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      I dedicate this book to my wonderful Mum.

      Her advice never fails.

    

  


  
    
      “I do not want to foresee the future. I am concerned with taking care of the present. God has given me no control over the moment following.”

      
        
        —Mahatma Gandhi

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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 ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      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?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      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 TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      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.
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        * * *

      

      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.”
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        * * *

      

      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?”

      “Irish idiot, ay? How about we start over, so we don’t continue coming up with more lame nicknames for each other, even though it is fun.” He holds out his hand for me to shake. “My name’s Killian.”

      I stare at his hand as if it’s a poisonous snake. I am so not shaking that thing! “Adelaide,” I reply hesitantly and push past him to get to the coffee table where my coffee is waiting. I take a sip and moan. “You still haven’t told me why Cory called you.”

      “She didn’t call me. She came round to the café but didn’t end up ordering anything. She wanted to talk to me about you. She invited me to her wedding, which I thought was peculiar, her being a stranger and all. I mean, you don’t go inviting strangers to your wedding.”

      “That bitch!”

      He chuckles.

      “It’s true. She’s setting me up. This is a blind date, you know.” His smirk grows into a full-blown grin now, and damn, it is hot. I can’t help but stare at his mouth and his eyes. Gosh, he has the sexiest hazel eyes I have ever seen. Oh, God. I can’t believe I’m thinking about this jerk’s sexy eyes!

      “Adelaide?”

      “What?” It is then that I notice he’s talking to me. “Oh, did you say something?”

      He chuckles again. “Yeah, I was trying to get your attention. You were staring at me.”

      “Oh, was I?” My cheeks enflame and I immediately turn away. I then notice too late that I’m still only partially dressed. “Oh God, my shirt.” I find it hidden under a chair and dash into my bedroom.

      I stay pinned to the wall just inside my bedroom for a minute and then realize Killian hasn’t left yet. Thankfully, he clears his throat and speaks.

      “Well, I’ll take your weirdness as a sign you liked your coffee and that it’s a yes.”

      Forgetting about my lack of a shirt, I run back into the living room. “What? I didn’t say yes. You didn’t even ask me!”

      “Do you want me to ask you?” I realize I’m standing really close to him, less than a foot in proximity. He raises his eyebrow, waiting for me to give my answer.

      “Grr. Fine! I’ll say yes just to make Cory happy. Happy?”

      “Very.” He grins from ear to ear and turns to leave, but not before leaning in close to me. His face is so close I can smell his breath. It smells like coffee, cigarettes, and breath mints. “You look hot like that.” I scowl, and before I can throw something at him, he’s out the door.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

      

    

    
      I can’t believe Cory went behind my back, when I specifically told her no, to ask that idiot to go out with me. Worse, she’d invited him to her wedding as my date! Gah! I felt like storming into the dress shop where Cory works and confronting her, but I was supposed to be sick. I suppose it wouldn’t be a good idea to go near another trigger of my weird visions. What was I supposed to do? I couldn’t stay cooped up in my small apartment forever. Or I guess I could become a recluse and avoid the world and eventually turn into a crazy cat lady. I wanted so much to get to the bottom of these visions, to get to the bottom of these unexplained deaths, but right now, I needed to avoid all triggers. I strip, double checking that there’s no one watching, and head to the shower hoping the hot water will wash away my worries.

      Twenty minutes later, I exit my bedroom rejuvenated and dressed in my flannel pajamas. I figured if I couldn’t leave the house, I’d relax in my PJ’s, and maybe do a bit of studying. I pour myself a glass of Italian Rose and settle on the couch with the case files from the morgue I photocopied earlier. If I couldn’t be around the dead girls, I figured that at least I could look over their files to keep me from complete boredom.

