing psychic readings at parties, and the occasional one-on-one private appointment are just about Breena’s only connection with people. No matter how much she might wish otherwise.

      Hawk Covington's hard body and skill have earned him a starting position on the Pioneer’s college hockey team. But it’s not his talent with a hockey stick that’s the most remarkable. His gorgeous two-colored eyes not only draw the attention of every female on campus, they also allow him to track people and objects. But when he suddenly finds himself stalked by a stranger, he seeks out the help of the rumored, “campus gypsy” for help.

      Despite his vow to stay single and play as many college women as he can while the fun lasts, Hawk can’t ignore his attraction to the lovely and spirited Breena. And she can’t get the hunky star hockey player out of her mind once a single touch of his hand reveals something utterly strange. Surrounded by mystery, they realize that fate has brought them together for a reason, but can they stay alive long enough to recognize the depth of their feelings for one another?

      ☆☆☆☆☆ 5 Stars

      "Susan Griscom has created a great supernatural romance in A Gypsy's Kiss. The main characters are well developed, especially Breena as she struggles to cope with her 'gift.' She is resourceful, though, and knows how to handle herself. Hawk is a good match for her and the chemistry between them is great. The plot line for both of them is a novel way to keep the two of them apart and ramp up the tension. I think this book will do very well because it is easy to get into and the characters are relatable. A good start to the series, and I look forward to reading more from this author." Readers' Favorite Book Reviews

      

      Dear Reader,

      

      I hope you enjoy, A Gypsy’s Kiss and the characters, Breena and Hawk, as much as I enjoyed creating them. After I’d written my first book, Ignite the Flame, many readers had written to me asking “What was next for Cael and Addie?” Well, they came back in book two sharing  the spotlight with Gerry and Maia in Reflect the Flame, Book 2 and then they were back again with their exclusive story in, Tame the Flame, the third book in the series.

      When I wrote Ignite the Flame, I received so many letters from fans thanking me for the book. Some wanted more about them and others wanted more about some of the other characters.  As an author, I love feedback about my books. You are the reason, I went on to write book 2 and 3. And now, this new 4th book in the series takes place several years later in the future as certain characters have grown up. I’d love to hear your thoughts. You can write to me at susan@susangriscom.com or visit my website at http://susangriscom.com and contact me there.

      Thank you so much for reading A Gypsy’s Kiss and for spending time with me.

      

      In gratitude,

      Susan Griscom
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        Breena

      

      

      

      “Bad news and conflict,” I whispered, mostly to myself, not wanting to say the words too loudly, for fear the girl sitting across the table from me might hear them. I’d just placed the last tarot card of the spread on the table, a woman bound and blindfolded, standing among eight swords—the eighth card in the suit of swords.

      The card before that had been the eighth card in the suit of wands—reversed. Arrows of jealousy, quarrels, and domestic disputes. Things were not looking good. Damn.

      I glanced at Lea. Her eyes had been so filled with hope until a few seconds ago, but now that I’d given her the meaning behind the cards, her mouth dipped down slightly at the corners.

      Taking into consideration her question, which had been, “Will Brad and I get married this year?” I came to the conclusion that the answer was a big, fat, definite no.

      “I’m sorry, Lea. The cards are just not falling your way today.”

      She slouched her shoulders and lowered her head. Closing her eyes, long dark lashes splayed across the tops of her cheeks. Lea was a pretty girl. Her long, dark brown hair that she always wore back in a ponytail made her eyes seem wide and sultry. We weren’t super close friends, but recently, we’d been hanging out together, especially when she was in between boyfriends or when neither of us had anything better to do. I liked her, and she’d been in at least one of my classes for the past three years. Lea always spoke what was on her mind, which sometimes got her into trouble. She was always honest and told me exactly how she felt about things. I liked that about her. Not everyone did though.

      Leaning her elbow on the edge of the table, Lea placed her hand to her forehead and leaned into it. “I figured as much. Brad dumped me last night.”

