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PROLOGUE
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The ripples of la Seine send shimmers of light reflecting over the dark depths, and I can't avert my eyes from the temptation to see, to know.

I try. With everything in me I try. For several footsteps I keep my face forward, my gaze following the lines in the cobblestone, my mind focused on the sound of my heels clicking against the stone street. The chill of fall forces me to pull my wool coat around my shoulders, to tighten my red scarf against the breeze caressing my skin as it brushes through my dark hair like cold, invisible fingers that send shivers up my spine.

This is my favorite time of day in Paris: twilight. Studying here for the past year has been a dream come true—a dream turned nightmare. As evening shadows dance with remnants of afternoon sun, the sky turns shades of purple and red. I never tire of it, of the vision of colors swirling together like one of Monet's paintings. As much as I love spending my days at the Sorbonne studying art, and my afternoons at the Louvre gazing at the greatest paintings in the world, nothing can compare to the masterpiece mother nature creates daily.

At least, that's how I used to feel. Until that night.

Nothing has been the same since that night.

An older couple passes me on the bridge, the woman smiling in my direction as she wishes me a good evening. She looks happy. Carefree. Her long dark hair falling down her back like waves. Her sundress dotted with red poppies. I try to smile back, but my face freezes in the effort, the weight in my heart too heavy to give the fake gesture much sincerity.

A teenage couple stands at the foot of the bridge kissing, laughing, whispering to each other. A businessman paces near them talking on his cell phone. All of the voices—French, English, Italian— blend together—into a music that becomes more sinister the longer I listen.

I stop walking and turn towards the water with pain and reluctance, but also with a compulsion that leaves little choice.

When I peer over the side of the bridge and into the murkiness, I see nothing unusual. I smile for the first time all day, a real smile, and almost laugh out loud at the relief that courses through me as the ball of anxiety that has been tightening in my chest slowly uncurls.

But my relief is short-lived.

At first it appears just a trick of light, something explainable by science. Anyone might see it if they tilted their head just so.

But I know it isn't the light, and that no one would be able to see what is about to show itself to me.

The form clarifies into an image so achingly familiar a bolt of pain shoots through my heart. It's me, but not. A reflection of the woman whose face I have shared since birth.

She smiles in that sad way that resonates so deeply, and I can't turn my head, can't look away, even knowing what's about to happen.

The smile fades on the beautiful elfin face, wide blue eyes almost too large, skin too pale, the color of porcelain.

No longer my own reflection, my twin stares back at me, her mouth twisting into something grotesque as the voices return in whispers that grow into screams. Celeste, save me. Help me. He's hurting me. Why won't you help me? It hurts. Celeste!

I cover my ears, but the voice doesn't live outside my head, and nothing can shut out the sound once it begins. Whimpering, scared, unable to face this ghost yet again—this mental madness brought on by loss and grief and an unfortunate spin of the genetic lottery— I run.

I run off the bridge, away from the cursed water, away from my own insanity. I've taken the pills, done the counseling, followed all the rules, but it hasn't gone away.

I know only one thing can stop it now.

As I stumble towards my flat, latching onto my keys, I feel someone watching me from the shadows, but when I turn to look, no one's there. Still, my skin prickles and the hair on my arms stand on end. I'm not alone.

But it doesn't matter.

Only one thing matters right now—quieting the voices once and for all.

For years, I hated my mother for what she did to find relief from her madness.

It wasn't until recently that I finally understood. That I finally felt compassion. That I finally realized this was the true curse of our family.

I've had the plan for weeks, ever since that night, but I never really thought I'd follow through with it. Tonight, I know I will. There is no more doubt. No more fear. Only a deep relief that soon it will all be over.

Once inside my flat, I don't bother kicking off my shoes or placing my keys on the hand-painted table under the mirror along the entryway. Instead, I drop everything on the floor as I make my way to the small bathroom adjacent to my bedroom. After weeks of anguish, my hopelessness propels me. I don’t stop moving toward the inevitable. There’s nothing else left to do anyway. I've already written the note. They will find it on my desk next to my laptop.

