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            PROLOGUE

          

          MATT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Two years ago

      

      

      “You sure you don’t mind sitting in on this?” Dani asks, sliding a manila folder across the conference table toward me. “I know it’s not exactly in your wheelhouse.”

      I flip open the folder, scanning the resume inside. Network Operations Technician. Definitely not my area, but I get why she’s asking. We’ve been short-staffed in that department — and several others — for months, and many of us are pulling double duty as needed.

      This position is for third shift — the night shift — which apparently has been difficult to fill. As a social media company, keeping things running in the middle of the night is important, given our near-constant traffic, so I’m determined to do what I can. Even if it is first thing Monday morning, and I’m still waiting for my coffee to kick in.

      “Happy to help,” I tell her. I keep my voice casual, even though my pulse kicks up a notch. High stakes for the company aside, this is also the third interview panel she’s asked me to join this month. So this may mean something more than helping pick up the slack. I haven’t exactly been shy about my desire to join the management ranks, and I’m more than a little pumped that they’re clearly receptive to that and are giving me opportunities to prove myself.

      Dani leans back in her chair, studying me with her sharp, dark brown eyes. “You know, you’re good at this. Reading people. Asking the right questions.”

      I fight to keep the smirk off my face. It sure helps when you can read someone’s past and tell if they’re lying with a simple touch. Though that’s something I’ll never clue my employers — or anyone else — in on. Just play it cool, Roberts.

      “Coming from HR’s best and brightest, I’ll take that as a compliment,” I reply with an easygoing smile. “But I’m just trying to contribute where I can.”

      “It’s more than that.” She taps her pen against the table. “Your superiors are impressed. You’ve got management potential, Matt. You’re leadership material. And these interview panels? Consider them practice for when you’re running your own team.”

      And there it is. Proof that I was right. I mean, I knew I was. I usually am. But it’s nice to have it confirmed.

      My chest swells with exhilaration, but I just nod thoughtfully. “I appreciate the vote of confidence.”

      “Don’t let it go to your head,” she says with a smirk that tells me my poker face isn’t as ironclad as I thought it was. I let a bit of the grin I’ve been fighting slip out, and she chuckles, then glances at her watch. “Anyway. He should be here any minute. Carmen’s bringing him up.”

      Right on cue, Carmen pokes her head through the door. “I have Ezra Martin when you’re ready.”

      “Send him in,” Dani says, straightening her papers.

      A guy in his mid-to-late twenties walks in — pressed navy slacks, starched white button-front shirt, no tie or jacket. Short brown hair that looks like it was barely contained with a comb. Standard, slightly awkward tech bro trying to look professional.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Martin,” Dani says, standing to shake his hand. “I’m Daniela Rodriguez. We spoke on the phone.” He nods eagerly, and she smiles warmly in response. “This is Matthew Roberts,” she gestures to me. “He’ll be part of your interview panel.”

      “Pleasure, Ms. Rodriguez,” he says quietly, turning to me and extending his hand. I resign myself, knowing that if I want that management position, shaking hands is going to be part of the gig. It doesn’t always trigger a vision, I try to reassure myself.

      Dani takes a seat. “Did you have a pleasant weekend?”

      My hand meets Ezra’s, and I miss whatever response he gives as a vision slams into me like a freight train.

      Blood. So much blood. Blond hair soaked in it. Bright red on pale gold. A woman’s flushed face, eyes wide with terror, mouth open in a silent scream. The flash of a knife. The light fading from her eyes. Her body going limp. Dragging her across a concrete floor. I try to pull out as I experience it all more intimately than I ever have before. I can practically feel Ezra’s heightened mania as if it’s my own. His focus keeps me locked on the feel of her body dragging behind us — him — and my stomach lurches.

      Then, as if a switch has flipped, I’m bombarded by a cascade of images. Memories he flips through as he relishes his kill. And all the others. Oh god, others. Of the long, heavily forested bridge off the freeway that he buries them all under. And the itch that’s already crept under his skin, so much faster this time. He’ll need another soon. Very soon.