      “Oh, no. I’m sorry. That blows.” Not the best way to start out a new semester. I didn’t have much else to say on the subject. My one and only experience in relationships had been brief, to say the least. I’d been out with several guys over the past couple of years, but no one ever stuck around once they realized I didn’t feel comfortable touching them. Hell, touching them was beyond the issue. I couldn’t even hold their hand. In truth, I’d endured a languishing loneliness most of my life, fearful that I would never have that connection with anyone—someone I could hold, or better yet, who could hold me. In fact, I yearned to have that touch. My parents had it. I’d received my abilities from my father, who also must have had the issue of never being able to touch anyone without seeing their future and revealing it back to them. Until he’d met my mother. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d simply tolerated the visions or had learned to block them out. But I knew they had something special, right up until they’d died. They must have, otherwise, how would they have made me?

      I wanted to reach out and touch Lea’s hand now, just to give her some support. Although, I knew if I did, I’d see everything that would happen to her over the next twelve hours. Not to mention, she would see them as well, and that was something I just couldn’t let happen.

      There was no way I could ever divulge my abilities. Secrets were an objectionable provocation and a very necessary unpleasantness of life for me and those who were like me. Like me, meaning those with a “supernatural” ability. To me, my abilities were normal, but to the masses, I’d be considered weird, or worse yet, dangerous. As my uncle, Cael, once said, “People are afraid of what they don’t understand.” Though I’d never had the unfortunate experience of knowing firsthand about that, I believed him, considering some of the things he’d been through protecting our secrets. But that’s a story for another time.

      My abilities were always evolving and changing; all of ours were. Some gifts I’ve had since I was small, like seeing twelve hours into someone’s future whenever my skin comes into contact with theirs. My ability to see into the future had always been a major pain to me. As a small child, I wore gloves most of the time. It’s not so bad seeing snippets of what will happen in someone’s life. If only I didn’t transfer that image back to them in the process. That’s what used to get me into big trouble when I was a child. A little girl, seeing grownups doing grown-up things, private grown-up things if you get my meaning, wasn't exactly a good thing according to my grandmother … well, my adopted grandmother. Some whacked-out maniac had murdered my parents when I was just five years old. Grams, Siana Sheridan, took me in since I had no other living relatives. Her son, Cael, whom I’d always thought of as my uncle because he was so much older than me, had been my dad's best friend. Cael had been single at the time, and very busy protecting our secret society known as The Sectorium. He wasn’t in any position to take care of a young girl. So, his mother did.

      I took up fortune-telling last year, shortly after I developed a new and enhanced ability to see into someone’s future without touching them; instead, just by touching something that they had touched. The extra income came in handy. Aside from getting some extra cash, once they handed me the money, I saw everything I needed to see. Another good reason for charging twenty bucks. The good thing about this new ability was that I could turn it off and on whenever I wanted to. I still had the problem with touching someone skin to skin, but I made sure never to do that. I always wore long sleeves. Even in the summer months, my arms were covered with sheer, lightweight material. If anyone asked, I’d tell him or her that I sunburned very easily, or sometimes, I’d make up some outlandish tale about a skin disease. I was homeschooled most of my life, but Grams had agreed to let me try real school one year. I’d been twelve and extremely annoyed with all the questions about why I wore gloves and long sleeves all the time. Just to shut her up, I’d told one girl who was so insistent I tell her why, that I was born part vampire and my skin was so sensitive to the sun that it would blister if directly exposed. That one had been fun until she told her mother, and her mother told the teacher, and well, you can guess the outcome of that.

      Most people who came to me for readings figured it was just a fun thing to do, something I made up, or a joke. But the money helped supplement some of the finer things in life, like books and clothes; clothes that weren’t in the budget from the money Grams sent every month. I was a book nerd on top of everything else, something most likely derived from my years of spending so much time alone as a child. I loved reading, and whenever I had time in between my studies, I’d read romance novels, mostly paranormal romance. You’d be surprised how many paranormal books come close to real life. People just don’t know about it yet.

      I glanced up at Lea. Tears had begun to run down her flushed cheeks. “Listen, Lea, these cards don’t mean squat, really,” I lied, sort of. The cards didn’t always tell the exact truth, but for some reason, this time they did. I knew when she’d handed me the twenty-dollar bill at the beginning of the session that a wedding wasn’t in the cards for her. At least not this year. “You and Brad might get back together,” I added after touching the card she’d picked up and placed back down on the table. When I’d brushed my fingers over it, I’d had a vision of Lea and Brad talking later that day. “Weddings take a lot of planning you know, and well, if you two don’t get married this year, maybe you will next year.”