I don't bother taking off my white dress, though I do pull off my coat. I almost laugh at the absurdity that the moment before my death I would be worried about ruining my favorite—and most expensive—indulgence, my beautiful red wool coat.

But thinking about the coat keeps me from thinking about her. Or my mother. Did either of them feel this way before the end?

I take the razor blade I purchased just for this occasion, turn on my bath, and sink into the warm water. My red scarf floats around me like blood. How fitting, I think, as I place the silver blade against my left wrist.

I know how to cut, vertically not horizontally. I know which veins to hit to get the job done correctly. Living alone helps. No one will look for me until tomorrow when I don't show up for school.

I idly wonder who will come checking in. Probably Mike, from Art History. He's been asking me out for months and would want to be the first to ‘help’. But maybe Lacy will insist, knowing I don't fancy Mike at all. I actually hope it's Mike and not Lacy. I don't want my friend seeing me like this.

The slice doesn't hurt like I imagined it would. It almost feels good, like it's cutting into an illness and letting out the infection. As the blood flows into the water, covering my pale skin, staining my white dress, I imagine all the crazy bleeding away. Soon I'll be with my sister and my parents again.

Soon, I will be free of the madness that has taken the sanity—and lives—of every woman in my family for generations.

My eyes are closed, lost in dreams of death, when a stranger’s arms pull me out of the water. Heat tickles across my wet, chilled skin.

"You poor girl. There's hope for you yet." His voice is the last thing I hear before I fade into nothing.
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I wake with a sudden gasp, inhaling damp, chilled air that burns my throat. My fingers are cold as I bring them to my face, rubbing at my eyes. It doesn’t help against the blurriness. Blinking, I sit up, then wobble as the room spins around me. What time is it? Where am I?

In the muddled mess of my own thoughts, I struggle to remember the events that led me here.

Searching for a clue, I look down at the simple gown I’m wearing. It’s not familiar and is too baggy on my slender frame. Below the short hemline, my legs are tangled in a threadbare blanket draped across the cot I woke up on. Staring down at my own body, confusion turns quickly to fear. Nothing feels right about this. How did I get here?

I look up again, studying the room around me as the dizziness recedes and my vision finally begins to clear. The space comes into sharper focus. Concrete walls on three sides, and on the fourth—

I blink at the sight of iron bars.

A cell?

Panicked, I try to jump up, but the sudden movement sends me swaying and I ease back again.

“Careful now. The cocktail they gave you takes a bit to wear off.”

The voice is deep and gravelly with a distinct Australian accent. He speaks in almost a whisper, but in the strangeness of my surroundings, I cower against the wall as if he had shouted. Searching for the source of the voice, I give a quick jerk of my head left then right, but I don’t see anyone.

My heart pounds as I begin to wonder if I’m hearing imaginary voices. Again. Though they’ve never had an Australian accent before.

“No fast movements or you’ll cover yourself in piss in no time. Trust me, you’ll regret it.”

The voice is a little louder this time and sounds too close—too real—to be ignored.

I squint into the shadows beyond my own cell. At first, I see only a shape, but then two large green eyes come into focus, nearly glowing in the darkness and staring back at me from a cell across from my own.

“Who’s there?” I ask, but it comes out in a barely audible rasp. I cough, desperate for water, but there’s nothing in the cold cell, save the cot and single blanket.

“I’m Dean.”

I try to concentrate on the name he gives, or any sign of recognition it brings, but my thoughts are addled and empty.

“And you are?” he prompts.

In the near-darkness, I lick my dry, chapped lips.

“Celeste.”