      It’s only Ezra pulling his hand away and taking a seat that saves me from the continued horror of his sick pleasure in what he’s done. I feel like I might vomit.

      Scratch that, I’m definitely going to vomit.

      I fight hard to hold it back.

      “You okay?” Dani asks, and I realize I’ve been standing there, frozen, for too long.

      I inhale a shaky breath, knowing I have to pull it together. I can’t let on that anything is amiss. I can’t answer the question I see in Dani’s eyes.

      “Yeah, sorry.” I force a smile, resisting the urge to wipe my palm on my pants. It wouldn’t wipe away what I Saw anyway. “Probably need another cup of coffee.” I retake my seat at the table, trying to focus on the paper in front of me. Anything but looking this monster in the eye. Anything but letting on that I know what he’s capable of. The sheet blurs in and out despite my efforts.

      Dani chuckles. “Don’t we all?”

      Ezra laughs too, the sound grating against the torrent of memories I just pulled that are still tearing through my mind. That I can never unsee. That I already know will haunt me until my dying day.

      I fold my trembling hands in my lap, totally clueless as to how I’m going to get through this.

      “So, Ezra,” Dani begins, oblivious to my internal crisis, “tell us a bit about yourself.”

      My blood runs cold as he launches into a brief history of his education in IT, summarizing the few jobs he’s had, and adding some bullshit about enjoying pickleball and hiking in his spare time, painting the picture of a normal, desirable job candidate.

      But all I can see is what he did — violently murder a woman, plan to dispose of her, think of his next kill.

      Next kill. The words reverberate through me on a loop that works at my resolve never to expose my secret.

      But some things … some things are more important.

      Right now, for example, pretending I’m not onto him. Because if he suspects I know anything about that side of him … I try to push that out of my head. All of it, actually.

      It barely works. I sit through the interview on autopilot, asking generic questions when prompted, taking barely legible notes I’ll never need. Every time he smiles, all I see is the expression on that woman’s face. Every gesture of his hands makes me think of them dragging another body.

      The interview lasts forty-five minutes. The longest forty-five minutes of my life.

      When it’s finally over and Carmen returns to escort him out, Dani turns to me. “What did you think?”

      “I …” I clear my throat, still in real danger of throwing up what little is in my stomach. “I’m not feeling so good,” I admit. “I think I may be coming down with something.”

      Dani frowns. “Yeah, honestly, you looked a little sick the whole time. Probably the stomach flu. It’s been going around. You should get home,” she says, rubbing my back empathetically.

      I nod meekly, and not just because I’m playing along. I feel like I’m going to be sick at any moment. “Thanks, Dani.”

      I don’t wait for her response. I head straight to the bathroom, where I promptly expel the contents of my stomach. Once it stops, I splash some cold water on my face, but my reflection speaks to how little difference that makes. My dark brown hair is plastered to my sweaty, clammy forehead. My normally brown eyes have dark rings around them, and the whites are laced with red. My skin is pale.

      I close my eyes, but all I see is blood.

      I take a few deep breaths. It does little to calm me. Jesus Christ. A serial killer just sat in our conference room talking about troubleshooting and mainframes. Like he hasn’t killed more women than I care to count. Like he isn’t planning to kill more.

      I dry heave again into the sink, settling my forehead on the cold stainless steel faucet.

      And I know I can’t keep this to myself.

      For a moment, I contemplate calling my sister, CJ, before I do anything else … but then I realize there’s nothing she could say that will change what I must do. And that I can still protect her from this in every way. My twin may have the fitting opposite gift of mine in being able to see the future, but I already know what he’s planning. CJ doesn’t need to bear this burden too. And the police don’t need to know that either of us have abilities that people would kill to get their hands on.

      But this guy … he doesn’t need that kind of motivation. No, he’s happy to kill just for the thrill of it.

