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Prologue

 


 


Getting a call to come into work at three in
the morning is not a new thing for me. I often expect it.

But I didn’t expect this.

“This better be important, Jim, if I’m giving up my warm bed for this.”

“It is, Addy. I can assure you.”

“Ugh. Why are you so perky this time of
morning?”

“I’m a vampire. I sleep during the day.” I
shoot ice missiles at my unnaturally perky assistant as he strolls
over to the fridge to retrieve the reason I was called down here.
In less than a minute, he has the body bag on a gurney, wheeled in
front of me, and sliding it onto the metal slab.

“It still gives me the heebie-jeebies just thinking about it.”

I glance at him in confusion and
anticipation as I start to unzip the bag.

The face that greets me is not what I was
expecting. I jump back with a shriek. Normally, I am fine around
dead bodies, being a morgue technician and studying forensic
science, but nothing I have seen previously prepares me for
this.

Lying on the slab in front of me—pale and
cold—is a face more familiar to me than anyone else’s...

It’s my face.

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


I blink. Something is dripping on my face.
Something wet and annoying. I move my hand to wipe it off but more
liquid comes. It is now pouring onto my face, and it is cold. I
groan and roll over.

“What the hell?”

“Wake up! Today’s the big day!”

“What day?” I mumble in my pillow hoping she
won’t hear me. Fat chance! My roommate has the hearing of a
dog.

“I can’t believe you’ve forgotten! You’re
going wedding dress shopping with me! You are my maid of
honor, after all! Unless you don’t want to be?”

I sit up. “What? Don’t be silly. Of course,
I still want to be your maid of honor.” I laugh and toss my pillow
at her, which she dodges.

“Great! Then hurry up! We’ve got to hit the
stores early!”

I am not much of a shopper. I’d much prefer
to get a wake-up call to go to the morgue than
one to go shopping for wedding dresses.

“There better be something in this for me,
Cory!” I call out.

“There is, don’t you worry, Miss Paige.”
Cory pokes her head back into my bedroom and winks. I fight all the
power within me not to throw another pillow. What is that girl up
to?

* * * * *

After the fourth wedding shop, I swear I’m
about to start a fight with one of the shop attendants or cut up
one of the dresses, and I still didn’t have a clue what Cory had
planned for me. Did she even have anything planned for me? I was
also in desperate need of another caffeine fix.

“Not another shop,” I whine.

“Yes, another one. The previous one’s
sucked.”

“Ugh. I need another coffee. I’ll meet you
back here.”

“I swear, Addy, I’m buying you an I.V. bag
for your next birthday.”

I only faintly hear her as I walk toward the
closest café, and I wave her off.

While standing in line, I rub my temples and
glance at my watch. It wasn’t even nine yet. We still had at least another seven hours to spend shopping for
darn wedding dresses. It was a nightmare. Where were dead corpses
when I needed them? At least they didn’t make
me try on fugly bridesmaid’s dresses.

“Who’s next?” asks the barista. I barely
notice it’s me he’s calling until he insults me. “Hey, off-with-
the-fairies girl, would you like a coffee?”

“Huh? Pardon?” I glance up and realize I’m
the one he’s been speaking to, or rather insulting.

“Oh, she’s with us finally.”

“Excuse me?” I cock my head to the side
trying to figure out why this rude person is saying these things to
me.

“I said, would you like a coffee today?”

“No, I’m just standing here being insulted
by a leprechaun!”

“Ooh, and she bites back.”

“Yes, so watch out.” He only smirks, so I
add, “Firstly, don’t cross me before I’ve had my full dose of
coffee or things get ugly. Secondly, I hate rude people. I can’t
stand rude people. So can you just make me a freaking
coffee, and we can be done with this. Okay?”

“Gladly. What would you like? I’m not
telepathic, you know. You do have to tell me your
order.”

“All right, genius. I’ll have a soy latte.
Double shot, thanks.”

“And can I have a name for that order or shall I just put off-with-the- fairies
girl?”

“I am NOT giving you my name.”

“All right, off-with-the-fairies girl it is,
then.” He writes something on the side of the takeaway cup,
smirking while he does it and puts the cup under the machine.

I cross my arms. “Where do you get off?”

“Oh, I got off on the right side of the bed
this morning, thanks for askin’, Princess.”