      I lay the files side by side on the coffee table and compare the doctor’s notes from the hospital. Both girls experienced abdominal pain at least two hours before they died. They also had both received an anonymous gift on their doorsteps the morning of their deaths. Dr. Channing was due to do the autopsies tomorrow. I needed to be around for those. Blood work results had yet to be returned from toxicology, but I suspected arsenic poisoning. Arsenic works quickly. The victim only has to inhale or ingest a small amount, and within two hours, they were bleeding internally and eventually dead. It’s what they use in rat poison. It’s an awful way to die.

      The case had now been handed over to police, but I was doing my own investigation. I couldn’t help it. After all, these young women were both around my age, twenty-four and twenty-five. It was terrifying to know there was a killer on the loose who favored victims resembling myself. I didn’t want to freak myself out and think I could be a potential victim, either. I also shouldn’t allow myself to become attached to the two girls in the morgue, but I couldn’t help it. I had a compassionate nature.

      I shut the files and rub my temples. I begin to feel a little bit light-headed. I glance at the wine glass and my vision goes blurry. What the hell is happening? I didn’t drink that much, I only had a sip of my wine. I lie back on the couch and shut my eyes, hoping the feeling goes away soon.
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        * * *

      

      I blink and try to sit up. My head isn’t throbbing, which is a good sign, and I’m not feeling lightheaded anymore. When I open my eyes though and look around, I find I’m not in my apartment anymore.

      “She’s alive!” the voice sounds familiar but I don’t want to think. I lie back down and moan.

      “Barely. Where am I? Why am I not in my house?”

      “I came by to see if you wanted to take a walk with me or have lunch, and I found you passed out on the floor.”

      “So you took me to your place? Why?”

      “Because I have work to do, and I figured if I brought you here, I could work while keeping an eye on you at the same time. How’s the head, by the way?”

      “The head’s fine, Killian. Thanks for asking. You didn’t have to bring me to your place.”

      “I wanted to make sure you were okay. How much wine did you drink?”

      “Not much at all, which is what I don’t understand.” I try to sit up but my head spins. “Whoa.”

      “Easy.” Killian comes to sit beside me and places the back of his hand on my forehead. His touch is cool. “Maybe that wine has a high alcohol percentage.”

      “It doesn’t. I buy it all the time.”

      “Has this happened before?”

      “No. Never.”

      “Hmm. Then I say someone has tampered with your bottle, or it’s a bad batch. Either way, I say get rid of it.”

      “And waste a good bottle of wine? That’s sacrilege!”

      “Have it your way then. You’re only going to make yourself sick again.”

      “Fine. I’ll get rid of it.”

      “Thank you.” He smiles and gets up from the couch and heads to the kitchen. I look around his apartment. It’s smaller than my apartment, and it has a lounge room the size of my bedroom and a kitchen the size of my ensuite. My gaze then settles on him. He’s chopping something and putting it in a frying pan. The smell is divine. It smells like onion and an assortment of herbs. My stomach growls, and I realize I’m starving.

      “I hope you’re up to eating because I’m making my world famous Spanish omelet.”

      “I am, actually. It smells amazing.” I watch as his wrists move up and down as he chops the ingredients, and then my eyes pan down his body and settle on his butt. And boy, does he have a fine butt! I shake it off and move my eyes back up to his hands. But he’s caught me, and that sexy but annoying as hell smirk is back on his face.

      “What?” I ask.

      “You were staring again. Can’t get enough, can you?”

      I shake my head and scoff. “You’re so full of yourself. This was your plan all along, wasn’t it?”

      “What was?”

      “To get me alone, and in a situation where I’m helpless, so that you can take advantage of me.”

      “Ouch. I’m offended. I’d have you know that I’m really a decent guy, and I’d never take advantage of you or any woman.”

      “Yeah, sure. I bet that’s what you say to all the women.” His hand pauses from its chopping movements as he turns toward me.

      “There you go judging me again. Can’t you, for one minute, just stop and allow me to show you that I’m really a decent guy before you go judging me?”

      “Sorry. It’s a defense mechanism.”

      “Well, you can stop with the defenses and the walls because I’m not here to hurt you, Adelaide. I’m here to be a friend, but I’m also willing to be more if you’ll let me in.”