      And I can’t let him do it again.

      I know what I need to do.

      

      The fluorescent lights in the police station are making my headache even worse. Or maybe it’s the vomiting. Or the weight of what I’m about to do — something I swore to myself I never would.

      But here I am. I’ve been sitting in this uncomfortable plastic chair for twenty minutes, waiting to speak to a detective, replaying my story in my head, making sure I don’t slip up. Because I can’t exactly tell them how it really went down. That’s how I’m justifying all the creative truth — aka lying — that I’m about to do, anyway.

      “Mr. Roberts?” The detective appears — mid-forties, disheveled dark hair, tired hazel eyes, coffee stain on his rumpled light blue tie. “I’m Detective Worthington. You said you had information about a crime?”

      I nod and follow him to a small interview room that smells like burnt coffee and desperation.

      “Before I say anything,” I start, gripping the edge of the table, “I need to know that my identity will be protected. I don’t want this person knowing I’m the one who came forward.”

      Worthington’s eyebrows rise slightly. “Are you in danger?”

      “I could be. If he finds out.”

      “We can keep your name out of any reports,” he assures me. “You’d be listed as a confidential informant.” He pauses, giving me a scrutinizing glance. “Why don’t you tell me what we’re dealing with here.”

      I take a deep breath. Despite his reassurances, they took my name when I got here, so I know even if the killer never catches wind of this, I’m still potentially exposing myself to trouble. But I have no choice, really, if I want to be able to look at myself in the mirror for the rest of my life, so here goes nothing.

      “I was part of a hiring interview today for my company. After the interview, when everyone else had left the room, the candidate ... well, he confessed something to me.”

      Worthington pulls out a notebook. “What did he confess?”

      “Murder.” The detective’s head snaps up. Clearly he wasn’t expecting that.

      The word hangs heavy between us.

      “Murder,” he repeats, disbelief lacing his tone. “How exactly did he confess to that?”

      “He said he killed a woman. Stabbed her to death. And that he buried her under the Russian River Bridge off 101.”

      Detective Worthington’s pen stops moving. “And he just … came out and told you that? With no prompting?” I nod solemnly. Understandably, he looks skeptical. “Did he say why he was telling you?”

      I shake my head. “I have no idea. We’d never met before today.” I shake my head again, unable to look up. Feeling like if I do, I may vomit again. “He … didn’t seem all there.”

      I dare a glance up to see how he takes that to find his thick brows bunched together. “Did he say anything else?”

      This is the tricky part. The part where I have to fully make something up. So I weave together what I Saw with imagined dialogue, careful to make it sound like a confession rather than a vision.

      “He said he’d done it before. More than once. And ...” I swallow hard. “He said he was going to do it again. Soon.”

      Detective Worthington leans forward, his pen tapping nearly frantically on the pad. “Did he give you a timeline?”

      “Not exactly. But the way he sounded …  his anticipation —” I shake my head, pinching my eyes closed, my head pounding with images. “This isn’t going to stop. He’s going to keep doing it.”

      “Did he give you anything else? Names? Accomplices? Where under the bridge?”

      I shake my head. “Just that the bodies were buried there. He said …” I reach into the memories reluctantly, “… he seemed confident that the police would never find them all.”

      An ominous, lengthy silence falls between us as he leans back in his chair. As I try to breathe through the discomfort of having this sick bastard’s memories in my mind.

      “Why do you think he told you this?” he finally asks.

      “I don’t know.” I run my hands through my hair, agitated. “Maybe he just needed to tell someone.  Or maybe he thought I wouldn’t believe him? Or wouldn’t turn him in? I don’t know. Maybe he just wants to be caught.” I shake my head, knowing it was none of those things. That he had no intention of stopping. No desire to be caught. At least, not that tainted the thoughts in his memories. “In case it wasn’t obvious, it freaked me out pretty bad. And as afraid as I am of him … I can’t ... I can’t just let him hurt someone else.”