For a split second, I’m relieved I actually recall my own name. Then my eyes catch on the bandage wrapped around my left wrist, and a pit forms in my stomach. The voices I heard at the river. That all-too familiar face. My desperate attempt to end my own life. As I begin to remember the rest, whispers echo within my mind.

He has you now.

There’s no escape.

“Where am I?” I ask, shutting out the voice in my head.

“You’re in hospital, mate,” the man named Dean says, and his words are followed quickly by a derisive snort.

“Don’t call it that,” says a second voice, and I stiffen.

“Is someone else there?” I ask.

But there’s only silence.

I begin to wonder if I’ve imagined him.

“That’s Declan,” Dean says finally. “My brother. The rude one.”

Another snort. “It’s not my fault you’re just too nice.”

Curious, I throw back the covers and stand. The room wobbles a bit, and there’s a shuffle inside the cell across from mine.

“Take it slow,” Dean warns, but I manage to walk to the bars and grab them for support.

They’re rough, rusted and peeling from age. The concrete floor is cold beneath my bare feet. Goosebumps raise along my arms and legs, and I shiver from the draft that comes from further down the darkened hallway.

Craning my neck, I try to see where the passage leads, but the shadows swallow it up, obscuring any sign of an exit.

“What is this place?” I ask, though I’m not sure knowing will bring any sense of relief or clarity.

In the cell across from my own, a figure steps out of the shadows.

He’s tall. Through the thin shirt he wears, it’s easy to make out broad shoulders, muscled arms, and a toned chest. His sharp jawline is stiff with a tension reflected in his gaze as he stares back at me.

My knees weaken underneath his scrutiny.

I tell myself my body’s reaction is a side effect of whatever drugs I was given—a cocktail, as he put it—but the truth is I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone more handsome. Or more intimidating.

From underneath a mop of messy brown hair, his emerald eyes rake me over, and I imagine him cataloguing me. Like he’s trying to figure out which box I fit into.

After a moment, he blinks, and his eyes soften.

“This is Le Rêve Asylum,” he says.

My eyes widen. “Asylum? But— How did I get here?”

“I imagine your story is much like the rest of ours,” he says. “You were given a drug, something to knock you out for the length of the journey, and then you were unceremoniously deposited here.”

“They can’t do that,” I say, indignation burning hot in my belly. “They didn’t have my permission to admit me.”

“They don’t need permission,” says the second voice, a sardonic lilt to his clipped words.

Footsteps sound, and another shape emerges from the shadowy depths of Dean’s cell. When a shaft of light falls over the second man’s face, I can only stare in surprise. They’re nearly identical—right down to the little tic in their jawline—and both are just as emotionally unreadable as they study me. But the second one, Declan, I assume, is bit leaner. His hair a tad longer, wilder. And his eyes, a slightly darker green than his twin’s, are also sharper.

More distrustful. And more calculating.

Instantly, I decide I was wrong before. I have met someone more intimidating than Dean.

“You’re twins,” I say finally, stating the obvious as I studiously ignore the way my clammy hands have started to slip against the bars. The way my left wrist throbs in pain as I clutch the metal more tightly.

What are two of the hottest guys I’ve ever seen—Australians at that—doing in a dungeon? For that matter, what am I doing in a dungeon? Even if I was involuntarily admitted for what happened in my flat... this isn’t the standard treatment for suicide attempts. Unless I actually succeeded and I’m in hell? That would make the most sense.

“Your perception is astounding,” Declan says dryly.

“Well, clearly you’re not identical in every way,” I toss back. I shoot Declan a saccharine smile. “Dean was right. You are the rude one, aren’t you?”

Dean laughs, and a thrill goes through me at the sound. Something about the pleasure in it feels nearly impossible in a place like this. And somehow that makes it all the more precious.

“I’m a realist,” Declan says stiffly, but his eyes are gleaming now. Whether it’s in playfulness or he’s plotting my death, I can’t quite tell yet.

“Okay, then. Give me the reality of my situation,” I tell him.

