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            AUTHOR’S NOTE: ADEPT UNIVERSE

          

        

      

    

    
      I See Me is the first book in the Oracle series, which is set in the same universe as the Dowser, Reconstructionist, Amplifier, Archivist, and Misfits of the Adept Universe series. While it is not necessary to read all six series, in order to avoid spoilers, the ideal reading order of the Adept Universe is as follows:

      

      
        
          	
        Cupcakes, Trinkets, and Other Deadly Magic (Dowser 1)
      

      	
        Trinkets, Treasures, and Other Bloody Magic (Dowser 2)
      

      	
        Treasures, Demons, and Other Black Magic (Dowser 3)
      

      	
        I See Me (Oracle 1)
      

      	
        Shadows, Maps, and Other Ancient Magic (Dowser 4)
      

      	
        Maps, Artifacts, and Other Arcane Magic (Dowser 5)
      

      	
        I See You (Oracle 2)
      

      	
        Artifacts, Dragons, and Other Lethal Magic (Dowser 6)
      

      	
        I See Us (Oracle 3)
      

      	
        Catching Echoes (Reconstructionist 1)
      

      	
        Tangled Echoes (Reconstructionist 2)
      

      	
        Unleashing Echoes (Reconstructionist 3)
      

      	
        Champagne, Misfits, and Other Shady Magic (Dowser 7)
      

      	
        Misfits, Gemstones, and Other Shattered Magic (Dowser 8)
      

      	
        Graveyards, Visions, and Other Things that Byte (Dowser 8.5)
      

      	
        Gemstones, Elves, and Other Insidious Magic (Dowser 9)
      

      	
        The Amplifier Protocol (Amplifier 0)
      

      	
        Demons and DNA (Amplifier 1)
      

      	
        Bonds and Broken Dreams (Amplifier 2)
      

      	
        Mystics and Mental Blocks (Amplifier 3)
      

      	
        Idols and Enemies (Amplifier 4)
      

      	
        Instincts and Impostors (Amplifier 5)
      

      	
        Endings and Empathy (Amplifier 6)
      

      	
        Misplaced Souls (Misfits 1)
      

      	
        Awakening Infinity (Archivist 0)
      

      	
        Invoking Infinity (Archivist 1)
      

      	
        Compelling Infinity (Archivist 2)
      

      

      

      

      More books in the Archivist and Misfits series to follow. This reading list doesn’t include the shorter stories interspersed throughout all of the main series, but more information can be found at www.madebymeghan.ca
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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      If magic was real, then what? Was it simply a form of energy? The energy I felt when I touched Beau, Chi Wen, and Blackwell? Energy from where? From some divine providence? From the very earth?

      If magic came from somewhere godly, then why come to me? Why communicate through me? What purpose did the visions have?

      Could I actually change the future? And if yes, would I change it for better or for worse?

      Over a year and a half had passed since Jade Godfrey — aka the dowser — fixed my mother’s necklace. Since I’d thwarted the vision of the death of love. Since I’d made a deal with a devil and acquired a demigod for a mentor.

      I still didn’t understand or control my power, my magic, but it had been a great year. A year of rest. A year of love and light.

      But now the reprieve was over.

      Now it was time to see.

      Magic willed it so.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “There are zombies in Florida.”

      I looked up from ironing butterfly patches onto my well-worn blue jeans just as Lina, the owner of the laundromat, plugged another quarter into one of the dryers in the bank she’d commandeered for the day. She was crazily talented at reading off her iPad and doing laundry at the same time.

      We called it “the laundromat” because it didn’t appear to go by any other name. It was situated in the middle of Yachats, Oregon, though the coastal town was so tiny that there really wasn’t much of a middle to it at all. The underutilized laundromat got my business every Friday. I’d been going there weekly since Beau and I got into town. Today, I’d rented an old iron and an ironing board for an extra two dollars.

      “Did you hear me, Sid?” Lina called out to her husband, who was doing some sort of paperwork behind the cash counter to my right. “Zombies in Florida?”

      “That’s drugs,” he replied. “Weird drugs making people eat other people’s faces.” Normally Sid suffered from selective hearing, but apparently zombie-related topics were interesting enough to pull him away from his bowl of cheese puffs.

      I dropped my gaze to the butterfly patches I was applying to the tear in the left thigh of my jeans. I’d already loosely darned and interfaced the rip from the inside. Beau had bought me the fuchsia, electric blue, and deep purple butterfly patches from Etsy because they were reminiscent of the butterfly tattoo on my left inner wrist. Also, money was tight, so patching jeans was way cheaper than buying a new pair right now. Not that I minded. I wasn’t big on the accumulation of clothing — or anything else, really. I was going to hand stitch the patches after I ironed them on, just to be extra careful. I didn’t want them peeling off.

      “Drugs,” Lina scoffed as she crossed behind me and around the peeling laminate counter that held the squat cash register and not much else. She stole a handful of cheese puffs and settled back into her folding beach chair. “Who’d want to take something that makes them want to eat people?”