      “If he told you, aren’t you worried he’ll know it was you who turned him in?”

      Shit. He’s got a point there. I take a deep breath.

      “Like I said, he didn’t seem all there. Maybe … maybe he won’t even remember telling me.” I flinch internally, knowing I must sound crazy. Oh god … or guilty. I hope I’m not implicating myself here. Fuck. I huff out a frustrated breath. “I just couldn’t not say anything. You know?” I ask, desperately meeting the detective’s gaze.

      I still see suspicion there. But also tentative interest.

      He continues to study me for a long moment. “What’s this person’s name?”

      “Ezra Martin. White male, late twenties maybe, just under six feet. Brown hair, blue eyes.” I slide a piece of paper across the table. “I wrote down what I could remember. Physical description, background information from his résumé.”

      “Can we contact your company for his information?”

      “That’s fine, as long as you don’t have to mention that I was involved,” I reiterate, taking the paper back and adding Dani’s information at the bottom.

      “We’ll be discreet,” Worthington promises, accepting the paper back. “Is there anything else you haven’t mentioned? Any details that might help us?”

      I close my eyes, letting myself see it all again. The faces of those women. The carefully practiced routines. His immediate thought of doing it again.

      “Just ... please hurry. I really think he’s going to do it again soon.”

      Detective Worthington slides a business card across the table. “This is my direct line. If you remember anything else, or if he contacts you, call me immediately.”

      I pocket the card and stand on shaky legs, though I’m relieved he seems receptive. “So you’ll look into it?”

      “We take every report seriously,” he promises. He gives me one last assessing look. “Thank you for having the courage to come in today.”

      “Of course,” I manage. “I just ... I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t say something.”

      He nods, extending his hand for a parting shake.

      And I flinch. “I …” I flail for a moment before remembering CJ’s practiced response to this. One I always thought was a bit too careful. But one I’m now going to use religiously. “I’m sorry, I don’t shake hands.”

      Those dark brows snap together again, but he retracts his hand with a nod. “I’ll walk you out.”

      I follow him and, minutes later, step into the afternoon sun feeling like I’ve aged a decade. I get into my car and just … sit there.

      When the shaking stops and I feel like I’m able to breathe again, I check my phone to find a text from CJ.

      Where’d you go?

      My fingers hover over the screen as I formulate a response. Since we work together and live together, it will be hard to hide this from her. But I’m not ready to tell her just yet. And if I play this right, maybe I’ll never have to.

      I threw up at work so I went home. Sorry I didn’t stop by to let you know. Already feeling better now that I’m laying down but I’ll stay in my room and keep my germs to myself until it passes.

      I toss the phone down on the passenger seat and start the drive back to our townhouse. I may have lied about already being home, but that’s one I can turn into truth quickly.

      Unlike all the others I just told. But as this morning’s vision continues to haunt me, I can’t bring myself to regret them or the decision to share what I Saw. I can only trust that they believed me. That Detective Worthington will, as he promised, follow up on this. And that it will be in time to save whoever Ezra Martin plans to kill next.

      But I did what I could, even if it meant risking exposure.

      Even if they didn’t believe me.

      Even if it means becoming a target myself.

      Those women deserve justice. But more importantly, the one he’s planning to kill next, whoever she is … she deserves to live.

      I just hope I’ve given her that chance.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          MATT

        

      

    

    
      “God, Matt, you look like shit,” CJ says bluntly as I walk through the door to the new apartment she got with the chef.

      I ignore her comment, looking around at her new place. It’s not half bad. The living room is bigger than our townhouse’s was, even, and much more done to CJ’s tastes with pale purple accent pillows and everything. It even smells better than our place did.

      “You guys sure didn’t waste any time,” I reply, hoping the diversion works.

      She puts herself in front of me and folds her arms. “Oh, nuh uh, you’re not getting off the hook that easy. We have exactly twenty minutes until the housewarming party starts, and I know you didn’t show up early just to give me shit about moving in with my boyfriend too fast.”