      I suck in a breath. I can’t believe what he’s saying. Never before have I had a guy this interested in me. And we just met.

      “Sorry if I’m defensive or a little suspicious of your behavior. I’ve never had this kind of attention before.”

      “I find that hard to believe.”

      “Why?”

      “Because you’re beautiful, Addy.”

      I gasp.

      “What?”

      “You used my nickname. How’d you know my nickname?”

      “Cory mentioned it when she came by the café. You don’t mind, do you?”

      “No, not at all.” I smile at him and he returns it. “So, Killian, that’s an interesting name.”

      “Thanks. It’s actually quite common where I’m from.”

      “Where are you from? What part of Ireland and how long have you been in the states?”

      “Ease up. Is this an interrogation?” he chuckles, putting up his hands in surrender.

      “Sorry, I didn’t mean to fire numerous questions at you at once.”

      “It’s all right. Let’s see, I was born in Dublin, and I moved out here six years ago to study.”

      “How old are you?”

      “I’m twenty-six.”

      “Only one year older than me. I’m twenty-five. So what are you studying?”

      “Business. I hope to one day own my own pub.”

      “That’s really cool. So how come you’re not working in a pub?”

      “Oh, I do at night. I work behind the bar at the tavern up the road, but I don’t really like it. I prefer the café. The customers are friendlier.” He smiles and winks at me when he says that, and I feel my cheeks flush. I pull my hair over my face and look down.

      “So, I heard you work at the morgue?”

      “Yeah, I do, for my residency. I’m studying to be a forensic scientist, but I’m not sure what field I want to go into. I am interested in Pathology, though.”

      “Wow. That’s really cool. I noticed the files on the coffee table when I came by. Two girls died of similar things?”

      “On the same day, yeah. But I can’t really talk about it.”

      “I understand, but you know I’d never tell anyone if you did want to confide something in me. Your secret’s safe with me.”

      “Thanks, Killian.” My eyes catch his, and I’m drawn to their rich, warm color again. They’re mesmerizing. I can’t look away. I don’t until Killian clears his throat, and I look back down my hands again.

      “Food’s ready.”

      “Coming.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

        

      

    

    
      Wow. That was amazing. Where’d you learn to cook like that?” I ask as I lean back in my chair. I’m stuffed and feel nourished.

      “My mother. She’s the best cook I know.”

      “Did your parents come out here with you?”

      “No. My brother and mother are still in Dublin. My father passed away when I was ten.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry. Your Mom must be lonely back in Ireland by herself, though.”

      “Nah, she’s fine.  My brother doesn’t live far. Are you done?” He stands up and starts clearing our plates. I get the feeling the current topic is a sore one.

      “Yes, thanks. Are you all right, Killian? Did something happen between you and your mother?”

      He exhales sharply and pauses while putting the plates in the dishwasher. “Nothing happened. She remarried two years after my father died, and I don’t really like my stepfather, that’s all.”

      “Oh. I understand. Do you at least talk to her?”

      “Yeah, sometimes. Do you wanna watch a movie or something?”

      “Yeah, sure.” I smile. “Do you want help?”

      “No, that’s fine. You go make yourself comfortable. I’ll be right there.”

      “Okay.”

      Part way through the movie, I must have fallen asleep, because the last thing I remember is Killian sitting down next to me. The next thing I know is I’m waking up in a bed. What the hell is happening to me? Why do I keep losing time? I rub my eyes and look around. I see a chair in the corner of the room with some jeans and belt lying over the top. They don’t look like mine. Then my gaze settles on the sleeping figure next to me.

      “What the hell?” I must have said it loud enough to wake him because Killian stirs and looks up at me.

      “Mm. Is it morning?”

      “Yes. What am I doing in your bed? How did I get here?”

      “You fell asleep during the movie, and I didn’t want to wake you. No, let me re-phrase that… I tried to wake you, but you were out cold, so I brought you in here. I hope you don’t mind.”