      Zombies, huh? I knew that shapeshifters, werewolves, sorcerers, witches — and whatever Jade Godfrey was — existed. So why not zombies? Except, of course, it would be difficult for the Adept community — aka magical peeps — to keep flesh-eating zombies on the down-low. Yeah, I had figured out pretty quickly the Adept were big on secrets. Which made sense, since they were massively outnumbered by nonmagical people and all their pitchforks.

      Sid didn’t answer. I could never figure out what he was working on all day. Yachats boasted a full-time population of six hundred and ninety people, all of whom probably owned their own washers and dryers. Even with the seasonal influx of tourists, the laundromat certainly didn’t do so much business that Sid needed to pore over the receipts with such attention.

      I doubted, however, that he was the local pot dealer or anything. First, he just wasn’t the type — meticulous records or not. And second, weed was now legal in Oregon.

      The purple butterfly was hovering — suspended in the air — about an inch above the gray, heat-resistant liner of the ironing board. I’d been about to press it into place, and now … this.

      No, wait. I could see the butterfly patches — all three of them — still placed carefully over the darned tear in my faded jeans. It was my butterfly … my butterfly tattoo …

      What the hell?

      The translucent black butterfly tattoo flicked its wings as I slowly flipped my left palm up, confirming that the spot on my wrist was now blank. Yeah, my wrist was now tattoo free.

      My stomach twisted, fear shooting through my chest and limbs in a cold wash, though the mid-July day was lovely and warm.

      I carefully set the iron down. The butterfly flitted upward until it hovered a few inches from my nose.

      Then, inexplicably, it … it … kissed my cheek … as if it were playing with me.

      Oh, damn. Now I was hallucinating playful butterflies.

      No.

      Not hallucinating.

      Seeing.

      I saw.

      Usually visions of the future. Though not my future. And not for the last year and a half. Not even a blip, not even a hint of white mist or a headache. Not since Portland and Blackwell. Not since meeting Jade Godfrey and Chi Wen.

      I was an oracle. Well, usually.

      Apparently, I now also saw my tattoos coming to life.

      That wasn’t disconcerting at all.

      I wrapped my fingers around the raw diamond necklace that hung over my black tank top, between and just below my breasts. The magic of the stone and the large-linked chain of rose gold from which it hung tickled my fingertips with tingles of static electricity. The necklace had belonged to my mother, who’d died twenty-and-a-half years ago — at the moment of my birth — from injuries sustained in a car crash just outside of Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada.

      Jade Godfrey had repaired the chain of the necklace and somehow tuned its magic to my oracle magic, which helped me control the visions. I told anyone who asked that the massive fifty-thousand-dollar diamond was just a crystal — but very few people talked to me voluntarily, let alone asked me personal questions. Yeah, I was a bit off-putting. I didn’t mind. I wasn’t a big fan of people anyway. Well, I liked certain people. A lot.

      My demigod mentor, Chi Wen, was the far seer of the guardian dragons. He said I should be able to ‘pull forward’ the ‘focus’ of the necklace to help me ‘navigate’ the visions. Yeah, I had no idea what the hell that meant.

      I narrowed my eyes at the manifestation. The butterfly was impervious to my glare, though, so I considered whether I should try it without my tinted, white-framed, bug-eyed glasses. Everyone else seemed put off by my weird pale gray eyes. Though I seriously doubted the butterfly cared about appearances.

      I glanced over at the cash counter. Sid and Lina were still wrapped up in their electronic devices. The laundromat was otherwise empty.

      I looked back. The butterfly was gone.

      No. It had flitted away to dance over top of the grubby glass entrance.

      “Ah, geez.” Sid spoke from behind me.

      My stomach bottomed out as I turned to look back at the counter. Could Sid see the butterfly? How the hell was I going to explain my tattoo flitting around the storefront windows?

      “That old guy is back,” he said.

      “What guy?” Lina didn’t look up from her iPad.

      “The Chinese guy who just wanted to watch the dryers last week and kept asking for Oreos.”

      I snapped my head back to the front door, actually hurting my neck with the sudden movement.

      An ancient-looking Asian man was grinning at me from the sidewalk beyond the door of the laundromat.

      Chi Wen, the far seer of the guardian dragons and my old-as-ass mentor, had apparently decided that his typical gold-embroidered white robes and sandals would stand out too much in Yachats. So he was now clothed in a baby blue, oversized short-sleeved T-shirt emblazoned with a fuchsia pink Cake in a Cup — Taste the Magic logo. The shirt hung almost to his knees, his cargo pants ended at his lower calves, and he was wearing black combat boots to complete the ensemble.

      “Don’t call him Chinese like that,” Lina snapped as she stood to cross back to the dryers she was manning. “You don’t like people calling us Indian.”

      “He’s homeless.”

      “How does that make any difference?”

      Chi Wen opened the glass door, triggering the bell as well as allowing a warm gust of the sunny day inside.