      She shook her head. “No. I won’t be marrying Brad. I saw him kissing someone else. At first, he tried to convince me that he didn’t do it on purpose. He said the girl kissed him, and before he realized what was happening, he was kissing her back. He said it didn’t mean anything. I stormed off and wouldn’t talk to him. Last night, he told me he didn’t want to marry me anymore. Can you believe that? Him not wanting to marry me? He’s the one who cheated. It should have been me dumping him. Last night, stupid, soft-hearted me was about to forgive him, but I didn’t get the chance to take him back or kick him to the curb because he broke up with me first.”

      I felt bad for her, but I knew she’d find someone else soon. She was pretty, and guys were always hanging around her, trying to get to know her. I should be so lucky. I almost offered to give back her twenty dollars, but then hey, a girl needs her extracurricular activities and money to support them.

      The tears poured from her eyes as she stood and ran out of the room. I got up to chase after her, to try and console her some more, though I wasn’t sure how. When I reached the dark bedroom door, I smacked right into a wall of a guy just entering. His hands gripped my arms to help keep me from toppling backwards.

      “Sorry, are you okay?” he asked.

      I looked up into pools of peridot and smoke—the guy’s left eye was green and the right one was grey. A beautiful face housed those eyes, and I had trouble finding my voice. His full lips turned up in a half-smile, and I almost wanted to run my finger over them to see if they were as soft as they looked. I would never have had that thought before. Especially since it was a definite no-no. What was I thinking? I could never touch him. Never. It wasn’t every day that a gorgeous guy held on to me though. In fact, it had never happened before. And because it was happening now, it was almost as if I’d been struck stupid by the dumb-dumb fairy; all I could do was stare into his eyes, licking my lips as I did.

      “Um … are you all right?” he inquired again.

      I nodded. Finding my voice, I managed a squeaky, “Yes.” I wanted to stay and find out who this guy was, but I needed to go after Lea. “Excuse me, I have to go,” I said, turning to run after her.

      “Wait. Are you the girl who reads cards?”

      I stopped in my tracks and turned back to him. “Yes,” I said, glancing back down the dark hallway just as Lea turned the corner. I briefly wondered if she would leave or stay at the party a little longer so I could talk to her again. My inner guardian angels tugged and pulled, torn between consoling Lea and staying to talk to Mister Green and Grey Eyes. The eyes won. “I do read, for a fee,” I added. Though I probably would have read his cards for free just to find out more about him.

      “Do you have time for a reading now?”

      “Sure. That’s why I’m here.” That last part had sounded better in my head. I had no idea why I’d added the sarcasm.

      Giving the empty hallway another glance, and hoping I’d catch up with Lea in a little while or maybe tomorrow, I led him back over to the small, square table I had set up with my cards. I’d spread out a small, black tablecloth, bunching it up a little in the middle around a glass globe I’d found on the Internet for effect. After all, it was October 31st, and this was a Halloween party. The globe went well with the fortune-teller ruse and the outfit I’d decided to wear, too—a low-cut black bustier over a puffy-sleeved blouse. It gave me a bit more cleavage than I actually possessed and went very well with the long purple and green flowing skirt. Coins dangled from the scarf I’d fashioned around my waist, and I wore a matching scarf on my head, covering most of my dark hair. I looked the part I’d been hired to play, and that made the sorority ladies very happy.

      The sorority had contracted me for their Halloween party as an attraction. Bookings like these helped pay for some of those extras that I needed, and it also helped bring in new customers. This guy was my fourth new client this evening.

      I usually set up my table in a little office that no one ever used, attached to the recreation room of my apartment building. I’d made a deal with the manager that I’d give her free readings if she let me use the space. I enjoyed living off campus, a luxury set up by my Grams.

      I sat and gestured for him to sit across from me.

      “It’s twenty dollars.”

      “Your name is Breana?” he asked, pronouncing the end like Anna.

      “No, it’s Breena, just one a.” I smiled, trying not to show the annoyance of having my name mispronounced.

      “Sorry, Breena. My name’s Hawk,” he said and reached into his pocket to pull out a twenty-dollar bill.

      “Hawk?”

      He shrugged his shoulders. Tilting his head to the side, he gave me a sexy half-grin. No explanation, just the cocky smirk as he handed the money to me. I clasped the bill between my thumb and forefinger and braced myself for the vision … nothing happened. I shot my eyes to his in shocked dismay. He caught my stunned expression and frowned. I crunched the twenty dollars in my fist, hoping that would spark a vision, but I still got nothing. Why hadn’t I seen his future? Something was wrong.