      “Well, of course, I mind, Killian! This keeps happening to me. I keep losing hours of my day by blacking out, and I keep having visions and I have no idea why.” I realize I’m rambling and saying more than I should be.

      “You’re having visions?”

      Crap. I shouldn’t have said that. I’ve said too much. “I have to go.” I stand up and realize I’m only in my shirt and underwear.

      “You undressed me?”

      “You were burning up and tossing and turning. I figured you were sick again, so I had to take your long pajamas off. I’m sorry.”

      I don’t answer. I just search for my clothes and get dressed.

      “Addy, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it. I want you to know I would never take advantage of you.” He follows me out into the living room. “Adelaide, please, let me explain.”

      “I need to go, please, Killian. This never should have happened. I can’t see you.” I open the door.

      “Adelaide! I was only trying to help you!”

      “Well, you shouldn’t have.” I storm out and once I’m in the hallway of his apartment complex, I realize I don’t have a clue where I am. I walk out to the main street hoping to at least recognize a landmark or a piece of the scenery. I recognize the front of my apartment complex and realize Killian’s complex is only across the road from mine. Furiously, I run across the road, narrowly missing traffic and I run to my front door. I grab the spare key from above the doorframe and let myself in because obviously Killian didn’t bring my purse with me when he took me.

      “Addy! Thank God! I was about to call the cops but knowing I can’t report a missing person until they’ve been missing for forty-eight hours, I didn’t. Where were you?” Cory’s million questions overwhelm me. I blink and step back. I can’t take it.

      “Cor, relax. I’m fine. I was with Killian.”

      “Killian? So he came around? That’s good.”

      “I guess.”

      “Uh, oh. Why don’t you sound happy? Sounds like it didn’t go so well. Why don’t you tell me about it?”

      “Not exactly. I think I drank too much and passed out while watching a movie with him. When I woke up, it was morning and I was in his bed.”

      “Aww, he carried you to his bed. That’s sweet.”

      “No, it’s not sweet. He also stripped me of my pajamas. I was in nothing but my t-shirt and underwear.”

      “What? That prick!” she hugs me. “Aww, I’m sorry, darling. I thought he was a real decent guy.”

      “I did, too.”

      “You never know, though. He was probably only trying to help you, seeing as you were drunk. I’ve done that before. Derek would never take advantage of me, though.”

      “Yeah, well. You’re lucky with him. I still don’t know Killian. For all I know he could be a serial killer.”

      “Yikes, I’m sorry. I should’ve scoped him out a bit more before setting him up with you. It’s my fault.”

      “Yeah, thanks. Anyway, I’m going to shower and head to work. I’ve already lost too many hours.”

      “Okay. I’m going to meet Derek to taste cakes anyway.”

      “Taste cakes?”

      “Yeah. We’re trying to choose our wedding cake.”

      “Oh, good luck with that. Have fun.”

      “Thanks. I’ll bring you home some samples if you want?”

      “Thanks, I’d like that.” I smile and head to the bathroom.
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        * * *

      

      I knew it was going to be mayhem when I reached the morgue, but I wasn’t expecting this.

      “Adelaide! I was trying to call you! Where have you been?” Jim looks frantic.

      “I got sick, Jim. What’s going on?”

      “The results of the two autopsies.”

      “What about them?”

      “They’re missing.”

      “Missing? How could they go missing when the autopsies just happened?”

      “Well, after Dr. Channing performed them, he asked me to write up the reports. I did and left them on his desk. When he came back from lunch, he went apeshit and started yelling at me, blaming me. I swear I put them on his desk, but…”

      “Are you sure you put them on his desk?”

      “Yes, while Dr. Channing was on his lunch break. I don’t understand where they could’ve gone.”

      “Calm down, Jim. Can’t you just go and print off another copy?”

      “Well, you see… it’s not as simple as that.”

      “What do you mean, Jim? Please tell me you made copies or at least saved it?”

      I was answered by silence, which only meant one thing.

      “Jim! How could you not make copies?” I storm over to the computer and turn it on. I keep giving him death glares while I wait for the ancient piece of crap to boot up.