      The chime of the bell mystified him, and he paused — still grinning madly — as he looked around for the source of the sound. Instead, he saw my butterfly tattoo fluttering over his head. He lifted his hand and the butterfly landed in his palm.

      “No, no!” Sid called out from behind the counter. “No sit here. No watch. Go. Go!” For some reason, his previously perfectly-articulate-though-accented English broke down as he confronted one of the nine most powerful beings in the world.

      “Wait,” I said. “That’s my … grandfather.”

      Sid eyed me distrustfully. He was wearing a canary-yellow turban today. I was fairly certain it had been tangerine orange last week. I wondered if there was a religious significance to the color. I’d been coming to the laundromat for a few weeks now, and Sid and Lina accepted my business but didn’t particularly like me. It might have been my full arm-sleeve tattoos, or the weird white streak that wouldn’t take the jet-black dye with which I colored my hair, or maybe they didn’t trust anyone under twenty-five. Which was cool, because remove ‘under twenty-five’ from that misgiving and neither did I.

      Apparently, being my grandfather rather than the ‘homeless Chinese guy’ didn’t elevate Chi Wen by much in Sid’s estimation.

      “Fledgling,” Chi Wen said as he shuffled over to me, carrying the butterfly. “Is this your drying?” His English was heavily accented. He pronounced the word ‘drying’ as if he’d just learned it. He was pointing at my final dryer load.

      “Yes,” I answered. I always answered when Chi Wen questioned me. I always listened when he answered a question of mine — especially on the rare occasions he did so straightforwardly. He didn’t understand sarcasm and sass, or maybe he just didn’t have time for such things, and he had a habit of not showing up for months between our training sessions.

      So yeah, going against every defensive mechanism I’d carefully employed to get this far through life relatively unscathed, I attempted to transform myself into a receptive sponge around my mentor.

      Settling down on the gray-painted bench that spanned the area between the rows of washers and dryers, Chi Wen began to observe the laundry in my dryer as if it were one of the Seven Wonders of the World.

      Sid grumbled something to his wife. She grumbled back and settled into her folding chair with her well-used iPad. Hundred to one it was streaked with cheese-puff dust.

      I turned off the iron, ignoring that my stomach was now churning like the dryers before me. The laundromat was a peaceful place, full of comforting, homey noises and fresh scents. A visit from the far seer was the exact opposite. Not that he smelled. Just that I was now waiting for the ‘epic’ thing I was sure he had to tell me.

      I’d been waiting for this anticipated revelation for over a year and a half now. Which also happened to be the exact amount of time since I’d had my last vision. A vision of Beau dead at the sorcerer Blackwell’s feet. A vision I thought I’d thwarted, but was never one hundred percent sure that it wouldn’t come to pass some other day, or month, or year.

      “Two pairs of pants, ten T-shirts, and twenty-five socks,” Chi Wen said.

      “Twenty-five? Really? Damn.” I settled down on the bench next to the far seer, near enough to not be rude but far enough away that we wouldn’t accidentally touch. Even this close, I could feel the magic that constantly emanated from him like a field of electricity, buzzy hum and all.

      Chi Wen, his eyes still locked to the dryer in front of him, shifted his hand until it hovered over my lap. He was still cupping my fugitive butterfly tattoo.

      I’d been resting my left arm on my thigh, but for some reason, I now turned it palm up as if to accept the offering of the butterfly.

      No.

      The tattoo was on my wrist again.

      The far seer closed his empty hand with a satisfied sigh. “Time to see, fledgling.”

      “What do you mean?”

      He didn’t answer.

      I waited, a thousand questions on my mind. Questions about the butterfly, about my oracle magic, and about ‘seeing.’ But I waited. Not to put the old guy up on a pedestal, but every second with him was precious. In a completely different way from how every second with Beau was precious.

      Chi Wen was like me. Well, like me with a thousand years of experience being me. He saw. I was fairly certain he was way stronger than the old-man visage he wore like a comfortable hoodie. I was also fairly certain he could read my thoughts, and maybe even make me think or do things … not that I’d caught myself doing anything weird.

      “What do you mean?” I finally asked again. The question was a tense whisper that I wanted to temper the moment I let it loose. “Time to see? Have I been not seeing for a reason?”

      “For a rest.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut as the ramifications of his simple words hit me. “You took the visions? Stopped them?”

      “No,” Chi Wen said. “Magic moves where it wills. I simply pushed it into a different direction.”

      “The tattoos,” I muttered. I’d been sketching a crazy amount of tattoos lately, and not even ones I wanted to get. Thankfully, they had sold well in my Etsy shop — Rochelle’s Recollections — because I was running out of vision drawings to sell. Though I felt I had to charge way less for a simple smudged image.

      “The drawings, yes. But now you must once again see more fully.”

      “Why?” I cried, then immediately swallowed the rest of the anticipated pain that had attempted to bleed into my protest. “Never mind. I know there is no why.”

      “There is always the question.”