      Placing the money in my pocket, I studied his features. His eyes, each a different color, made it difficult to choose his Significator card. I decided to go with his curly, dark locks and combined his two-colored eyes into hazel as my guide. I picked the King of Swords and placed it in the center of the table between us.

      “The King of Swords represents you. The fact that you have dark hair and well, eyes of two different colors …” I explained with a bit of chagrin as his eyes stared at me with a mixture of amusement and was that … intrigue? “… I had to go with hazel,” I breathed out the rest of the sentence, feeling a bit vulnerable. I had no idea what was up with this guy. After taking the money from his hand, I hadn’t seen a single mental image of him, or anything else for that matter. His eyes were so beautifully unusual and captivating; I had trouble concentrating on what came next. Luckily, the next step wasn’t anything too difficult as I swiftly gathered up the deck of cards and began to shuffle them. I cut the deck after the shuffle and repeated the process three times. I did this slowly so I could take more time to think about why I hadn’t seen a vision. He sat quietly and watched me.

      “What question did you want to ask me?”

      He flashed me a delicious smile. “A few are running through my mind right now, but they can wait.” I smiled and fingered a lose strand of my hair behind my ear. For some reason, he made me nervous.

      “I need to know if someone is following me.”

      “Huh?” That wasn’t a question I’d been expecting, nor one I’d ever been asked before. Usually, guys wanted to know about classes, grades, or sports. Occasionally, they wanted to know about a particular chick they were interested in, but it was mostly about sports. And the way this guy’s strong physique exclaimed hard workouts and intense training, I truly expected a question about some athletic activity he was going to be starring in. I was definitely up for watching and cheering.

      “I think my life is in a state of, let me say, energy flux right now. I need to know why.”

      “I’m sorry. I don’t understand.” Energy flux? Not many normal people would use a term such as energy flux, and I had to wonder if he’d come to me because he knew something about me. Or if, maybe, he had some ability of his own.

      “You don’t need to understand,” he shot back, his voice sounding a bit too curt.

      I gave him a don’t-be-rude look, and he rolled his eyes. “Sorry, look, I just need to know if someone is looking for me or following me, okay?”

      “I don’t know if the cards can tell you that, but I think we can get some sort of idea from the way they appear.”

      “Good.” He nodded his head and straightened his shoulders. His chest was broad and his arms were significantly larger than those of most of the guys around campus. I caught a glimpse of a tattoo peeking out from the sleeve of his shirt. It was hard to make out what it was, but it looked like the tip end of a wing or something. I wanted to see the rest of it and wondered just what it was.

      I placed the first card over his Significator. “This is the second card of swords. This is what covers you,” I explained. “It’s the influence card and sets the atmosphere for what comes next. The two of swords represents equipoise—balance—and suggests courage and friendship. Sometimes,” I lowered my eyes to avoid his, “it can indicate affection and intimacy.” As I placed the second card across the first, I explained its implication. The next seven cards were similar in meaning, giving me a clear indication that this guy was either very sensual in nature or had a very sexual background. I swallowed and placed the eighth card down and gasped silently. This card did not go with the others at all. My eyes caught his as he studied me, his eyebrows knitted together like he knew what I was thinking. “This is the tower card, it … is facing straight.” I swallowed. My body was tingling with heat, and I wished desperately for a cool breeze. Last thing I needed was Hawk seeing me sweat. I wiped my fingers under my eyes, feeling the moisture accumulating there.

      “Go on,” he coaxed.

      I bit my bottom lip and pointed at the card. I drew in a breath. “This card is predicting misery and distress. But it’s strange that it would appear so suddenly when all the other cards were so … intimate.”

      He sighed and rubbed his hand on his thigh. I couldn’t actually see that because of the table, but figured that was what he was doing as his arm moved back and forth. A nervous reaction I assumed. There were two more cards to go, and I prayed the next two would be good. I laid the ninth card down and immediately wished I could retract it. “It’s the moon card.” I looked up at his face.

      “And?” he asked, sounding a bit impatient.

      I didn’t blame him. I was stalling. I sighed. “The moon card in this position represents darkness, terror, and … occult forces.”