      “I don’t know. I’m such an idiot!”

      “You’re damn right!” As soon as the computer is up and going, I click on the documents folder and look for the most recent documents. I check the most recent reports but they aren’t the ones we were looking for. The reports and results from the two girl’s autopsies are simply gone. How could this be? It could be a simple mistake or error on Jim’s part, or it could be sabotage. Sabotage? What am I thinking? I definitely read too many crime novels. I shake my head and push away from the computer.

      “I need a coffee.”

      “Addy, I’m sorry.”

      “Save it, Jim. I’ll be surprised if Channing doesn’t have you scrubbing brain boards and organ scales for the next week, or even fire you.”

      I can’t deal with this. I need to get out of here.
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        * * *

      

      It’s too much. Everything is becoming too much. The one place where I feel safe now feels like hell. But where can I go? I can’t go to the café where Killian works because I was avoiding him. I am also avoiding bridal shops… but I’m not avoiding my best friend and flatmate.

      Since she hugged me this morning, nothing has happened. No visions have occurred. I check my watch. It’s almost lunchtime already. I enter the small boutique dress shop where Cory works. The bell over the door chimes and she glances up from hanging a sweater on a coat hanger and smiles.

      “Hey, honey! What brings you here?” she asks but pauses when she sees the expression on my face. “What’s wrong?”

      “Why would anything be wrong? Why can’t I just drop in on my best friend?”

      “Aw.” She runs over and engulfs me in her arms. “Come on, tell me.”

      “Over lunch, okay?”

      “Of course,” she calls out to the middle-aged woman who owns the shop who was in the back room going through receipts. “Glenda, you don’t mind if I take my lunch break now, do you? It is quiet.”

      “Sure thing, Darling. Oh, could you bring me back a sandwich from the bakery?”

      “Sure. Anything in particular?”

      “Egg and lettuce. Thanks, Darl.”

      Cory winks at me, I smile, and we’re out of there.

      We grabbed a table at our favorite Italian restaurant, and while we’re waiting to be served, Cory pounces.

      “So, spill. Is it Hotty McIrishman again?”

      I raised an eyebrow. “Hotty McIrishman?”

      “Yeah, that’s my nickname for him, because, you know, he is hot. And Irish.”

      “Thanks for stating the obvious.”

      “So, is it?”

      “Not this time.”

      “Well, what is it this time?”

      The waiter came and took our orders. We both ordered spaghetti and merlot. When we had our wine, I continued.

      “Jim.”

      “Don’t tell me Geekboy has the hots for you and made the moves?”

      “No, that would be disturbing. It’s nothing like that.”

      “Then what?”

      “He misplaced the results of the latest autopsies. He said he wrote the reports and left it on Dr. Channing’s desk, but they went missing. Either Jim is lying to me, or something fishy is going on.”

      “Knowing you, you suspect the latter.”

      I grin. “You know me so well.” When our pasta comes, I realize I’m famished. I hadn’t eaten anything since Killian made me that Spanish omelet. My stomach flips at the thought of Killian. My eyes automatically turn in the direction of the café where he works. When I realize what I’m doing, I look away quickly and shoved a forkful of pasta in my mouth. Traitorous eyes.

      “Earth to Adelaide!”

      “Mm, what?”

      “You were daydreaming about him, weren’t you?”

      “Who?”

      “Don’t play dumb. Your Hotty McIrishman. You were totally daydreaming about him.”

      “I was not!”

      “That’s it. After lunch, if you don’t go talk to him, and kiss and make up, then you won’t be my maid of honor.”

      “What?” My jaw dropped. “You can’t say that!”

      “I just did. Kiss and make up with the sexy leprechaun, or no standing beside me on my big day.”

      “That’s not fair.” I cross my arms over my chest for a more dramatic effect.

      “A deal’s a deal.” She shrugs and sips her wine with a smug look on her face.