      “But it isn’t for me to ask.”

      “It’s for you to know.”

      Right. The oracle sees all, but doesn’t judge … I was a conduit and an interpreter. “Jade Godfrey,” I whispered. “Jade needs me to see?”

      “Soon,” Chi Wen said. “Events are accumulating.”

      “And the tattoos? The butterfly?”

      “You are an oracle by birth. Perhaps rechanneling the oracle power has opened up other possibilities.”

      “What possibilities?” I snapped. I hated being scared. Every second word coming out of Chi Wen’s mouth was piling one fear onto another.

      The old man grinned. “The drying has completed.”

      The dryer pinged, then slowed.

      “Show-off,” I muttered.

      Chi Wen chuckled. I stood to pull the clean clothing out of the machine, ignoring my shaky legs. Moving and doing were always good distractions.

      “You will survive,” Chi Wen said, his tone casual as if we were still discussing the drying and not my possibly impending death.

      “Yeah,” I said, attempting to match his tone and failing. “And Beau?”

      He didn’t answer.

      I shoved the laundry into my already half-full basket, then locked my gaze to the far seer’s. “And Beau?” I growled.

      His grin widened. “The boy, too. For now.”

      “We all die, right?”

      “We do. But I was concerned … for a moment.” He stood up and started shuffling toward the door of the laundromat without another word.

      “So you did what?” I called after him. I darted back to grab my jeans and butterfly patches off the ironing board, then returned the still-cooling iron to the counter.

      Ah, hell. Despite the old-man pretense, he was already gone.

      “I’ll be right back!” I yelled at Sid and Lina, grabbing my satchel out from underneath the bench and sprinting after my cryptic mentor. I never assumed he did it deliberately — the infuriating, all-over-the-place conversations and weird segues. He just had too much in his head. I knew what that felt like, and I wasn’t the far seer of the guardians. Guardians who supposedly watched over the entire world and all the magic in it.

      I couldn’t have been more than an insignificant speck in the universe of magic that constantly flooded the far seer’s brain. Yet he had shown up in Yachats, Oregon, to chat with me in a laundromat.

      Well, he had shown up, then disappeared.
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        * * *

      

      The far seer wasn’t on the sidewalk, not in either direction. He also wasn’t wandering down the middle of the street, but I wouldn’t have put it past him to be doing so. Yachats might be a tiny town built around two miles of Interstate 101, which was carved along the edge of the West Coast of the United States. But it was tourist season, so getting mowed over by a massive RV was always a possibility.

      Chi Wen usually said goodbye if a conversation was over. I hated leaving my things behind unprotected, but I hazarded a guess and darted down Fourth Street toward Ocean View Drive and the Seaside Walk.

      Yachats was pretty. Quaint, even, but in a real-life-real-people sort of way. Tourism might be the area’s biggest industry, but the town itself wasn’t overtly picturesque. A few dozen single-level homes on large lots, a couple of pretty white-painted churches, a small library, and a few restaurants made up the bulk of the town. What made the area truly beautiful was the raging ocean with its gray-sand beach a block to the west.

      And that was where I was guessing the far seer of the guardians would head.

      I’d taken only a few steps off the road and up the dry grass that bordered the dune blocking my sight of the sandy beach, when a tall, dark-haired teen wearing a green printed T-shirt and black leather pants fell into step beside me.

      “Hi,” he said. “Rochelle.”

      My sneakered feet slipped in the sand underneath the dry grass, but I managed to stop myself from following through with a face plant. A few more completely ungraceful steps brought me to the top of the dune. The cool wind blowing from the savage ocean pounding the beach twenty-five feet away hit me, actually buffeting my clothing.

      Somewhat anchored on this sandy perch, I turned to look at the teen. His face was lifted to the wind, squinting into the sun. His dark hair was long enough to be wild in the breeze. He was tall and broad shouldered, though not as tall as Beau. He was also some-part Asian, as I was.

      Magic rolled off him, prickling the exposed skin of my right arm, neck, and face. This power came with a different tenor than that of Beau’s or the far seer’s, but it was no less intense.

      “Don’t know you, man,” I said.

      He turned to look down at me, an easy smile spreading across his handsome face. “I’m Drake. The far seer’s apprentice.”

      He held out his hand as if to shake. I hesitated to take it. I shifted my glasses up until they sat on my head and I snared his brown-eyed gaze. He didn’t flinch at my eyes — but then, he was the far seer’s apprentice, so I doubted that he would. I always liked to try to rattle intimidatingly powerful people, though.

      Drake’s smile widened. He leaned into me with his hand still extended between us. “What do you see, tiny oracle?”

      “You’re the apprentice. You tell me.” I dropped my glasses back down over my eyes. The sun was way too bright to bother with any further attempt to discomfort Drake. Plus, I got the idea pretty quickly that he wasn’t easy to shake up.

      Drake threw his head back and laughed. I swore the sand underneath my feet shifted with the magic that now rumbled off him. I glowered at this display, but the expression didn’t have any effect on the teen.

