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Sirena stood on the wharf, staring out at
Port Gardner Bay. Crowds swarmed around behind her. The Sunday
Farmer’s Market was in full swing. Smells of meat grilling and
caramelized popcorn mingled with the ever present scent of kelp and
fishy sea water.

Her yellow and lime green sundress swirled
around her legs. She wiggled her toes inside the brown sports
sandals. The sun felt so good on her skin. Summer was finally here
again. A warm breeze moved her shoulder length hair just enough so
it was flapping in her face. She tucked it behind her ears, knowing
it wouldn’t stay. She had to stop herself quickly, before she used
magic to calm the breeze or hold her hair down. There were
repercussions to using it these days and she still had the
habit.

Repercussions for every thing she did now.
The magic was paying her back for every little thing she’d done as
a child. For every small comfort she’d gained, the magic was now
extracting payment.

The timer on her cell phone pinged. Her break
was over. She needed to get back to her booth. Jenna, one of the
bread vendors, had been covering for her. Sirena couldn’t take
advantage of her kindness.

She wove through the throngs of people, back
to the white tent that housed her mosaics.

Jenna smiled and said, “I sold two pieces
while you were gone. The black and silver mirror and the big koi.
To the same people. They took the mirror and will be coming back
for the bigger piece. I wrapped it and stashed it behind your
table.”

“Thank you so much,” said Sirena.

She’d loved the koi piece. Designed it from a
photo of a pond she’d seen. But glad it had sold. She could use the
money.

The crowds thinned a bit as the afternoon
wore on. The man came to pick up the koi mosaic. She sold a couple
more smaller pieces.

She watched the new honey vendor across the
way sell bottle after bottle. Felt the enchantment he’d laid on his
bees, causing them to thrive and find the flowers most filled with
pollen to create the best tasting honey. The honey overflowed with
vibrancy. Envy filled her.

It was all she could do to keep the magic
from entering her work. She fought it with each piece of glass she
glued. Each small cut on her fingers. The magic was killing her,
bit by bit. Using her up. How long before it finished and found a
new victim?

She refused to be a part of that. She would
take no lover, spawn no children for it to use, like it had used
her after it killed her mother. She remained alone. And lonely.
Hoping it would die with her.

At the end of the afternoon, she pulled her
van up on the wharf and loaded all the remaining mosaics back in.
Most of the vendors’ booths had more than one person working at
them. She was always one of the last to finish taking everything
down. The bee man had another guy helping him, a pale thin man who
looked fragile somehow, and in the end the two of them helped her
carry everything to the van and stash the mosaics in their
racks.

“Quite the set up you’ve got here,” said the
bee man, looking into the back of her van with its metal shelves
lined with cloth and crammed full of mosaic pieces.

“Gotta keep them from breaking,” she said,
wishing he’d go away. “Thanks for your help.”

“No worries,” he said. “My name’s Isaac,
what’s yours?”

“Sirena,” she said.

“Hey, Jason and I are going over to the
Scuttlebutt to grab a beer. Do you want to meet us there?” he
asked, pointing to where the brewery sat, a couple streets
away.
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