He tilts his head as if gauging whether I can actually handle it.

“All right. Here it is. You’ve been kidnapped. Snatched away from your former life. A life, I can only imagine, empty enough that no one will even miss you. At least not in any way that would cause problems for the people who took you. And now you’re property of Le Rêve; a body they can use to continue the torture they’re so good at. There’s no escape and no end date to your stay here. And if that’s not enough of a nightmare, these accommodations,” he gestures to the damp cells we’re standing in, “while uncomfortable, are nothing compared to what awaits you upstairs. But don’t bother with fear or grief or any of those petty emotions that inevitably lead to hope. Because there’s none of that to be had in a place like Le Rêve. There’s only the cold. And the dark. And the silence. This is your life now. Best to try and accept it. Denial only makes it worse.”

When he’s finished, I lick my lips, trying not to show how much his words have scared me. I know that’s what he’s waiting for. To watch me fall apart. But I refuse to give him the satisfaction.

“They really should hire you to write their PR,” I say, falling back on sarcasm. “You’ve got quite the sales pitch.”

Dean chuckles and Declan raises an eyebrow, then his gaze flicks to the bandage on my wrist.

His expression softens, and for a moment I can see the mask lift to reveal the vulnerability underneath. The pain there cuts deeper than any razor ever could, and I inhale sharply, blinking away instant tears at the brokenness I see in him.

Then, he blinks, and just like that, it’s gone.

“You tried to hurt yourself,” Dean says quietly.

I look at him, because it’s much easier than looking at Declan. And even if he is doing a terrible job of changing the subject, it’s better than the horror his twin described. 

“Yes.” The word isn’t much more than a whisper as I remember the desperation I felt. Instantly, I’m aware of the silence ringing in my ears and hope blooms inside me. Maybe the voices are gone now. Maybe I bled them away. Like a poison to be let.

“What about you?” I ask. “Did you—”

I look away, unable to bring myself to ask such an intimate question. But Dean shakes his head.

“No.”

“Then how did they—I mean, why did they bring you here?” I ask.

Dean doesn’t answer, but Declan makes a sound, and I look over to see his lips curl into a hardened sneer. His eyes glitter with something that makes me want to take a step back. 

He opens his mouth and utters a growl that rises from deep inside, a guttural sound that makes me wince. The air around him seems to crackle with a sudden energy that lifts the hairs on the back of my neck.

“Dec,” Dean warns, but he sounds more annoyed than afraid.

Declan snarls at him and drops to all fours.

I back away. Despite the bars separating us, fear laces its way up my spine. Declan’s expression contorts, pain and rage radiating in an energy that suggests he’s more than what he seems.

Everything slows as I watch a transformation that should be impossible. There’s a pop and crack of bone that makes me wince as Declan cries out—a human sound that turns fast to something much more animal.

My eyes close and when I open them again, Declan is gone.

A wolf with thick brown fur stands in his place.

“Is that—? Did he—?” I can’t make the words come.

“Yes,” is Dean’s quiet reply.

Declan turns to me, and I’m caught in the sharpness of his glowing-eyed gaze, still that deep green, still keenly intelligent and entirely disconcerting on the face of a wolf. For a long moment, I stare into their depths, positive if I look closely enough, I’ll discover the secrets he hides there.

But then he blinks and pulls back his lips, revealing sharp canines. He lets out a low growl that has Dean rolling his eyes.

“Brother, enough,” Dean says, and Declan snorts then turns away from me as he shifts back to a human form.

It all happens so fast, I wonder if I imagined it. But when he stands on two legs again, his clothes are gone. His powerful muscles flex as he shifts, catching the light to showcase just how impressive his physique is. As my gaze wanders down, my eyes widen and suddenly I feel like Little Red Riding Hood. My, what large...

I snap my head up, embarrassed at the direction of my thoughts, and see Declan looking at me knowingly, a cocky smirk curving his delicious lips.