      Damn. I knew I was a goner.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FIVE


          

        

      

    

    
      With much literal pushing from Cory, and the motivation of not going back to the Morgue for the rest of the day, I groan and head toward the café. I was secretly hoping Killian wouldn’t be there, but much to my horror, he was, and looking especially good in his brown work shirt and jeans. The chocolate color of his work uniform matched the hazel of his eyes perfectly. I sigh. Here goes nothing. I approach the counter hoping he wouldn’t spot me, but it was too late.

      “I knew you couldn’t resist me,” he says without looking up from wiping mugs with a tea towel.

      “No, I only like your coffee.”

      “Ouch. You break my heart.” He mock places his hand over his heart. “You really did break my heart, you know?”

      “Killian, look. I’m sorry.”

      “I get it, I do. I moved too fast.”

      “Yes, and…” he cuts me off, walks around the counter and stands in front of me.

      “And I also should’ve respected your privacy. I thought I was only trying to help, but it turns out, I did more damage than good. I hope you can accept my apology and let me take you out for dinner.”

      I was stunned. I try to open my mouth to form words but as soon as I do, my phone rudely interrupts me.

      “I’m so sorry. I better take this.”

      “No worries. Can I call you later?” His eyes were pleading. He had that puppy dog look down pat, and I knew I couldn’t resist. For the second time that day, I was a goner.

      “Sure. I’d love that.” I leave the café and click answer.

      “Jim? What do you want?”

      “I need you to come back to the morgue right away.” I knew something was wrong immediately by the tone of Jim’s voice.

      “Sure. What’s wrong?”

      “Another body’s just come in.”

      “Isn’t that your job to deal with admission? I mean, you are there and I’m not.” Gosh, he was really starting to piss me off with his incompetence. Did I have to do everything myself?

      “This one’s different.”

      “Okay, fine. I’ll be there in fifteen.” I hang up the phone and groan. I swear, one day I will have to murder him. I can’t take much more of this.

      When I arrive at the morgue, Dr. Channing is waiting for me.

      “Ahh, young Adelaide, there you are. Come take a look at this.”

      “Sure, Dr. Channing. How was your holiday?”

      “Too short, I’m afraid.” As I approached the table that Dr. Channing was in front of, I could immediately tell the latest body was female. Please don’t tell me it’s another victim of The Arsenic Assassin.

      “What’s your verdict?” I ask as I wash my hands and put on gloves and an apron.

      “As I look at her internal organs here, particularly her large intestine and stomach, you can tell there’s been a lot of internal hemorrhaging.”

      “What would cause that?”

      “Look here.” He takes a scalpel and lifts back a flap of skin to expose an inflamed area of the stomach lining.

      “Lesions,” I gasp.

      “Yes. Her death appears to be very similar to that of the last two girls, but I can’t say much until I finish the autopsy.”

      “That’s… have the police said anything? Have they got any suspects?”

      “Not yet, I’m afraid. But the tox results have just come back from the other two.”

      My eyes widened. “Really?”

      “Yes, and it’s what you suspected, dear Addy.” He fixed me with a sincere look that was worrisome. “I’m afraid those two young ladies were poisoned by arsenic.”

      “That’s terrible.”

      “Yes, I know. I’ve sent the results to the police, and they’re investigating, but without a suspect, I’m afraid there’s not much they can do. We’ll just have to pray and wait.”

      I frown and look down at the latest innocent victim of this heartless killer. She looked so young and pretty. She could have been my friend. She could have been a college classmate, a flatmate, or a sister. Where did this guy or girl get off on killing young women like rats and mice? I wish I could track this person down and slip them some arsenic in their coffee. I closed my eyes and shook away my darkened thoughts. What was wrong with me?

      I look at the young woman one last time before leaving. A strand of her recently dyed orange hair was sticking up and there was dried blood in it. I reach to smooth it down, and that’s when I see into her soul.

      
        
        “Keira, come on. We’re going to be late.”

        “I’m coming, I’m coming! I just have to blend my smoothie. You shouldn’t start your day without a good hearty breakfast, you know.”