      “So you’re a dragon?” I asked.

      “I am.”

      “And you’re here why?”

      “The far seer wished us to meet.”

      “Why now? Are you new?”

      Drake chuckled. “No. Are you going to shake my hand? I understand it’s a polite gesture between humans.”

      “That matters to you?”

      “It does.”

      “I thought Adepts didn’t touch.”

      Drake’s constant grin widened again. “I suppose that Adepts who fear their power or the magic of others might not touch.”

      Taking his words as a challenge, I firmly wrapped my hand around his. Our pale skin was almost the same tone. Magic shifted between us, but he didn’t let go.

      “Are we related somehow?” I asked.

      He tilted his head, considering the question. “I don’t think so.”

      I loosened my hold and he let my hand drop. I turned back to survey the beach.

      Chi Wen had appeared from who-knows-where and was now standing a couple of dozen feet away at the edge of the surf. He’d lost his boots somewhere and appeared to be curling his bare toes in the wet sand.

      “The far seer rarely walks the earth these days. Except for visiting you, Rochelle Hawthorne.” Drake’s use of my birth name felt deliberate and pointed. Though only because it was odd to think of myself as anything other than Rochelle Saintpaul. I hadn’t even known my mother’s last name until Blackwell had informed me of my parentage over a year ago.

      “And why am I so important?”

      “I thought you might tell me.”

      I turned to look up at the young dragon. He was watching the far seer. “Do you see?” I asked.

      Drake rolled his shoulders. “Not yet. But I will.”

      “Soon?”

      “Hopefully not in your lifetime.”

      “That’s nasty.”

      He laughed. “I’m not wishing you ill. But even if your magic makes you long-lived, I hope to not assume the mantle of the far seer for a hundred years or so. That would be a long life even for a sorcerer-bred oracle.”

      “Oh.” My mind reeled at the chunk of info he’d just delivered in a few dozen words. I was standing beside the next far seer. “So … Chi Wen isn’t immortal?”

      “No.”

      “Is Jade Godfrey going to ‘assume a mantle’ as well?”

      Drake turned to look at me. “No.”

      “Because she isn’t a full dragon?”

      “Not all dragons become guardians.”

      “What makes you so special?”

      “You tell me. You’re the oracle.” He laughed as he half-stepped, half-surfed down the other side of the dune and crossed toward the far seer.

      “I’m not playing games!” I yelled as I scrambled after him.

      “Neither am I,” he called back, raising his voice over the wind.

      Chi Wen stepped back from the water’s edge and turned to us as we crossed to him — me still trailing after Drake. I couldn’t see the far seer’s boots anywhere nearby. In fact, the beach was empty, which was strange for the middle of July. It felt like I was walking toward the edge of the world, pressing into the wind and finding my footing more easily on the hard-packed wet sand.

      Drake bowed formally before the far seer, which gave me pause. I hadn’t really known I was supposed to do that sort of thing in the presence of the guardian.

      They exchanged some words that I thought at first I couldn’t hear properly because of the wind. But then as their voices filtered through my brain, I realized they weren’t speaking English. Cantonese, maybe.

      Drake turned back to me, bowing swiftly and more shallowly than he had to the far seer. “We are well met, Rochelle Hawthorne, Oracle of the Brave.”

      I narrowed my eyes at the young dragon, not at all amused by whatever joke he was making at my expense. Then I realized he was referencing the 1975 Brave Winnebago I called my home, combining that with my magic to give me a formal title of sorts. Feeling like an idiot, I bowed back and mimicked his formal address. “We are well met, Drake, apprentice to Chi Wen, the far seer of the guardian nine.”

      “I’m at your disposal. A call to Jade Godfrey will bring me to your side.”

      “I don’t exactly have the dowser on speed dial.”

      “You will,” Drake said.

      My stomach bottomed out at this assertion. Jade equaled chaos and mayhem. I preferred to keep her out of my head and my phone for as long as possible.

      Drake smiled as if he might be picking up on what I was feeling. Then he nodded toward the far seer and stepped past me the way we’d come. I turned to watch him walk away.

      “Your apprentice, eh?” I asked Chi Wen.

      The old man didn’t answer. He’d turned back to the raging surf.

      “Why did you want us to meet?” I raised my voice against the wind, spitting a hank of hair out of my mouth. “Why now?”

      The far seer took so long to answer that I thought he might not have heard me. Then he said, “I didn’t care for the meeting I saw.”

      “Sorry? You saw us meeting and you decided to change it? You told me the future was immutable. You told me it was dangerous to try to manipulate it?”

      “Destiny is immutable. The future is fluid.”

      I snorted. “For you, you mean. And the dangerous part?”

      Chi Wen turned to look at me. His Buddha smile was firmly in place. “What is dangerous for some isn’t dangerous for others.”

      “Drake, you mean. He’s powerful, strong. I could feel his magic.”

      “And now you will see him.”

      “Because you think my oracle powers pick up on the strongest magical signatures I come into contact with?”