“See something you like, love?” he asks.

My cheeks heat, and I look away.

“How did you do that?” I ask.

“Same way you do yours, I imagine.”

Confused, I steal a glance at him. “Same way I do my what?”

He shrugs as he saunters closer to the bars, cocky and confident. I have to force myself to keep my eyes trained on his face. “Magic.”

I blink, momentarily forgetting about the sexy, naked man-wolf standing three feet away. I look from Declan to Dean, who is watching me curiously.

“I don’t have magic,” I say, but even as I speak the words, something shifts in me, and a thousand years’ worth of family insanity washes over me in raised echoes.

She’s here.

This won’t end well.

You shouldn’t have come.

She’s more powerful than she knows.

Voices overlap, growing louder in my head until I press my hands to my ears in desperation. Even at the worst moments, I’d never heard so many of them before. Until now, I’d never heard anyone else but her.

“No,” I say to myself. To them. “I don’t want this.”

The voices cut off abruptly, leaving me alone in the silent prison of my own mind.

I open my eyes to find both of the guys watching me. Dean looks slightly worried, but Declan’s expression is too stoic to read.

“If you’re here, you have magic,” Declan says finally. “It’s that simple.” He sniffs the air and frowns. “You’re not a werewolf. And though you’re certainly pale enough to be a vampire, I can hear your heartbeat. Which makes you... a witch.”

My heart stammers in my chest, and I feel my sanity slipping a little. Am I hallucinating? Is any of this real? Am I in the middle of a really vivid nightmare? 

“I thought this was a mental hospital?” I ask, trying to sort through a tsunami of conflicting emotions.

Declan snorts. “There you go again with that word. Have you heard of a hospital that keeps its patients locked in a dungeon? Or one that tortures them?” When I don’t answer, he shakes his head. “You’re not entirely off base, though. This might not be a hospital... but the mental part is true enough.”

Something about his words grates on me, and I lift my chin, straightening. “I’m not crazy. And I don’t think you two are either.” It’s the first time since that night that I’ve defended my own sanity, and the truth of my words weigh heavily on me for reasons I can’t unpack right now.

If I’m not crazy, whose voices am I hearing in my mind?

“Of course not,” Dean says, but Declan cuts him off with a look that gives me chills, stepping close to the bars until his face is nearly pressed against them.

His eyes reflect a darkness I’ve never seen in anyone but myself.

“Didn’t you know?” he says. “We’re all a little mad here, and some of us are also dangerous.”
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The screeching sound of metal grinding against stone alerts me to someone coming, and the twins shrink into the shadows as Declan holds a finger over his lips to silence me.

What did he mean by dangerous? Did he mean him? Dean? Are there others here?

Footsteps trail the long hall, clipped and impatient, and a woman appears at my cell door. She's middle aged, with a tight bun high on her head, a web of lines dusting the edges of her hard, steel gray eyes, and a frown that looks permanently etched across her too-thin and overly pale face. "Good, you're awake," she says in a Germanic accent. "Come. The doctor does not like to be kept waiting."

Pulling a key out of her pocket, she unlocks my prison door and pulls it open. I step out tentatively, too nervous to say or do much else. When I don't move in the direction she wants fast enough, she puts a hand in the middle of my back and nudges me forward. "You do remember how to walk, ja?"

"Of course," I say with more sass than I mean to.

I hear one of the brothers chuckle from the darkness.

I'd lay money on Declan.

The woman sniffs. "The doctor does not like attitude from his patients," she says through clenched teeth.

"The doctor sounds like a real charmer," I say under my breath.

Another chuckle from the darkness, and the woman clucks her tongue disapprovingly. "I am Nurse Schmidt. You will follow the rules and mind yourself, or suffer the consequences."