      He sat back. “I knew it. There’s one more card, right?”

      I nodded.

      “Go ahead. Turn it over.”

      I laid the last tarot card on the table; another freakin’ card of doom. For the second time, today, the eighth card of swords had come up, this time in reverse.

      Fatality.

      I needed to see a vision because a lot could happen in twelve hours, and for him, it could mean the difference between life and death. A thin shard of ice snaked down my spine, and on impulse, I took his hand in mine and turned it over so he would think I was reading his palm. It wasn’t something I normally did to strangers, but something told me I needed to know more about him. “Let me see if I can read your palm.” The brunt force of what I saw, or I should say didn’t see, almost knocked me out of my chair. Somehow, I managed to keep myself steady as an unusual titillating sensation vellicated up my arm.

      Hawk quickly tugged his hand away as if I had leprosy. “What’s wrong?” he asked, his face a mixture of confusion and fear.

      “I don’t know,” I admitted. I hadn’t seen the next twelve hours of his life flash before my eyes, so I knew he hadn’t seen it either. My secret remained safe, but I couldn’t see his future, and that worried me. Extremely. Not that I liked the cursed so-called gift, but it was my bread and butter these days. If I couldn’t see his future, did that mean I couldn’t see anyone else’s either?

      The way he’d yanked his hand away so fast made me wonder why. I was sure I hadn’t given any indication that I had any special ability to see into the future, and I felt a bit dejected by the quick separation. Maybe he thought I was being forward or something. That notion bothered me too because if he had thought that, and then pulled away, that meant he wasn’t interested in me. Not in the way I’d hoped.

      I stole a quick glance at the hot guy sitting across from me, not wanting to say the dreaded word death. As I did, my eyes caught a fleeting glimpse of darkness skating across the room behind him. A shadow fell over him—and only him—wrapping him in a shroud of grey. Since we were inside one of the guest rooms in the sorority house with just the glow of a few candles, a shadow seemed unlikely. I glanced around to see who or what was near to cast the darkness, but as I’d already known, the room was empty except for the two of us. When I looked back at his face, the darkness was gone. What the hell was that?

      “I can tell by the look on your face that something’s wrong,” he said, slowly reaching toward me again. This time, I yanked my hand off the table and quickly picked up the cards so he couldn’t touch me. I didn’t think I could handle another non-glimpse of his future when I surely should have seen it. But then I had to ask myself why he wanted to touch me again.

      The whole experience with this guy had me completely unraveled.
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        Hawk

      

      

      
      The erotic sensation that jaunted up my arm when she’d touched me took me by surprise, but I wished I hadn’t yanked my hand away so quickly. It was a … good feeling, and one I wanted to experience more of. Unfortunately, she didn’t seem like she wanted to touch me again and had gathered up all the cards. She began stacking them nervously and then slipped them into a metal case that had some cool etchings on it.

      “I should probably get all this stuff put away before the party’s over. I think you are my last customer. I’m sorry I couldn’t help you.” She stood and quickly began gathering her cards, shoving them into a large, pink canvas bag.

      I stood, as well, stuck my hands in my pockets and asked, “Where are you going?”

      She glanced up at me, fixing the most beautiful blue eyes on mine. Captivated, I was drowning in her gaze. “I … I need to get all my gear to my apartment; I have an early day tomorrow.” A few long strands of her dark hair hung loose from the bandana she wore on her head and flowed down the front of her, landing in her cleavage. As she tried to swipe them back over her shoulder, they caught in the zipper of the satchel she was stuffing. “Ouch. Damn it.” She seemed extremely frazzled as she tried moving the zipper of the bag to release her hair.

      “Here, let me.” Holding her hair in one hand, I gently slid the zipper until the silky brown strands flowed free.

      “Thanks,” she said as she gathered more of her stuff.

      “Wait. You can’t just leave, you didn’t really tell me anything. And I thought you were hired for the entire night, or at least until midnight.” I glanced at my watch. “And by my calculations, you still have another fifteen minutes to go.”

      “I can’t. I don’t know why, but I can’t. And as far as being hired, I was. But something’s come up and I need to go. I’m sure the sorority sisters will understand.”

      “What do you mean, you don’t know why? Did you suddenly lose your ability?”

      She stopped what she was doing and looked up at me. “What did you say?”

      “I asked if you lost your ability.”