      “Or those most relevant to you. May I look at your sketchbook?”

      “Here?”

      “If you please.”

      Grumbling, I pulled my sketchbook out of my hand-painted satchel. How he was going to look at it in all this wind, I didn’t know. But our conversations got way too convoluted if I questioned him too much.

      I handed the almost-full book to the far seer, barely keeping its pages closed within my grip. But as soon as he touched the sketchbook, those pages stilled as if the wind didn’t exist.

      I grumbled some more as Chi Wen flipped through my latest tattoo ideas. I didn’t really get how magic worked at all. You’d think there’d be some sort of manual for newbies, though I got the impression that oracles were pretty rare and usually trained by a family member. Since I didn’t have any family — other than Beau — that wasn’t an option for me. And Beau was enough anyway. I could pick up all the other stuff I needed to know slowly, steadily. If I even really needed to know it.

      “Will you commit any of these to your skin?” Chi Wen asked.

      I shrugged. “Nah, I’m not all over any of them.”

      The far seer ran his fingers across the sketchbook’s spiral spine and loosened a few flecks of paper trapped within the wire. The torn paper tabs were left over from a sketch Chi Wen had requested I rip out of the book a few months back. A charcoal of a centipede, which I had actually considered tangling within the barbed wire tattoo twined around my left arm.

      I opened my mouth to ask the far seer what had become of that sketch, then just as quickly shut it. I already knew he’d given it to Jade Godfrey, and I really didn’t want to know the particulars. I was actually glad I hadn’t seen whatever transpired over the last year and a half. I had the sense that Jade couldn’t stay out of trouble if she tried. Based on Chi Wen’s devotion to my training and the gist of his questions, rare as they were, I was certain the guardian had plans for the dowser.

      Static electricity danced across my left forearm, just below the elbow. I glanced down to where the far seer had turned his attention from the sketchbook to the tattoo of the skeleton key on my left arm. The barbed-wire tattoo passed cleanly through the intricate series of Celtic-looking knots at one end of the key.

      “This will come in handy.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Do you know how sorcerer magic works?”

      “No.” And apparently massive segues were the theme of the day.

      “Your father was a sorcerer.”

      “Was, eh? So he’s definitely dead?”

      That was the wrong thing to ask the far seer … as were any questions touching on time. He fell into his staring-into-the-distance thing … or maybe he was counting the grains of sand roiling within each five-foot wave as it crashed onto the beach before us. I never knew with him.

      Staying quiet was usually the best course of action as he sorted through whatever was going on in his head.

      “I must go,” he said, so abruptly that I flinched. “The warrior calls.”

      My blood ran cold. I’d pieced together enough background info to know that the warrior was Jade’s dad. Not that he scared me. I didn’t know him. But what I’d seen of his daughter freaked me out daily for the year or so that I’d had her in my head and thought she was a hallucination.

      “Things are not clear between us,” I said. That was as carefully as I could phrase my frustration with the entire meeting, including the brief handshake with Drake.

      “You will soon see, oracle.” Chi Wen brushed his fingers across my skeleton key tattoo again. “Trust the magic. Move where it wills, where it leads, but don’t try to alter the path.”

      “I know,” I grumbled. “Interpret, don’t act.”

      “You will survive.”

      “Helpful,” I groused, only to look up to find the beach empty.

      According to Beau, the old man simply moved too quickly for the human eye to track. Either way, the far seer had disappeared.

      A wave rolled across the sand and lapped against the toes of my black-and-white Converse sneakers. As the water receded, it removed any evidence that the far seer had ever walked the beach.
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      “Fifty should cover it.”

      I paused on the weatherworn sidewalk at the sound of Beau’s voice. He was talking to a customer in the two-car garage he rented from our landlady, Old Ms. McNally, from whom we also rented the concrete pad behind the garage for the Brave. I shifted my full laundry basket to my other hip as I listened to the customer laugh and clap Beau on the shoulder.

      Yachats didn’t have a full-time garage or mechanic — or the population to support one — though there was a mobile guy who came through a couple of times a week. The mobile guy occasionally sent clients Beau’s way if he was too busy to get to them, and word travelled fast that Beau was good with cars. So he had a steady cash business within a couple of weeks of renting the garage.

      The garage didn’t have a lift, but Beau’s shifter strength paired with a winch — behind closed doors, of course — took care of that if necessary.

      The adjacent house lots were closely spaced, but not crammed together. The neighbors to the west were overly protective of their meticulous landscaping. But everyone else — kids, dogs, and the occasional morning jogger — were fairly friendly. To Beau anyway.

      As the customer exited the garage to jog over to his car where it was parked up the street, I stepped off the sidewalk onto the long, brown grass that ran along the edge of the garage so I didn’t bump into him. I’d poke my head in through the back door on my way to the Brave, which was parked between the garage and our landlady’s overgrown backyard. Not that I could ever sneak up on Beau, but I liked to savor the moment before I laid eyes on him. It was a silly game, but I liked being prepared. Sometimes when I looked up and caught sight of him without realizing he was nearby, I would just stare at him like a blithering idiot. Yes, even after a year and a half, I had no defense against Beau’s beauty — and no idea what he was still doing with me.