      I roll my eyes and push past her, taking a seat on the new, beige linen couch. The one I’d already bought them for their housewarming gift. “I meant unpacking. The boyfriend … well, kind of hard to give you shit about that. Fate and all.”

      She smirks and sinks down next to me. “I’m not a retrocog, Matt, so you’re just going to have to tell me.”

      Damn. She’s obviously not going to give up. My eyes dart around the small apartment.

      “Drew’s in the shower,” she assures me. “Now come on. You’re starting to freak me out.”

      I heave a sigh, wishing there was somehow a way to reverse my ability so I could show her what happened without talking about it.

      “I went to add Alyssa to my renter’s insurance yesterday and the system asked if I wanted to amend her current policy,” I start.

      She quirks an eyebrow. “So? I’m sure she has a place in L.A., right? Isn’t she based there?”

      “Oh, that’s not what surprised me,” I reply in agreement. “It was the fact that it showed two names on the policy.”

      CJ’s brows now pull together. “So, what, she has a roommate she didn’t tell you about? That’s weird, but it’s not …” She trails off as understanding dawns on her face. “It was a guy, wasn’t it?”

      My lips pull down into a frown and I nod. “Not just any guy.” I pause for effect. “It was Nash Murphy.”

      She gasps and her eyes go comically wide. “No.”

      I grimace, knowing CJ already had the guy pegged as a creep, having pulled it off of her accidentally after the director’s dinner where, as an invitee due to being a hot influencer of the moment, he hit on her only to end up taking the hostess home when she rejected him. And now we both know he’s a huge creep.

      “Yep. So when she got in late last night, I asked her about it. And I read her while I did. A total invasion, I know, but considering the circumstances I’m not sorry. I don’t know how I missed it, Cee, but it was bad.” I sigh heavily.

      She reaches out and squeezes my shoulder. “Sometimes we choose not to see things that go against what we think we want,” she says, sorrow lacing her tone. And I know she’s been exactly where I am. “I’m so sorry, Matt.”

      I shake my head. “Thanks, but save the pity. I’m not quite done.” I clear my throat in preparation. Because as much as I can usually turn this shit off, it’s really gotten to me. “They’d been dating since before the director’s dinner where we all met. They made a plan to seduce us both in some sort of ploy to get more social media exposure for themselves.”

      CJ scoffs. “How? It’s not like we can affect their numbers.”

      “I know that, but obviously they didn’t. Though I think Alyssa was starting to realize that, and she honestly seemed relieved not to have to pretend anymore.”

      I look away, blinking hard. I can’t fucking cry. Especially not in front of my sister.

      CJ squeezes my shoulder again. “Hey, it’s okay to be upset. I’m here. Let it out.”

      I look back at her. I want to admit how much I wanted it to work with Alyssa. But deep down I knew we weren’t a good match, even without the deception. We had nothing in common. She was a model and fashion influencer who cared more about a picture-perfect image, and I’m a marketing director for a major social media company who’d rather be researching digital trends and coordinating company strategies.

      But then, I knew I wasn’t with her for the right reasons. Hell, even the sex was only just okay, so I can’t say I stayed for that. If I’m being honest with myself, it was thrilling to be with someone who is wanted by most of the men in the country, and probably a lot of women too. It felt like winning.

      But I can’t say that out loud. I feel like a complete asshole for even thinking it. For having lived it these past few months. Unfortunately, I caved to the ego boost, and I’ll always regret it.

      “Thanks. If I need to, I will,” I respond in a murmur.

      But I won’t need to. Time to put all of my focus back where it matters. On work. Women are a distraction that’s just not worth it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          ANNA

        

      

    

    
      By the time I make it to Drew and CJ’s housewarming party, I’m afraid I might have missed it. I shift the giant philodendron I’m holding to one arm so I can knock on the door.