      She just stared at me as if I’d asked her what planet she came from, so I added, “To read the cards and people’s palms. You know, to read fortunes.” The disquieted look on her face told me there was something she wasn’t telling me. I couldn’t let her go. Not yet. I figured she knew something about what was going on with me and was trying to evade the issue. The way she’d stopped and turned toward me when I’d said abilities told me she was the right girl, the one my brother had told me to find. He’d said she had a multitude of abilities, one of which was to see the future. Right now, that was something I desperately needed to know. Rumor on campus said her talents were just a hoax, a fun party gag, but I knew differently. I knew the truth. I knew my own abilities were off-kilter for some reason, and I had to guess that maybe Breena Cassidy’s were, too.

      She laughed. “I don’t know what you mean.”

      I grabbed her arm. “Wait, Breena.” She frowned and stared at my hand, which had a firm grip on her. Maybe too firm. I let go. “There’s something you’re not telling me.” I understood she wouldn’t come right out and say it. Just like I hadn’t told her who I was or what I could do. But at that moment, I knew it was time.

      “I know you,” I said.

      “You do?  How? I’ve never seen you before.”

      “I know of you, I mean.”

      Her eyes grew wider and the strap of the pink bag slipped down her arm. She pulled the satchel against her abdomen in a protective way. “What exactly do you know?”

      I closed the door to the bedroom and turned the lock so no one would come in.

      “What are you doing?” Her voice shook a little like I’d frightened her, and she took a couple of steps backwards.

      “Sorry,” I said, holding my hands up in a non-threatening way. I’d heard about her abilities, but she didn’t know about mine. “I’m not going to hurt you. I just thought it would be better if we had some privacy.”

      “What for?”

      “This,” I said and spread my fingers wide as a brilliant, transparent blue light enveloped both of us. She gasped, and at first I thought maybe I’d been wrong about her. That maybe she wasn’t who I thought she was, but she took a couple of steps toward the light encircling us and extended her hand to it. She didn’t seem to be afraid of it, and reached out, placing her palm against it. My body shivered at her touch, and she glanced at me.

      “You can feel that?” she asked.

      I nodded. “Yeah.”

      “What is it?”

      “A circle of vision.”

      “What do you mean, a circle of vision?”

      “It’s not something I can really explain.”

      “Try.”

      I shrugged. “It just happens, but in my mind’s eye, I can fly anywhere to see what is happening. This circle of light appears around the person or object I’m seeing. Though they can only see the light if I want them to.”

      “You mean like spying or a creepy stalker?”

      Furrowing my brow, I shook my head. “No! I would never do that. Plus, I have to have met the person and have some idea of where they are.” I took in her pensive features. She was pretty, even with all that goop on her face, which I assumed was only there for the costume. I hoped. “It’s also a shield for protection. Though I’ve never needed to use it that way.”

      “Hmmm … interesting ability. Where does the protection part come in?”

      I gave her my best sexy grin. “Try to put your hand through the light.”

      She reached out toward the light again, this time jamming her fist against it, but her hand bounced back at her face. She almost slugged herself. “Oh, wow. It’s like we’re inside a rubber ball.” She eyed me suspiciously. “Okay, so you didn’t come here for the party game, I take it. Who are you?”

      “My name is Hawk.”

      “Yes, so you said. So, Hawk, what do you want with me?”

      “You’re taking this pretty well. I expected a little more …”

      “What? Shock?”

      “Well, yeah.”

      “Nothing shocks me anymore. And you obviously know more about me than I know about you.”

      “How about this?” I let the shield down and stared at the glass globe in the middle of the table. She followed my gaze just as the crystal shattered to pieces.

      “What did you do that for?”

      “To see if I could get some sort of reaction from you.”

      “You didn’t need to break my crystal ball. I’ve seen far more miraculously destructive talents than that. You didn’t need to go all ballistic on my globe. Damn it! That was a perfectly good prop and one that my customers loved when I pretended to use it.” She pouted, and I wanted to rub my thumb over that sensual, wet lower lip of hers.

      “I’ll buy you a new one.”

      “You most certainly will.” She swiped her hand through the wisp of bangs hanging out from the bandana. Dressed for the part, she was gorgeous. A beautifully mysterious gypsy.

      “Where did you get it?”

      “Online, where else?”