        “Like a smoothie is a hearty breakfast.” Shouts her flatmate mockingly from the hall mirror as she flat irons her hair.

        “You’re one to talk.” Keira walks over to the recently collected mail pile and checks the names on the front. “Oh, yes!”

        “What?”

        “It came! It finally came!”

        “Your college acceptance letter? Ooh, jealous! Open it!” Keira grins widely and runs a knife through the top of the letter. When she rips open the envelope, she coughs and sneezes as white residue puffs out into her face.

        “Oh, bless you.”

        “Thanks. Man, that letter was really dusty. They must rarely dust their desks over there.” Keira sniffles and as she reads, she presses the lid down on the blender and presses start. Due to the sound of the blender and her roommate’s humming, no one hears or sees Keira clutch her abdomen and then collapse to the ground.

      

      

      I jump back from the table. Not only were the visions getting more severe, but also somehow, I now had a first glance into the past as well as the future. I could not only see how someone was going to die before it happened, but I could also see how someone had just died. I knew I had to do something about this and fast before it got more out of control. This was the moment in all the superhero movies where the hero knew he had to make a choice between keeping his new powers secret or using them for good. I realized I was a superhero in my own movie, and I had my own choice to make. My only problem was finding someone to believe me.

      “Adelaide? Are you leaving?”

      “Yes, Dr. Channing.”

      “Where are you going?”

      “To do some thinking about this case. It’s really affected me.”

      “Oh, dear. I’m sorry to hear that. Take care, and call me if you’re okay to come in tomorrow. I might have to find another intern.”

      I pause at the door as I discard my scrubs and gloves. “Why?”

      “I’m afraid young Jim has let us down.”

      “Oh. I hope you find someone soon.”

      “Me too. Have a good night, Adelaide.”

      “You too, Dr. Channing.” I give the old man a smile and walk to my car.
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      As I drive, I try to decide whom I should tell. By default, my first thoughts go straight to Cory, but I can’t tell her I saw someone coming to kill us. My next thoughts go to Killian. I don’t exactly know the guy well, but I haven’t given myself a chance to know him, either. Right before I turn into my street, I make a spur of the moment decision and pull into the driveway across the road. I forgot to ask him the hours he works, so I hope he’s home.

      Before I jump out of the car, I inspect my reflection in my side mirror but shake it off. You’re being silly, Adelaide. I take a deep breath and walk to his door. The moment I raise my fist to knock, the door opens and there he stands, in all his shirtless glory.

      “I knew you’d come around, quite literally,” he says with a smirk as he leans against the doorframe. I give him a smile, but I’m afraid it doesn’t conceal all of my worries. It’s a big fake façade, and he sees straight through it.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Can we talk?”

      “Sure. Come in. I just made coffee, and I have bagels from the café.”

      “Mm, yum.” I literally inhale the deliciously sweet scent that is wafting through the doorway. I feel like a cartoon character being lifted up by the scent and carried toward it. I follow Killian toward the kitchen and sit at the counter. As soon as I sit down, he has a cup of freshly brewed coffee in my hands and an olive bagel on a plate in front of me.

      “You read my mind. This is just what I needed.”

      “Actually, great minds think alike, because this is just what I needed as well.”

      “Oh, really?” I cock my head to the side and smirk.

      He leans in over the counter top. His face is close. “Really.”

      His eyes and lips temporarily distract me from the reason I’m here. Even though it’s impossibly hard not to think about or look at his lips and eyes, I divert my eyes and thoughts, trying to concentrate on the problem at hand.

      “So, I… um, the reason I came over this afternoon, was…”

      “Yeah?” he takes a sip of his coffee and takes a seat beside me.

      “Well, I kind of need to tell you something. Something about me that’s um… kind of hard to say.”

      “You can tell me anything like I said. I’m here to listen.”

      “But what if, after you hear what I tell you, you don’t like me anymore. What if you feel repulsed by me and think I’m a freak of nature.”
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