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For everyone who believes in magic.

Some things are meant to be found.
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Chapter One: The Gift
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Celeste Moonwood had been seeing the future since she was seven years old.

It started with small things. Knowing who would call before the phone rang. Sensing when rain was coming despite cloudless skies. Feeling the weight of events before they happened, like pressure building before a storm.

By twelve, she could read palms. By sixteen, tarot cards spoke to her like old friends. By twenty, she'd accepted that this gift—or curse, depending on the day—was simply part of who she was.

Now, at thirty-two, she ran Moonwood's Mystic Emporium on the corner of Willow Street and Main, in the small coastal town of Crescent Harbor. The shop was everything she'd dreamed of as a lonely teenager hiding her abilities. Purple velvet curtains. Crystal balls on antique tables. The scent of incense and possibility. A place where people came seeking answers she was uniquely qualified to provide.

The irony wasn't lost on her: she could see everyone's future except her own.

That Tuesday morning started like any other. Celeste opened the shop at ten, lit her candles, arranged her cards. The October air was crisp with the promise of change. She felt it in her bones—something was coming. Something significant.

The bell above her door chimed at 10:47 AM.

And everything changed.

He was tall. Dark hair, slightly disheveled. Eyes the color of storm clouds—gray and turbulent and deeply skeptical. He wore a business suit that looked expensive and uncomfortable, like he'd rather be anywhere else in anything else.

"Are you the fortune teller?" His voice was clipped. Impatient. The voice of someone who didn't believe in fortune tellers but was desperate enough to try anyway.

"I prefer 'intuitive consultant,'" Celeste said mildly. "But yes. I'm Celeste. How can I help you?"

He looked around the shop with barely concealed disdain. Took in the crystals and candles and mystical décor. His skepticism was so strong she could almost taste it—bitter, like burnt coffee.

"I'm looking for someone. I was told you might be able to help."

"Looking for someone?" This was unusual. Most people came for love advice or career guidance. Not missing persons.

"My sister. She disappeared three months ago. Police have nothing. Private investigators have nothing. Someone suggested..." He trailed off, clearly embarrassed to be here.

"That you try a psychic."

"I don't believe in psychics."

"And yet here you are."

Something flickered in his storm-gray eyes. Pain, maybe. Desperation definitely. "Here I am."

Celeste gestured to the chair across from her reading table. "Sit. Tell me about your sister."

He sat reluctantly, like the chair might bite him. "Her name is Elena. Elena Blackwood. She's twenty-eight. She was living in the city, working as a journalist. Three months ago, she called me, said she was working on a big story, something important. Said she'd explain everything soon. Then nothing. Her apartment was empty. Her phone disconnected. She just vanished."

"Blackwood," Celeste repeated. The name tugged at something in her memory. "And you are?"

"Daniel. Daniel Blackwood."

The moment he said his name, Celeste felt it—a jolt of recognition that had nothing to do with logic. She'd seen him before. In dreams. In visions. In the swirling mist of her crystal ball on nights when the veil between worlds grew thin.

This man. This skeptic with storm-cloud eyes. He was important. To her future. To everything.

She just didn't know why yet.

"I'll need something of hers," Celeste said, keeping her voice steady despite her racing heart. "Something personal. Something she touched often."

Daniel reached into his pocket. Pulled out a delicate silver bracelet. "She wore this every day. Our grandmother gave it to her."

The moment Celeste touched the bracelet, images flooded her mind.

A dark room. Papers scattered. A woman with Daniel's eyes, frightened but determined. A man's voice, threatening. Running. Hiding. A lighthouse on a cliff. Safety, maybe. Or danger. The visions were fragmented, incomplete, like a puzzle missing half its pieces.

"She's alive," Celeste breathed. "Your sister is alive."

Daniel's carefully constructed skepticism cracked. "You can't know that."

"I can. I do." Celeste opened her eyes, met his gaze. "She's hiding. Something scared her—someone scared her. The story she was investigating, it was dangerous. She's somewhere near water. Near a lighthouse. She's afraid, but she's alive."

"That's not possible. You're just saying what I want to hear."

"I'm telling you what I see. Believe me or don't. But your sister is alive, Daniel Blackwood. And I'm going to help you find her."
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