      It opens after a minute to a stoic-faced Drew. “Trouble at the restaurant?” he asks.

      I nod and sigh. “Yeah, Scott made me stick around because Becky was late again. But hey, happy housewarming.” I shove the pot toward him with a grin. “Feel free to tell me to fuck off if I totally missed the party.”

      “Well, actually you did,” he admits, taking the houseplant and stepping back. “But I was just about to make dinner. Why don’t you come on in. I bet you’re pretty hungry.”

      I walk into the apartment and start taking off my jacket. “Starving,” I admit. “I missed …” I trail off when my eyes land on CJ and her brother sitting on the couch. I blush hard, not realizing anyone but CJ and Drew was here.

      CJ beams when she sees me. “We thought you weren’t going to make it.” She springs up from the couch and pulls me into a hug.

      I squeeze her back with a laugh. “It was touch and go for a bit there, but here I am.”

      CJ steps back and gestures toward her brother. “You remember my brother, Matt.”

      I nod and step forward. How could I forget him? Tall, good looking, utterly charming … and hanging all over that model at the dinner CJ coordinated that’s the reason we all met. Not that I think he even noticed me, one of the invisible lowly serving staff.

      “Yes, but I don’t think we ever got to talk face-to-face that night,” I tell her.

      Matt looks puzzled. “I think I’d remember meeting …”

      “Anna,” CJ supplies.

      “Anna,” he repeats, his eyes fixed on mine. “I’m sorry my memory seems to be failing me at the moment.”

      I push my lips together, trying not to laugh. “It’s okay. You were ah … a little distracted at the time,” I say, hoping my voice isn’t as teasing as I think it is. “It was the dinner event you had last October.” He still looks confused, so I add, “I’m a server at Drew’s restaurant.”

      Understanding dawns on his face, and a little smidge of embarrassment.

      “Well, it’s not exactly my restaurant,” Drew objects.

      “I knew what she meant,” Matt murmurs, looking at me curiously.

      “Great. Well. I’ll be making dinner,” Drew says shortly, heading out of the room.

      CJ’s eyes dart between Matt and me. “And I need to help him with … the food,” she adds lamely. “Be back.”

      Matt shoots her a dirty look as she passes. She gives him a sublime smile in return. I chuckle a little at the wordless sibling spat. It’s something I definitely have experience with, being one of four sisters.

      Once she’s gone, his gaze turns back to me. He gestures to the couch behind him. “Have a seat. Lord knows what they’re really up to. Might as well get comfortable.”

      I snort as I accept his offer, sinking into the comfy couch, still a respectable distance away, not sure exactly what to think of this guy yet beyond his being totally hot.

      “Oh, I know exactly what they’re up to,” I affirm. “Or I have theories, anyway.”

      He arches an eyebrow. “Do I want to hear them?”

      I grin. “Probably not. So, did I miss anything good at the housewarming party? Was there a raffle?” I sit up straight suddenly. “God, I didn’t miss cheesecake, did I?”

      Matt chuckles. “No, no cheesecake. Or raffle. Just a bunch of people I didn’t know ooh-ing and aah-ing over a thousand square feet of real estate.”

      He says it jokingly, but something about him is … sad?

      “Is it hard for you? I know you and CJ are really close. Twins and all.”

      “Wow, I think you’re the first person to ask me that,” he responds.

      I shrug. “You just seem upset.”

      His eyes narrow. “Why would you think that?”

      “Dunno. I just get feelings from people sometimes. My mom used to say I’m like a sponge for emotions,” I explain. “It’s probably just body language or something.”

      “Hm. Bet that comes in handy as a server.”

      And it shouldn’t, but something about the way he says it irritates me. “It’s a good job. Pays well. Even comes with some benefits,” I reply defensively.

      “I wasn’t criticizing,” he protests.

