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      Freya wiped away a bead of sweat with a trembling hand. Though it had been hot in Texas, the week she returned to Aurora always made her feel like a rock was crushing her chest. The Psychic Circuit was in town for one week, but the fear that someone would recognize her or call her to justice for her past was a living, breathing demon of dread.

      The parade grounds hosted many attractions throughout the year besides the Psychic Circuit. Art, home, and gun shows were common vendors at the grounds, but Freya had loved the annual fair. With a multitude of amusement rides to choose from, the Ferris wheel had been her favorite and her most feared. Rising above the landscape to reveal the beauty of the night, then reminding you of the dangers of such a height, when your car swung to account for the circular motion of the ride. She hated heights but loved returning to the ground and the sense of accomplishment.

      There were no rides on the grounds when the Psychic Circuit took over the site. Though the line-ups at the various booths, food vendors, and bank machines remained the same. The sound of laughter and music whispered on the breeze, carrying it to the RV sites where the circuit members parked.

      She opened the cabinet at the back of her small trailer, throwing the clothing that concealed a small black box to the foldout couch before unlocking the box with the key around her neck. She flipped through the fake IDs, looking for the one she used in Aurora.

      Like many psychics on the circuit, her first name remained the same, but her last name changed with each new location. There were many talented psychics in the world, but she had chosen a group that didn’t look into your past. Some were authentic, some charlatans, but all were trying to make a living in a world that didn’t accept them. No one liked to be different, but Freya was an alien amongst the freaks. That’s what she had told her father when her abilities surfaced. The first time she destroyed something. Who knew that would be a precursor to her life?

      She wiped her forehead with the back of her arm. Was she catching a cold? She wasn’t prone to sickness, in fact, she couldn’t remember catching a cold even as a child. Did twenty-two-year-old women get hot flashes? Her body continued to heat, making it hard for her to focus on the passports in her hand.

      She dropped the IDs when the trailer door swung open and Sasha stepped in. Her tall blond friend looked like she should be on the cover of a magazine with her green eyes and creamy, perfect skin. She was the opposite of Freya and the only person Freya trusted. She swallowed the dry air in her throat and calmed her racing heart. “Hey, what’s up?”

      Sasha sat down elegantly on the chair opposite Freya. “Roger is looking for you. I thought I would give you the heads up. He’s booked several appointments for you. Apparently, your ability to find lost jewelry, has made you a favorite for this week.”

      Freya’s stomach quivered, threatening to release the contents of her lunch. “It isn’t just jewelry. It’s usually items of a passed love one or something of value someone lost. I’ve been doing it for two years now. Why is Roger interested in my ability now?”

      Sasha inspected her perfectly manicured red nails. “Who knows with him?” Her sad emerald eyes met Freya’s. “How do you do it? Find objects you’ve never seen or touched. There are lots of psychics here who claim to do what you do. But they need to touch something of the owner. That isn’t the case for you.”

      Freya attempted to quell her rolling stomach. “When I meet a person, I can feel the people attached to them. I can call an object to me as long as it isn’t man-made.”

      Sasha arched a perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “And what if your client is looking for a plastic bobblehead?”

      Freya winked. “I do what everyone else does. I fake it.”

      Sasha laughed. “That, Freya Rose, is why we get along so well.”

      The tension in Freya’s body eased. Sasha had always had a way of calming Freya’s nerves. “It doesn’t happen very often. Most people won’t spend a hundred bucks to find a piece of plastic. They are usually coming to me for something of value.”

      Sasha unwrapped a stick of gum from her purse. “I can relate to that.” Sadness surrounded the beautiful blond like a silk stocking, making Freya wonder if Sasha’s background was like her own. They both jumped as a door slammed open.

      Roger Kenton, the Circuit’s manager, stepped into the small trailer, forcing Freya to put the IDs behind her back. His thick middle was covered by a tropical blue Hawaiian shirt that strained at the buttons. The eclectic shirt covered the waist of his khaki pants. His greasy hair slicked over his balding head, giving him the look of an old hipster with outdated fashion sense.

      Despite her irritation at his intrusion, she mustered a fake smile. “I was about to come see you, Roger. Sasha just mentioned you wanted to talk to me. What can I do for you?”

      Roger’s eyes roamed her curvy body. She was short with long black hair. Physically she was the opposite of Sasha, and many of their circuit coworkers commented on the differences, yet Roger never looked at the blond beauty that caught the attention of patrons wherever they went. “Well, that’s a loaded question. There are several things I can think of.” He smiled with yellow teeth as he scratched the grey hair on his chest.

      Sasha stood up, straightening her red linen skirt. It hugged every curve, but Roger adjusted his stance so he could look at Freya. “You keep ogling her like that Roger, and I will report you to labor relations.”

      Roger snapped his eyes to Sasha. “You’re just jealous that I’m not interested in your skank ass.”

      Sasha slapped her hand to her chest, failing to hold back her laugh. “Oh yes, I have been dreaming about your small, shriveled penis for weeks now. I put lace bras and edible underwear out nightly in the hopes that you will reconsider.”