“I mean, talking to innocent people in such
a rude manner. Jackass.” He laughs while making my coffee. I watch
him with an eagle eye to make sure he doesn’t slip cyanide in
there.

“I don’t normally. You’ve brought out all my
best qualities, sweetheart.”

“Don’t call me that, smartass. Just make my
damn coffee.” He doesn’t say anything, just smiles as he finishes
my order and brings it back to the cash register. “You know, I
thought I’d try this place just for a change, but I don’t think
I’ll come back.”

“Aww, why not? Was it something I said?”

I scowl and slam five dollars down on the
counter and practically snatch my coffee out of his hand. “Keep the
change!” I shout as I storm away without giving him another look. I
walk back to the bridal store more agitated than I was
pre-coffee.

“Where were you? I think I found it,” Cory
shrieks as soon as I walk in.

“Sorry, the rude Irish guy at the coffee
shop was insulting me. He had some freaking nerve!”

“Irish guy? Was it that new place that just
opened?”

“Yeah, why?”

She shrugs. “Nothing. Was just wondering,
that’s all. Is the coffee at least good?
Because if the coffee was bad, you would at
least have another reason to go back and complain.”

“It’s not bad. Another reason?”

“Yeah, you know, other than to go and ask
for his number.”

I shove her and shoot her daggers with my
eyes. “Cory, he was a complete jackass. No way will I ever consider
dating him.”

“Come on, Adelaide, you need a date to my
wedding. And don’t say you’ll bring Jim
because that guy is the epitome of a nerd.”

“What’s wrong with Jim? He’s a nice
guy.”

“He’s a nerd. You’re not bringing him to my
wedding.”

“Fine. But I am not dating that Irish
idiot.”

“Whatever you say. Come help me with this
zipper.”

I groan and set down my coffee with my purse
and walk over to where Cory’s standing on the pedestal in the
latest wedding dress design. When my fingers touch the white satin
and lace, I begin to feel faint and lightheaded. Then I see
something.

 


My phone rings as I exit the morgue
building. I look at the caller I.D. and click answer.

“Hey, Cor, what’s up? I’ve just finished
work. I’m heading home now.”

“Please hurry, Oh my god, there’s blood
everywhere. There’s so much blood.”

“What, Cory? Are you okay? What
happened?”

“Hurry! Oh, my God. There’s too much blood! It hurts!”

“What happened? Where are you?”

“At home. Please hurry.”

Then the line goes dead.

I don’t hesitate. I drive straight home,
even running a red light on the way. When I reach the driveway, I
jump out of the car while the engine’s still running and hurry to
the front door. I find that it’s ajar, so I gingerly push it open,
and that’s when I see the blood.

Cory is right. There is so much blood.
Too much blood. It is everywhere. All over the walls, all over her.
And there she is lying in the center of it all in the middle of the
living room floor, clinging to life.

“Ad…dy. He’s… here.” She gasps. I run to
her side and kneel down in the pool of blood.

“What? Who’s here? Where’s
Derek?”

“Watch out, he’s…” Cory screams and her
eyes grow wide, and that’s when I lose sight of the world.

 


I jump back. I must have screamed or done
something because Cory spins around and puts her hands on my
shoulders.

“Addy, what happened? What is it?”

I can’t tell her. She won’t understand. How
can I tell her I just saw her die, we both died.

“I… nothing. I just pinched my finger in the
zipper, that’s all. I’ll try again.”

“You sure? You squealed like you do when you
see a spider or a snake.”

“Really? I don’t remember. It did hurt quite
a bit.”

Cory exhales and turns back around. “Okay,
let’s try this one more time.”

I almost don’t want to do it but I have to.
I can’t let Cory know what I just saw, not when she’s so happy, not
right before her wedding. I brace myself and grab onto the zipper
again.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


Thankfully, touching the zipper a second
time didn’t trigger another vision. I don’t know what triggered the
vision. All I know is that it was creepy. Why would I have a vision
of someone killing Cory and me? What does it
mean? I know that it wasn’t a dream because it happened in broad
daylight, and I’m not crazy—at least, I don’t
think I am.

That night I don’t sleep a wink, so when
it’s time to get up for work, I’m a wreck. I
stumble into the morgue a complete zombie.