      “Weren’t you?” I challenge. “In any case, it’s fine. I get it. Most people don’t think of being a server as a particularly respectable job. But I work hard. And even though it’s not my endgame, it’s given me a lot of respect for people who can do this their whole lives. Because, you know, someone has to.”

      “So, what is your endgame then?”

      I lean forward slightly and look up into his coffee-colored eyes. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

      He leans forward in return. “That’s why I asked.”

      We stare at each other for a moment, and I swear I feel my skin tingle. A sly grin spreads across my face, and I sit back up.

      “Honestly, I’m not exactly sure. My degree is in psychology. That could go a lot of ways. I could be a social worker. I could be a counselor. I could work in human resources. I haven’t decided yet.”

      “Beautiful and smart. Well. You really do have a lot of options, don’t you?”

      I try not to blush at the compliment. Because I’m sure this guy is used to having an effect on women. Hell, he was with one of the hottest models in the country. I’m sure he’s used to having whatever he wants.

      “I do. But you still haven’t told me why you’re upset.”

      He laughs and shakes his head. “You’re just as bad as CJ. There’s no distracting you, is there?”

      “Not used to being challenged by a woman who’s not your sister?” I parry back.

      His expression goes blank, and my stomach twists. Shit. I went too far. Why do I always go too far?

      “Unfortunately, quite the opposite, actually,” he murmurs.

      And I feel it. The sadness. It seeps out of him with the distinct aura of a broken heart.

      I reach out and put my hand on his knee with a contrite expression. “I’m sorry, Matt. For whatever she did to you. Everybody deserves to be loved and respected. It’s hard when you think you had that and find out you didn’t.”

      “How did you —”

      “Dinner’s ready,” CJ calls, popping back around the corner.

      Matt and I both look up at her, and I quickly withdraw my hand from his knee.

      “Or I could go back in the kitchen and make it take a few more minutes?” she asks with a knowing smile.

      Matt shifts uncomfortably next to me, so I rise, sparing him the discomfort of continuing our conversation. “Nope. I’m starving. And if Drew’s cooking, I’m eating. Let’s do this.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE
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      It’s Sunday family dinner time, and I’m primed to check in with Matt about Anna. He very purposely dodged me after dinner last night, ducking out during dessert so we couldn’t talk privately afterward. I’m sure it was because he knew I was itching to find out exactly what I walked in on.

      “Goodness, baby girl, you are antsy today,” Aunt Meg comments as she slices the roast for dinner. “Finding it difficult to be away from Drew for an entire afternoon?” She gives me a teasing smile.

      I stick my tongue out at her. “No,” I snipe back. “We do both have lives, you know. And since he got yesterday off for the housewarming party, he had to work today. That’s not unusual.”

      She smirks as she spreads the vegetables from the pan around the meat. “So, what is it?”

      I tap my foot against the stool I’m sitting on. “I really shouldn’t —” I stop mid-sentence as I hear voices coming from the living room. Matt and Uncle Chuck. Matt has arrived. I shoot off the barstool. “Be back.”

      I can practically feel Aunt Meg’s bewildered look as I dart out of the kitchen, but I don’t really care. Matt looks up, and when he sees me, he sighs heavily.

      Uncle Chuck looks between us. “I’m going to go help in the kitchen,” he says uneasily. “You kids behave, okay?”

      I pull a face at him as he walks by, at which he chuckles.

      “Hey,” I greet Matt, sinking onto the couch next to him. “I wanted to talk to you last night, but you bolted.”

      Matt narrows his eyes at me. “And you didn’t take that as a hint that I’m not in the mood to talk?”

      “You can’t avoid me, dude. I’m your sister. So spill. What did I walk in on when you and Anna were talking yesterday?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he says, his expression unreadable. Even for me. But I’m not fooled.

      I cross my arms and level a look at him. Anna is a tiny blonde with big golden-brown doe eyes. In other words, she’s exactly Matt’s type, physically anyway. So I know he’s full of crap.

      “Don’t make me read you,” I threaten.