      A vision hit me halfway to the back door.

      The white mist that flooded my mind left me sightless and breathless between one step and the next. I dropped the laundry basket onto the dead grass, belatedly hoping it hadn’t dumped over and strewn clean clothing everywhere. I pressed myself back against the rough, aged cedar siding of the garage, then slid down into a crouch as my legs gave out.

      The vision didn’t hurt, but it was startling. Any weakness came from my own reaction, not the magic flooding through my mind. I hadn’t had to deal with this for long enough that it triggered all the old pain and fear I’d carried with me.

      Fear of being different, of being damaged … broken.

      I wrapped my hand around the raw diamond resting against my lower rib cage and tried to calm my breathing.

      I had to accept the magic. I had to welcome it.

      “Show me what you want me to see,” I whispered. Even though I had no idea if I could communicate with the energy that brought the visions, uttering the words calmed me.

      The white mist shifted in my mind. I could still smell the neighbors’ recently clipped grass, which they’d kept green despite the summer watering restrictions. I could feel the heat of the afternoon sun on my face and the rough boards against my back. But I couldn’t see anything but the mist that always preceded the oracle visions.

      The mist thinned but didn’t recede. A shadowed shape appeared before me, then resolved until I found myself crouched before a young woman with blond hair. I forced myself to lean forward into the vision rather than throw myself backward at the sight. Moving wouldn’t change what I was seeing, but attempting to be steady and rational would get me through it.

      My immediate thought — based on the blond hair — was that I was looking at Jade lying before me. But I wasn’t. This woman’s hair was straight, and judging by the shadow of darker roots at her crown, it had been dyed blond. Her mud-brown eyes were open, staring blankly over my shoulder. Her head was canted to one side. She had a gold stud in the shape of a magnolia flower underneath her lower lip, but otherwise she was vanilla through and through.

      As I watched, a pool of blood began to form at the back of her head, spreading across the dark asphalt on which she’d died.

      “Dead girl,” I whispered.

      I had no idea who she was.

      The white mist reformed, taking away my glimpse of the bottle blond before I could look around for any further understanding or evidence of what I was seeing. Or why.

      Beau was crouched before me. I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was there. I could practically feel the energy that constantly rolled off him. His magic, his presence, was a lower frequency than Chi Wen’s or Drake’s. It was a comforting hum that was uniquely Beau.

      “Hey,” I said.

      “Vision?” he asked. His tone was deep and intimate. His lyrical Southern accent thickened with concern.

      I nodded as I reached for him. He gathered me up in his arms, lifting me effortlessly off the ground to carry me into the garage.

      I still couldn’t see, but it was cooler out of the sun. I felt the breeze of the standing fan Beau always placed at the open back door as we passed through it.

      “I left the laundry outside.”

      Beau grunted like he didn’t give a shit about laundry.

      “It’s practically everything we own,” I added.

      He huffed out a sigh, then sat me down somewhere that felt high off the ground. The hood of a pickup truck — or so I assumed as I placed my feet on the bumper. “Stay put.”

      “Well, I can’t exactly wander off blind while perched up here.”

      “Exactly.”

      I felt him move away from me, taking his energy with him as he stepped back outside to retrieve the laundry basket. The breeze from the oscillating fan brushed me again, and I closed my still-unseeing eyes against its cool gust.

      Beau was back before I’d exhaled a second time.

      “You smell like magic. Your magic,” he murmured as he set the basket down and closed the space between us. His voice was husky in that way that let me know, even without being able to see him, that he was turned on.

      Ignoring that the slowly fading white mist still filled my mind’s eye, I reached for him, tracing my fingers up his neck, across his jaw and cheeks. I knew his face intimately. I didn’t have to see it.

      He licked the tips of my fingers as they found his lips, and a familiar, comfortable desire rolled through my lower belly.

      “Is the door closed?” I whispered against the sweaty skin of his neck.

      He stepped away, pulling the overhead garage door closed and locking it with a click. Then he had his hands up underneath my tank top before I’d registered that he’d moved at all.

      I laughed as he tugged off my top, but my amusement immediately dissolved into a gasp, then a groan as he applied all his attention to my nipples.

      Beau’s focus was epic, and he never played favorites.

      The mist of the vision had cleared the next time I opened my eyes, but my head was now swimming with desire.

      Making quick work of my sneakers, Beau started tugging off my jeans. I yanked his sky-blue T-shirt over his head, revealing miles of smooth, tightly muscled, mocha-colored skin as he lowered his head between my now-bare legs. As his tongue made contact with my very center, I cried out and arched backward, momentarily worried that I was going to slip off the hood of the truck.

      The afternoon light in the garage was muted to whatever could seep through the imperfectly sealed doors, but Beau and I didn’t need to see each other to do our dance.