      Roger hissed. “I swear to God Sasha, if you weren’t my biggest money-maker, I would fire your skinny ass. “

      Sasha sighed. “Run along, Roger. You can email Freya’s schedule to her. Go back to your trailer and count your money. Besides, I hear your favorite porn star just released a new movie. That should give you something to drool over.”

      “Fuck you, Sasha.” Roger stormed from the trailer, slamming the door.

      Sasha rolled her eyes. “He is such a jerk. If it weren’t for you, I would move to a different circuit.”

      Freya wanted to thank her. Sasha always protected her from Roger’s unsolicited comments, but her body vibrated like a tuning fork, reaching, searching for what she didn’t know. “I...”

      Sasha knelt beside Freya, touching her forehead with the back of her hand. “Jesus Freya. You are burning up. You have a fever.”

      Freya swallowed dry air. “I never get sick, but I feel like my blood is on fire. Maybe I picked up a virus when we were in Gormley?”

      Sasha went to the sink, running cold water over a tea towel. She folded it before placing it over Freya’s forehead. “I don’t care what Roger says. You’re in no condition to see clients. I should take you to a hospital.”

      Fear scratched over Freya’s skin as she held the cloth to her forehead. “No. I will be okay. This happens sometimes.”

      Sasha sat down, folding her hands on her knees. “This has happened before? You said you never get sick.”

      Freya closed her eyes. “Not like this, but I have... episodes.”

      “What kind of episodes?”

      Freya pursed her lips as the tension in her body eased. She grabbed the IDs from behind her back. “It varies. Sometimes the wind seems to move around me like the eye of a tornado. I don’t know if it’s real or if I’m imagining it. Once I swore, I made a plant grow by touching it. I sound crazy, don’t I?”

      Sasha’s eyebrows creased as she searched Freya’s face. “I’ve seen you move the wind. It’s an impressive effect for your clients. But your skin is glowing like you have a sunburn. One you didn’t have five minutes ago. Your body is overheating...”

      Freya wanted to deny her friends’ claim, but as her lips parted, her hands burst into flame, incinerating the documents in her hands. Her clothing ignited in flame as she froze in a silent scream.

      Sasha scrambled back, holding up her hands to cover her face.

      The fire was unlike anything Freya had ever seen. Yellow flames consumed the clothing on her skin, but left no mark and no pain. It burned with white purity, mesmerizing her with its subtle warmth.

      The wet blanket surrounding Freya pulled her from the fiery reverie. Sasha had the wits to wet a throw blanket and cover Freya, but it didn’t change the obvious issue. Her powers were getting worse, and she wouldn’t be able to hide them much longer.

      The smell of burnt cloth permeated the small area as embers flickered in the air above Freya. She held out a perfect hand as Sasha’s eyes widened. “I swear that’s never happened before.”

      Sasha touched her skin tentatively. “Who are you? What are you?”

      Freya covered her face in her hands as the tears fell. “I’m a freak.”
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      Freya sniffed as Sasha helped her remove her charred clothing and put them in a garbage bag. She lit a stick of jasmine scented incense, allowing the pale wisps of smoke to eradicate the smell of burnt cotton. Sasha opened the windows, allowing a fresh breeze to filter through the small room. The toxic odor dissipated but the ramifications of Freya’s power were forefront in her mind.

      Freya sat with her hands clasped over her lap. Her fingers intertwined, squeezing so hard her knuckles turned white. Sasha sat beside her, rubbing her back. “It’ll be okay, Freya. We will figure something out.”

      The ripped wallpaper and cracked fiberglass on the interior of Freya’s trailer reminded her that her world was anything but shiny and new. There was no fixing what’s broken. She’d been born with a curse and she would die just like her mother. “There is nothing to figure out. I was born broken. Different. If you’re smart, you’ll get as far away from me as possible.”

      Sasha shook her head. “You are the kindest person I know. Whatever this power is, we will find a way to control it.”

      The memory flashed in her mind as if it were someone else’s. Freya turned to her beautiful friend. “The last time I was in Aurora I visited the shop that sold soaps, lotions, and homemade remedies. They had books on Wiccan culture, magic, and witches. Do you think there is some kind of spell or remedy that can help me?”

      “You aren’t like the rest of us, Freya.” Sasha patted her hand.  “Our abilities are at the amoeba stage compared to yours. If you think you need help, we’ll go to the store and check it out. What was the name of it?”

      Freya grabbed her phone and punched in the name. “It’s called ‘Inn Plain Sight’. According to the website, they had a fire a few months ago, but they just reopened.”

      Sasha stood, straightening the material of her skirt. “I guess we’re going shopping tomorrow.” She winked at Freya. “We both know that’s my second favorite pastime.”

      The chatter and laughter from other members of the Psychic Circuit whispered on the wind, reminding Freya that while she was alone, she traveled in a large group. She thanked the stars for Sasha. Her one friend. Her one confidant. The one mystery she was yet to unravel. “If you think my talents are so much more advanced than yours, why are you Roger’s top earning psychic?”

      Sasha rubbed her fingernails on her silk blouse. “My clientele is mostly male, basically it’s because I’m HAF.”