“Whoa, look what the cat dragged in. What
happened to you last night? You’re not the usual type to go out
clubbing all night long.”

“I didn’t go out clubbing, Jim. I didn’t get
a very good sleep last night. Please don’t talk to me before I’ve
had my coffee, or two, or three.”

“Damn. Okay, I won’t cross you until
lunchtime. When you’re ready, there’s someone waiting for you in
lab two.”

“I won’t be ready until
lunch…”

“Lunchtime, I know. At
least they won’t go anywhere.”

I moan and wave him off as I make my way to
the coffee pot. I pour some strong black coffee in my travel mug
all the way to the top and sip it as I shuffle to my workstation.
Jim has dumped my schedule for the day on my desk. For that, I’m
thankful, because that means I don’t have to go rummaging for it on
the boss’s desk. Jim and mine’s job consists of moving bodies from
freezer to the slab, to the lab or loading
dock, or transporting them from the hospital down the road to here.
Since this is a small town, the local morgue is situated on the
campus of the local university.

All autopsies are done here by the town’s
only registered Pathologist, Dr. Channing. He is nice and good at
his job, but he’s getting old, and to put it bluntly, he will need
to be replaced soon. That’s where Jim and I come in. See, we’re
studying pathology and forensic science at this college, and one of
us will one day replace Dr. Channing.

Looking at my schedule, I see I have to
collect two patients from the hospital today and bring them here
for autopsies. Both died suspiciously after they arrived at the
hospital complaining of acute stomach pain. Strange, yet not
unusual. I’m not a police officer, and it’s not part of my job, but
I love finding the underlying cause of a case. It’s the main reason
I decided to study Forensic Science. I could have gone the police
route, but this is the only place that would give me a job, which
is fine by me. At least I get to see some
forensic action.

I down my first cup of coffee and grab my
keys.

“Jim, I’m going to the hospital,” I
shout.

“Yeah, okay.” I hear the faint sound of
music playing, and then I see him dancing while polishing one of
the autopsy slabs. The surface is already as shiny as a mirror. I
raise an eyebrow and shrug.

* * * * *

When I load the two bodies into the back of
the van, with iPod ear buds in my ears, I feel something tap my
leg. I glance down and jump a little when I see that the second
body bag has a rip in it and that an arm is sticking out of the
hole. Cringing, I quickly grab the cold hand, but as soon as my
skin comes in contact with the deceased woman’s hand, I receive
another vision.

 


A young blonde woman, fit and healthy, opens
her front door to see she has a bunch of pink gerberas sitting on
her doorstep. She immediately lifts up the bouquet to her nose and
sniffs them before taking them inside. Within half an hour, she
starts feeling sick and begins coughing up blood into the bathroom
sink. She’s rushed to the hospital, and two hours later, she’s
dead.

 


I shudder and stuff the hand back into the
hole and quickly push the gurney into the van shutting the doors.
Even more creeped out than the first time, I quickly drive back to
the morgue. I don’t know what’s happening to me, but I know I can’t
be here around corpses because they seem to trigger this more.

“Jim, I’m going home.”

“Oh, why? Emergency?”

“No. Well, kinda. I’m not feeling well.”

“Oh, okay. I’ll call one of the other
undergrads to come help me. Dr. Channing doesn’t get back from his
trip until tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

“Are you sure you’re okay? Want me to take
you home?”

“I’ll be fine. I’ll see you later.”

“Okay. Take care.”

* * * * *

I’m so glad to get home. I kick off my boots
and strip. I’m unbuttoning my jeans when I hear someone clear their
throat. I freeze.

“Well, I should observe more often.” Oh no!
Not him! Horrified, I spin around to try to find my shirt but I
can’t. I see the Leprechaun and he’s smirking at me just
like the first time I saw him at the coffee shop.

“What are you doing here, in my apartment,
on my couch?”

“Cory invited me and told me to bring this,”
he holds up a cup of coffee. “Otherwise, she said you wouldn’t
cooperate.”

“That’s true, but you still haven’t fully
answered my question. Why are you here? And why did Cory tell you
to come?”

“That’s two questions.”

Oh, I’m so over this moron. “Listen here,
you… you… Irish idiot. I’m not in the mood for your mind games.
I’ve had a shitty day. Can you please just leave?”
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