      I brushed my fingers against the back of his neck, enjoying his ministrations but impatient for more. With a grunt, he tugged me forward until I was half-hanging off the slightly sloped front of the truck and he was buried deep inside me.

      “Whose truck is this?” I asked with a breathy gasp.

      Beau laughed. Obligingly, he lifted me off the hood and hobbled over to a metal stool near the grease-spattered workbench. His pants were down around his ankles, but they didn’t seem to hamper his movements. He settled down on the stool with me in his lap and our bodies still entwined.

      “Better?”

      “I wasn’t interested in leaving an ass print on the hood.”

      Beau laughed huskily, settling his hands over my hips to lift and lower me at a languid pace.

      I didn’t have much leverage in this position, with my arms around his shoulders and legs around his waist, but I knew Beau pretty well now. I knew he always liked to be face to face. I knew he liked to be kissing me when I orgasmed. And that he liked it when I talked to him while we were connected on this level.

      My lips brushed his ear as I whispered, “Do I taste as good as I smell?”

      His reaction was instantaneous. A fierce groan rumbled through his chest. His grip on my hips tightened and his rhythm became erratic for a few beats, then picked up.

      I cried out, arching my head, neck, and chest away from him, even as he corrected the angle of my hips to maintain perfect contact.

      Pleasure lapped up over me, first as delightful shivers, then as almost-painful convulsions as I orgasmed.

      At least I managed not to scream.

      I wrapped myself back around Beau as he groaned into my neck and came. I lightly scratched my nonexistent nails up his spine and the back of his neck as he shuddered with the final pulses of pleasure.

      “You do,” he whispered. “You taste even better than you smell.”

      “But not in a weird, woman-eating way, right?”

      Beau threw his head back and laughed. “You know the pack frowns on man-eaters.”

      “Well, that’s one of their more reasonable rules.” I tugged his head down so I could reach his lips, then pressed a light kiss against them. “Thank you.”

      “Thank you. Bathroom?”

      “Yes, please.”

      Beau obligingly carried me to the tiny bathroom at the back of the garage. I cleaned this about once a week, because otherwise it got so disgusting I couldn’t set foot in it. He left me there to wash up in the sink and went back to retrieve our clothing.

      The cold water — there was no hot option — was shocking against my sex-warmed skin. For a moment, a glimpse of the vision took my eyesight again.

      I shook away the mist-shrouded image of blood seeping across dark asphalt and the life fading from murky brown eyes. I shouldn’t know what life fading from someone’s eyes looked like, but apparently I did.

      Beau appeared in the doorway of the bathroom, passing me my discarded clothing. The mere sight of him was always a welcome distraction. If only I could fill my mind’s eye with pictures of him as he looked now, leaning against a paint-challenged doorframe and looking terribly satisfied with himself. That would be bliss. His work pants were still undone and his discarded T-shirt dangled from his long, very talented fingers. He was the most beautiful person I’d ever seen — again and always. All I could do in the face of his utter beauty was to return his grin.

      “What did you see?” he asked, referring to the vision that had preceded our lovemaking session.

      “A girl. Woman, really. Blond, murky brown eyes. Dead … I think.”

      Beau grunted. “The dowser?” His tone was light, even as his grip tightened on his T-shirt.

      “No.”

      “Okay. Why now? What triggered it?”

      “The far seer dropped by the laundromat.”

      “And?”

      “He said it was time to see.”

      “Like he’d been blocking the visions?”

      “I’m not sure.”

      Beau tilted his head, waiting for me to explain further. I hesitated, then pushed through my fear-based reticence.

      “Also …”

      “Yeah?”

      “I met his apprentice, Drake.”

      “Okay,” Beau said, then smiled sweetly. “Now tell me what’s really worrying you.”

      He wasn’t going to judge me. He wasn’t going to think I was crazy. “My butterfly tattoo did this thing.”

      Beau tensed his shoulders, though his smile held steady. “Thing?”

      “I’m not sure. It left my arm. Flew around. The far seer wasn’t really helpful.”

      “Typical.”

      “He said something about sorcerer magic that might have been connected. Or he was talking about something else without, you know, actually communicating anything I could really follow.”

      Beau nodded but didn’t answer. He gazed at the scuffed vinyl floor between us, thinking. If there were any questions about sorcery that needed to be asked … well, we knew only one sorcerer, and Beau really wasn’t a fan of Blackwell.

      “Okay

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/rochelle-key.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Author’s Note: Adept Universe
      


      		
        KEY
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        BLACKWELL
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Dowser 6 Preview
      


      		
        Extras and Freebies!
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Meghan Ciana Doidge
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Meghan Ciana Doidge


      		Copyright


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/key_bookinterior.jpg
7

ORACLE SERIES
ARTIST INKED BY CHLOE





OEBPS/images/i-see-you_ebook.jpg
* IBSEJ@II *

MEGtHAN CIANA DOIDGE