I stop walking and turn to face her. "Listen up, Nurse Schmidt," I say with as much derision in my voice as I can muster. "I won't be here long enough to care about your rules. You've kidnapped me, unlawfully detained me, and kept me against my will. I'm a US citizen, and I'll be contacting the Embassy immediately for aid. So, save your spiel for someone who gives a flying fu—"

I'm absolutely not expecting the hard slap against my right cheek. The force of it jars me, and I hold my hand over my now-throbbing skin, trying to breathe through the pain. Her hand must be made of steel, because my face feels like it's just been hit by a damn crowbar.

I’ve only ever been hit in the face once before, and that was in sixth grade when Susie Larson thought I stole her school lunch. I didn’t. She left it at home. When she realized her mistake, she tearfully apologized. Turns out her grandfather died that week and she was having  a hard time. We became best friends after that, weirdly enough. But that didn’t hurt anything like this woman’s face hit does, and I worry my cheek bone might be fractured.

I hear a low, menacing growl from the twins' cell, and the nurse's face flinches in fear before returning to the stoic unemotional mask she wears. "There will be no back talk. And if you think the Embassy can help you, you have a lot to learn."

I like to imagine I'm a badass. At least I did before that day. Since then, I've been a shell of myself, walking through my own life like a shadow. But something about this woman, this place, this whole damn situation reignites the fire that once blazed in my soul. I'm ready to fight, and she's the only one close enough to engage. So. I. Engage.

When my fist lands on her cheekbone with a very satisfying crunch, she's definitely not expecting it.

Unfortunately, neither is my fist, which now feels as if it's been smashed by a mallet.

The woman, however, looks unfazed. Her neck didn't even snap to the side. There's no redness on her pale face. No evidence to show I just solidly clocked her with a right hook.

In fact, she smiles. It's a cold, heartless smile that pulls at her lips but leaves her eyes expressionless. "Are you finished?" she asks.

I don't know how to respond. This is...unnatural. But then, everything about this place is.

“Come,” she snaps.

When she begins walking down the darkened hall, I have a choice to make. Follow her, or return to my cell.

Neither option sounds appealing, but I choose to follow. At least it'll give me a better chance of figuring out where I am and how I can get the hell out of here.

“Be careful,” Dean whispers at my back as I walk away.

We pass other cells on our trek to the end of the passage.

It's hard to see anything through the shadows that linger, but I hear scraping coming from somewhere and it sends chills up my spine. "Are there other prisoners here?" I ask, my voice echoing in the silence.

"There are no prisoners at all," she says, not turning to look at me. "Our patients are well-cared for."

"Right. The cells really have that Club Med vibe."

The nurse doesn't respond, and I find my own bravado fading fast as we approach a tall rusted metal door with multiple locks.

I swallow against a dry throat and press my hand over my stomach as I realize I desperately need to use the bathroom.

She pries the door open and it leads immediately to a towering spider-web covered staircase. I climb the steps warily, trying to get a sense for where they lead, but there’s only smooth walls on either side. At least the rusty bars of the dungeon are gone.

As I wait for her to unlock the door at the top, I begin to wonder if I'm in some kind of purgatory. That I succeeded in taking my own life, and now I'm destined to spend the afterlife walking up cold staircases with a mean nurse whose only job is to lock and unlock doors.

Because surely I’m not actually a witch. And those sexy twins aren't actually werewolves. And I'm not actually being held in a dungeon posing as an asylum. That's all actually insane.

Right?

Despite the fact that I could use some real answers in the form of whatever help I can get, the voices in my head are silent now.

Nurse Slap-happy leads the way and I follow. I expect this door to lead us to another staircase to another door, but instead, I find myself walking down a perfectly normal looking hallway with hardwood floors and walls painted a calming teal and hung with innocuous paintings of nature. None of the art pieces catch my eye until we get to the end of the corridor and I see one that stands out from all the rest. It's a striking depiction of a snowstorm, and in the center is a wolf staring at the viewer with the fearless gaze of a predator.