      He sticks out a hand. “Read away if you must. I’ve got nothing to hide. We were talking. That’s it.”

      I look down at his hand and back up at him. “Fine. Have it your way. But it didn’t seem like just talking.”

      “So what, now you can See things in present time?” He smirks.

      “You know, the first time I hung out with Anna, I thought about setting you two up. Though that was before I knew about you and Alyssa.”

      The smirk drops off Matt’s face. “Can you please not say her name?”

      “Don’t you want to know why I didn’t set you and Anna up?”

      “No, but you’re probably going to tell me anyway.”

      “Damn right I am. You’re selfish, Matt. Did you even like Al — the model?”

      He stares at me for a solid minute, his face still a mask. “Not really.”

      “Exactly,” I reply, already knowing he didn’t. “You don’t let anyone in. And Anna is good people. I didn’t want to see her hurt.”

      “Are you telling me to stay away from your friend?”

      I snort. “No. I know better, because you wouldn’t listen even if I did. I’m simply saying if I saw what I think I saw, take the lesson you just learned and try not to make the same boneheaded mistake.”

      “Wow, thanks for supporting me during this difficult time in my life, Sis. Really awesome having you in my corner,” he says sarcastically, rolling his eyes.

      “I’m looking out for your happiness just as much as hers, you know,” I assure him.

      Matt’s face falls, and he looks beyond tired. He scrubs his hand over his eyes. “Okay fine, all-seeing one,” he grumbles. “Where did I go wrong this time?”

      I yank on his arm so he has to look at me. “You didn’t listen to your own inner voice, dumbass. I know you just dated her because it made you feel good about yourself. Because of what other people think.”

      Matt cringes. “God, hearing it out loud is even worse.” He buries his face in his hands again. “I’m a horrible person.”

      I lean back on the couch with a sigh. “You’re not a horrible person. You’re actually one of the best people I know. You just need to not be afraid to let someone see that.”

      He drops his hands in his lap but continues to stare at them. “Maybe I don’t know how.”

      I smile. “Maybe you should practice.”

      He looks up and shoots me a glare. “With Anna?”

      I roll my eyes. “You could do worse.”

      He shakes his head. “I should probably just take a break from dating. It’s too soon. And work is busy right now. Plus, Valentine’s Day is coming up. You should never start dating someone right before Valentine’s Day.” He looks toward the kitchen like he’s waiting for Uncle Chuck to save him from this discussion.

      “That was three excuses,” I point out with a raised brow of suspicion. “Are you scared of Anna?” I try to sound like I’m teasing, but his expression says I hit a little too close to home.

      And now I know what I guessed happened between them was probably dead-on. It was just a glance. Just a notion. But it seemed like a connection. And knowing my brother, that’s enough to scare him off.

      Fake he can do. Realness? That requires being vulnerable.

      I reach out and wrap my hand over his, intending to reassure him. But a vision hits in a few brief flashes. Just moments. It doesn’t even pull me in. But it’s enough.

      Matt and Anna … are going to get married.

      Soon.

      I gasp and let go, sitting up straight in alarm.

      “What?” he asks suspiciously. “What did you See?”

      I shake my head. “You don’t want to know.”

      His eyebrows scrunch together. “Well, aren’t you all kinds of helpful today,” he grumbles.

      I press my lips together. I want to tell him, but I know I shouldn’t. This path is one he has to find on his own. So I simply shrug, resolving to say anything but the one word that’s resonating through me right now. The one word I know he both believes in wholly and runs from with every ounce of his strength.

      Fate.

      At the same time … that’s huge. Can I really keep something like that from him?

      Spook him or prepare him … it’s a tough choice. But it still feels like this isn’t the time. So I drop it, and we return to our normal Sunday dinner ritual. And I vow I will tell him … when it will actually help. He’s gone through enough lately, and he’s clearly not in the headspace for this. But maybe there’s something I can do to help with that.
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