      Freya scrunched her eyebrows. “What does that mean?”

      Sasha winked. “Hot as fuck.”
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      Freya admired the intricate patterns of colored glass adorning the exterior walls of Inn Plain Sight. The swirling mosaic design was soothing and beautiful. The hues reflected in the sunlight acted like a multi colored shield for the unique shop. Even the door had a welcoming design.

      The door chimed with tiny bells, sprinkling the air with musical notes of assurance and safety. While Freya had enjoyed the shop the last time she visited Aurora, it was different now. While larger and brighter, the new store emitted a feeling of security that hadn’t existed before. She scanned the interior, taking in the handcrafted sculptures, the silver jewelry, and the lotions before her eyes rested on the café in the corner. Shelves stacked with old books surrounded the tables and the coffee stand.

      She made her way through the large store, looking for a book she had read about on the Internet. Thankfully, the store listed the books in alphabetical order, but she couldn’t find the one on binding spells. Her chest warmed, predicting another hot flash which meant her clothes would catch fire and turn ash. But as her fingers moved over the books, she realized it was something else. Something or someone was calling to her, trying to connect with her. She startled when Sasha touched her shoulder.

      Sasha glanced toward the handsome sales clerk behind the counter. “I’m going to ask studly over there if they have some bug repellent.”

      Freya frowned. “You have a bug problem in your suite?” Sasha was one of the few members of the circuit who refused to stay in a trailer. She traveled in Freya’s truck between venues but stayed in a nearby lodge or hotel.

      Sasha wet her lips as she watched the clerk. “It’s for Roger.”

      Freya laughed. “Good luck with that.”

      Sasha sauntered away with a swing in her hips that garnered the attention of every man in the shop. Freya continued to look for a book on binding powers. But after sifting through every shelf, she found nothing. The pressure in her chest continued to mount, and her body heated. She needed to get Sasha and get to a less populated area soon.

      Sasha was still flirting with the store clerk when Freya approached. Freya smiled at her friend before turning to the large handsome man. “Sorry to interrupt, but I was wondering if you have any books on binding?”

      Sasha shook her head. “I’m sorry, honey. I should’ve asked Conner for the book you were looking for. I got distracted by his good looks.”

      Conner’s crystalline eyes were unusual and beautiful. They flickered in the sunlight like the stained glass on the walls. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Freya. I wondered when you would join us.”

      Sasha squinted. “I didn’t tell you Freya’s name, did I?”

      Freya felt the ripple of power caress her skin. Was that her? Something else? She scanned the room, looking for the cause, but returned her gaze to Sasha when she realized her friend was uncomfortable. “What is it?”

      Sasha shook her head. “I don’t know. I had the strangest feeling, but it’s gone now.”

      Conner held out his hand to Freya. “It’s my sincerest pleasure to meet you.”

      Freya pursed her lips before placing her hand into his. Her gaze went to the copper streaks in his hair. The gorgeous color, unlike anything she’d seen. She was drawn to him and had the urge to run her fingers through the coppery, crystal strands, imagining they felt like silk. She caught the smile on his face and became aware of her gawking. “I like the streaks in your hair. I have never seen anything like that.”

      Sasha glanced at Conner’s hair. “Honey, he doesn’t have streaks in his hair.”

      Freya frowned. “The copper is mixed in with the brown. The same as his beard.”

      Sasha leaned into Freya’s ear. “Sweetie, his hair is blond, and he doesn’t have a beard. Maybe we should get you home.”

      The room wavered as if she were looking through heat waves. It curved and throbbed before coming back into focus. It took her a moment to realize that the power vibrating in the room originated from the man in front of her. Conner. He was large, gorgeous, sexy, but he wasn’t human. Her breath hitched, and spit dried in her mouth as her eyes darted to the door.

      Another good-looking man, one that looked as if he was related to Conner, approached them. “Hello beauty, may I offer you a cup of coffee?” He held his arm out to Sasha.

      While Freya couldn’t blame her best friend for accepting the invitation, her timing was terrible. Sasha could sense things and people, but she had no way of knowing the attractive man she left with wasn’t a man at all. The waves of power that emanated from him were similar to Conner’s. He flirted with Sasha, even winked at her, but Freya didn’t believe his act. He was isolating Freya on purpose.

      Conner stepped closer. “Don’t be afraid, Freya. Draco would never hurt Sasha. She is a kind person and a loyal friend. Draco had to use his considerable charm to lure her from you.”

      Freya assessed the handsome store clerk. “How do you know? You only talked to her for five minutes.”

      Conner’s lips twitched. “It was closer to forty. You were very thorough in your investigation of our library. The book you are looking for does not exist.”

      Freya crossed her arms. “Sasha said she didn’t tell you what I was looking for. A book on binding could be many things.”

      He ran his fingers over his beard. “That’s true, but you are looking for something to negate your emerging powers. There is no book, no spell that will help you.”

      Her body shuddered, praying he was wrong. Her voice dropped low. “I won’t become a freak,” she hissed.

      He stepped up to her, running his forefinger over her cheek. “You are not a freak, Freya. You are a miracle. My
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