The piece reminds me of Henri Fuseli's work, a study in expressionist landscape art, but with a distinct style all its own. I look more closely at the signature, but I don't recognize the artist's name. L Livingstone. I wrack my brain trying to pull up anything I might have read or heard about him or her. Thanks to my studies, I'm well versed in artists past and present, but that name doesn't jog any memories, which surprises me given the incredible skill and artistic vision.

Nurse Schmidt stops before a door to the left and raps her knuckles against it three times sharply.

"Come in," a deep, male, British voice says.

The nurse opens the door and gestures for me to enter. "Celeste D'LeLune here for her session."

I walk in, a nervousness gripping me.

The office is pretty standard. A desk, a bookshelf lined with medical and psychiatric books, a chair and a loveseat with a small side table. And more art by L Livingstone, each painting more striking than the next.

The man behind the desk is the most remarkable part of the room. He stands as I enter, and my breath hitches. He's absolutely beautiful, like an angel straight out of a Michelangelo.

His rich sepia-toned skin contrasts brilliantly with cobalt eyes that hold the depth of the ocean itself. His jaw is squared and chiseled, and his dark hair is short and stylishly messy. He's tall, lean, and fills out his suit with muscle that looks earned from more than just time in a gym. He taps his long, slender fingers against the desk and frowns when he looks at me. I resist the urge to fold my arms over my chest, very aware of the thinness of my gown.

"Nurse Schmidt, why is Miss D'LeLune's cheek bruising?"

The British accent is faint, a leftover from some time long past. His lips are set in a thin line as he stares down said nurse, waiting for her answer.

I turn my head to see her response and am morbidly pleased to see her defiance shrink into fear under his hard gaze.

"She back-talked me and needed to be taught a lesson."

The doctor walks around his desk, his eyes not wavering from hers as he stalks forward until he's inches from her. "That kind of behavior towards our patients will not be tolerated. Do you understand?"

Her eyes flick to the side, but her mouth hardens. "Dr. Musli—" she says, but he cuts her off.

"Dr. Musli is no longer here. I am in charge of these patients now, and what I say goes. Are we understood?"

She nods quickly and leaves the room, closing and locking the door on her way out.

I'm left alone with the doctor, who finally looks back to me, his face softening, his eyes taking in my disheveled state. "I apologize for all of this. You should have been given better treatment upon arrival.” His eyes flick to my gown. “Not to mention better clothing. Please, feel free to use my private bathroom and freshen up before our session begins. You’ll find an extra change of clothes inside."

He gestures to a door across the room, and I don't give it a second thought. I dash over and lock myself in. It's simple. A toilet, a shower, and a sink. Perched on the counter beside the sink is a pair of leggings and a thick sweater that’s way too big for me.

I use the toilet, sighing in relief as my bladder empties, then study myself in the mirror above the sink. My hair is a nest of tangles. My face is sallow and pale. My eyes have pronounced bags under them, and the doctor was right; thanks to Nurse Bitch, my cheek is beginning to bruise.

After dressing in the clothes provided, I splash cold water on my face and rinse out my mouth as best I can, then stare at the door that will lead me back to the doctor.

He seems nice, and it feels good to be out of that threadbare gown, but I know nothing about this place, and so I keep my guard up as I return to his office and take a seat across from him.

There's a glass of water and a cup of herbal tea waiting for me. I eye them suspiciously, worried about being drugged, but if I don't stay hydrated, I know I won't last long.

"Please, help yourself. You must be thirsty."

I take the water first and drink until the glass is empty. My head clears a bit, and my mouth and throat feel less desert-like. "Thank you," I say, though it's hard to express gratitude for anything in this hell.

But as I study the man before me, as I listen to his voice, I can't help but feel a familiarity. Have I met him before? I definitely feel like I would remember that.

"Miss D'LeLune, I'm Dr. Livingstone. Do you know why you've been brought here?"