      “Figures.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “Sort of cliché, isn’t it? Dressing like a gypsy and pretending to see the future in a crystal ball? I would think you, of all people, could be a little more creative.”

      She scrunched her eyebrows together and glared at me. I hadn’t meant to make her mad, but she had a temper, and I was enjoying watching her get all riled up.

      She shrugged. “Simple things for simple minds. Now,” she poked me in the chest. “How do you know me?”

      The doorknob jiggled before I had the chance to answer her. “Breena?” A female voice called out from the other side of the door. “It’s me, Kristin. Why is the door locked? Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine,” she called out and went to the door to unlock it.

      “Oh, good.” Kristin, the president of the sorority, stood inside the doorway giving me an inquisitive and suspicious stare before she glanced around the room. Her eyes fell on the broken glass in the middle of the table. She frowned. “You sure you’re okay? Um … I just came up to thank you and pay you for the night.”

      “Yes. I’m fine. We just had a slight accident. My crystal ball fell and shattered.”

      Kristin looked at the floor, then back to the table. “Well, you did a great job of cleaning it up. I’ll go get the vacuum to make sure all the little pieces are picked up. Here.” She handed Breena an envelope. “There’s two hundred dollars inside, which is the balance of what we owed you. I’ll be right back,” Kristen said as she hurried out the door to get the vacuum.

      “Wow. They paid you over two hundred dollars to sit here and pretend to tell people’s fortunes?”

      “Actually, as I’m sure you know, my fortunes are real. So, yeah. I charge a hundred an hour. This was only half of it. They paid me the other half as a deposit before I started tonight. But I do know some fakes who charge even more.”

      “And then you charge twenty dollars for each reading on top of that?”

      “Yeah. Think of it as a tip,” she snapped, and I almost laughed. Quick-witted little gypsy. I briefly considered the challenge of breaking through the wall she seemed to have constructed around her. She wasn’t my usual type. I didn’t particularly enjoy, nor had time for the chase. Besides, I didn’t need to hustle women. They usually pursued me. I’ve always had my priorities in order: hockey, school, career, and then women.

      She began stuffing the rest of her things into another large, multi-colored crocheted bag that went well with her purple and green gypsy ensemble. As she bent over the table, pulling the black cloth up to gather around the broken glass, I got a better glimpse of her curvaceous breasts that she’d pushed up with the black bustier she wore over the low-cut white blouse. She wasn’t large breasted, but there was more than enough in my opinion. “Let me help you,” I offered, taking the entire bundle from her before she could object and heading to the trashcan in the corner of the room. I dumped the glass out and shook the tablecloth over the can to get all the pieces free, then folded the cloth and handed it to her. She took it and shoved it into her bag.

      “So, how do you know me?” she asked again.

      “My brother told me about you, told me to find you.”

      “Who is your brother? And why did he tell you to find me?”

      “His name is Tiernan.”

      “Tiernan?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Tiernan what? What’s your last name? Unless he has a different one.”

      “No, we have the same last name. It’s Covington.”

      “I’ve never heard of him. Or you.”

      “You wouldn’t. He’s a bit younger than you and I are. He goes to school with some kids I think you know, Quinn and Reese Briden.”

      “Quinn and Reese?”

      I noticed the change in her eyes, the note of recognition at the mention of the twins.

      “Yeah. And considering that their school is at the Sectory, I don’t think supernatural abilities are off the conversation list there.”

      “Oh, yeah. That’s right. They have a private school there now.” She shook her head. “Quinn and Reese would never talk about my abilities though. They have no reason to.”

      “I think they may have been comparing abilities or something and your name came up. At least that’s what Tiernan told me.”

      “If he’s friends with Quinn and Reese, then he’s just a kid. What? Twelve or thirteen?”

      “He’s thirteen.”

      “A thirteen-year-old with a big mouth.”

      “Well, technically, it was Quinn who had the big mouth. But in all fairness, he’s friends with them. They hang out together and they confide in each other. Finding friends like us, those that also have gifts, at that age is rare. He’s lucky, in my opinion.”

      Breena opened her mouth to say something but closed it as Kristin came back in toting her vacuum and smiled at Breena. “Thanks for playing fortune-teller for us. Everyone loved you and said how wonderful you were. I’ll be sure to recommend you for some of the other parties we have.”

      “Thanks,” Breena replied and picked up her satchel, slinging the strap over
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