"Livingstone?" I ask, surprised.

He nods.

"Are you related to the L Livingstone who painted those?" I ask, nodding to the wall.

His lips twitch into a small—almost shy—grin. "You could say that," he says. "I'm Logan Livingstone. The artist."

This is almost as much of a shock as my being here at all. Because the man before me can't be more than thirty—if that—and these paintings look at least 100 years old, based on the aged and weathered frame and canvas. "When did you paint them?" I ask.

"When I was younger," he says. "Is there a reason you're deflecting the questions onto me? I know it can be hard to talk about one’s own pain and trauma, but I promise you that I'm here to help."

"Is that why I woke up in a dungeon cell and am being held against my will? So you can help me?" I ask, using my words as whips.

He flinches at my tone. “Your stay with us will include accommodations of the simplest nature to ensure safety. Your shower time will have to be chaperoned, and you’ll have to earn the right to personal items like hairbrushes and shoes. These rules are reserved for patients who need some time alone to reflect on their choices. Or for those who are a danger to themselves and others."

"So the twins? Declan and Dean? Are they reflecting or a danger?" I ask.

"They aren't what we are here to discuss," he says.

"They may not be who you're here to discuss, but I don't have any intention of sharing my personal life with a stranger who aided, or at least is abetting, in my kidnapping." I lean back and cross my arms over my chest.

"How do you think you got here?" he asks.

"I just told you, I was kidnapped."

Dr. Livingstone leans forward, his ocean eyes studying me intently. "Do you not remember, Miss D'LeLune?"

"Just Celeste," I say. "And remember what?"

"You called us. Just before you got home and attempted to take your own life, you called our hotline number and told us what you were about to do. You asked us for help. I got the call and came myself, only to find you bleeding out in the bathtub."

Vaguely, I recall a male voice reassuring me as I was pulled from the bloody water. But that doesn't explain the rest.

"I brought you here to save you from yourself."

I narrow my eyes at him, my heart thudding aggressively against my ribs and a headache forming behind my eyes. His words don’t make sense. I didn't call anyone that night. I remember it clearly. The visions. The plan. The feel of the blade against my skin.

"You're lying," I say. "I didn't call you. I didn’t call anyone."

He gives me the look of one who feels sorrow for someone crazy, and it pisses me off.

Until he pulls out his cell phone and hits play. I hear what sounds like my own voice coming out of the speaker.

"Help. Someone help me. My name is Celeste, and I'm about to hurt myself. Stop me before it's too late."

He pauses the recording and waits for me to say something.

Only no words come, because I never made that call, but I know whose voice that is.

It sounds like me. And if you didn't know the difference, you'd think it was me.

But it's not my voice.

That voice belongs to my sister.

My twin sister who died six months ago.

Estelle.
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Chapter 3
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When I still refuse to respond to his question about the phone call, Dr. Livingstone tucks his cell back into his pocket and leans back, studying me.

“Why don’t we start with the basics,” he says. “Where did you grow up?”

I hesitate, wondering if I should answer anything he asks. But I know if I don’t cooperate at least to a degree, it won’t go well for me here. Nurse Schmidt already delivered that message.

“California,” I finally say, conceding to this game reluctantly. “But I’m guessing that thick file you’re carrying on me already told you that.” I nod at the manila folder lying on the desk behind him.

His smile is fast and reveals rows of straight white teeth that make him somehow both handsome and terrifying, all at the same time. Before I can begin to fathom what exactly scares me about such an attractive smile, it’s gone, along with the predatory glint.

“All right. According to the file, you’re an art student studying in Paris. Your father was American. Killed in a car accident twelve years ago. Your mother was French. She committed suicide ten years ago after a lifetime of mental health struggles. Before that, she was a painter. Explains your interest in art and what you’re doing at the Sorbonne. The family history could also explain your own treatment these last few months. Care to fill in the rest of the blanks yourself?”

I’m
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