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      I opened my eyes to an unfamiliar world.  Ominous dark clouds drifted slowly across a bleak, gray sky.  An eerie landscape of barren trees surrounded me.

      Where was I?

      The ground beneath me was hard and uncomfortable, covered sparsely by coarse, dry grass.  I sat up, giving my aching back immediate relief.  Standing up did the same for my sore butt.  Why had I been lying on the ground?  Had I passed out?

      My head did feel a little fuzzy, but there were no bumps on it as far as I could tell after running my hands over it to check for injuries.  I discovered that my hair was thick and silky, which seemed like a good combination.  It hung past my shoulders and was a rich, chocolate brown.

      Wait, why hadn’t I known that already?  And what about my eyes?  Surely, I knew the color of my own eyes.  But I didn’t.  And I didn’t know what my face looked like either.

      Nor my name, or anything about myself.

      Panic made it hard to concentrate as I tried to recall anything at all about my life.  I didn’t know who I was or where I lived.  How was I going to find my way home if I couldn’t remember where it was?

      Calm down, I told myself.  Somebody would find me.  If I wasn’t home when I was supposed to be, then my family would come looking for me.  They’d call the police if they had to.

      But did I have a family?  Why didn’t I remember them?  What if I was alone in the world?

      It certainly felt that way.  There wasn’t another person around anywhere.  I realized how still and silent everything was.  No sounds of life—no car engines or voices.  That didn’t give me hope that there was a road nearby or a neighborhood with people.

      Yet, shouldn’t I at least hear birds or small animals scurrying around?  There wasn’t even the rustle of the wind.  For a moment, I worried that I might be deaf, but clearing my throat produced a sound I could hear.  So, that wasn’t the problem.  It was just dead air around me.

      My heart seized in fear.  Was I dead?  Was this desolate place hell?  But where were the demons?  I glanced around in terror, expecting them to appear at any moment.

      When that didn’t happen, I came up with another explanation.  Maybe I was in purgatory, some place between heaven and hell.  But why was I here?  What had I done to end up here alone?

      Stop, I told myself.  You don’t know anything yet.

      That was true.  I couldn’t allow myself to assume anything.  There was no reason to think that I was dead.  At least, not yet.  What I needed to do was stick to what I knew—which was not much.

      I snapped my fingers as I realized something.  I had amnesia.  That was a fact, and not a guess.  I couldn’t remember anything, so I had amnesia.

      That made me feel better, because I thought it was unlikely I’d have amnesia if I had died.  Wasn’t the afterlife all about being rewarded for everything you’d done right, and paying for everything you’d done wrong?  Part of that would have to be remembering what’d you’d done.

      I liked this—coming to conclusions like a detective putting together clues.  It gave me hope and helped me form a plan.  I’d go in search of help, taking note of everything around me as I went so that I could describe my location to the police if I found a phone.

      That spurred me to check my pockets, in case I had one on me.  No such luck.  Not only would it have been a way to call for help, but it would have given me information about the people in my life.  I’d at least have known their names.

      With a final look around me to make sure I hadn’t dropped my phone on the ground, I spotted something strange.  There was now a section of thick green grass beneath my feet.  It spread out from me in a small circle surrounded by the dry, sparse grass I’d noticed before.  Had that been there when I woke up?  It stood out in such vibrant contrast to the drab colors around it that it was hard to believe I’d failed to see it.  Yet what other explanation could there be?  It hadn’t magically grown in the few minutes I’d been standing there.

      I gave up trying to figure it out and turned my attention to which direction I should go.  There was a path nearby, which was helpful but still left me debating about which way was best.  I couldn’t stand here debating about it forever, so I chose randomly and started walking.  As long as I stayed on the path, I shouldn’t get lost.  Which was a funny thought, since I didn’t know where I was to begin with.

      But a path meant people, right?  I encountered no one as I followed the winding trail through the woods of barren trees with spindly branches reaching eerily up toward the gloomy sky.  Finally, they gave way to an open field of dry, yellow grass.  But what really caught my attention was the house.  It was about thirty feet away from me, and it was three stories high.  The top story had a tower room, and the bottom story had a porch that ran along the side.  And the entire structure was gray.  Gray!

      Didn’t the washed-out surroundings lack color already?  Why would these people choose to paint their house gray amidst such a drab landscape?  Well, the only thing that mattered was if they had a phone I could use.

      I trudged across the field in my white socks.  Yes, I had no shoes on, which added to the weirdness of this whole thing.  Had I left wherever I had been so fast that I hadn’t had time to put on my shoes?  Or had I been kidnapped?

      That possibility hadn’t occurred to me before, but now that it had, I looked warily at the house.  What if my kidnapper lived there?  What if I was walking into a trap?

      On the other hand, why would my kidnapper leave me asleep in the woods?  I had been completely defenseless in that state.  But instead of being locked up, I’d been left free to wander anywhere I wanted and find help.  No, the kidnapping scenario didn’t fit my situation.

      Feeling a bit more emboldened, I quickened my steps toward the house.  As I neared it, I saw that I had to go around to the porch side to get to the door.  The side facing me was all connected to the tower, and there were apparently tower rooms stacked on top of each other, so that each floor had one.  I ignored the urge to explore such a cool structure and reminded myself that I was here in search of help.

      Going around to the porch side, which was obviously the front entrance, I climbed up the stairs and knocked on the door.  I waited and then knocked again, louder this time.  When nobody answered, I pounded on the door and shouted, “Hello?  Is anyone there?  I need help!”

      No response.  Desperate, I turned the doorknob and pushed—and the door opened.  It was unlocked!  I cautiously peered inside and saw an empty entryway, seemingly faded of color just like everything else I’d seen since I woke up—except for the small patch of vibrant green grass I’d been standing on in the woods.

      “Hello?” I called into the house.  “Is anyone home?”

      There was no answer, so I walked inside.  I had to find a phone.  If someone called the police on me for trespassing, it would be a relief at this point.  The isolation was starting to get to me.

      Yet there were no angry homeowners demanding to know what I was doing in their house.  There was also no phone on the first floor.  I hesitated at the bottom of the stairs, knowing that going upstairs would really be an invasion of privacy.  That was where the bedrooms likely were.  It was where people kept their personal belongings and things they didn’t want to display to visitors.

      It was also where someone might have forgotten their cell phone in the morning rush to get to work or school.  That was probably wishful thinking, but I couldn’t overlook the possibility.

      I couldn’t quite get myself to call out and announce my presence before I started up the faded wooden staircase.  I was spooked by the silence and the abandoned feel of the place.  But I noted that there was no dust on anything, so someone must live here.

      The hallway at the top of the stairs led to three bedrooms and a bathroom, none of which contained a phone.  Neither did the library, which was the turret room on this floor.  I gazed at it in delight, thinking that it would be the perfect place to read with the light spilling in from the semi-circle of long windows surrounding the seating area.  If only it was a brighter day.

      That thought roused me from my pleasant interlude.  How much time did I have before night fell?  I hadn’t seen a clock anywhere, which was weird.  But maybe the people who lived here used their cell phones to tell time.  They would have to, because there were no appliances displaying the time either.  The kitchen stove was basic, with no digital display or buttons.  There was no microwave, and I had seen no TVs anywhere and no game consoles.  Maybe the family who lived here was Amish.

      Yet that didn’t fit either, because there were light switches in all the rooms.  I flipped one, and the electric light came on in the library.  I turned it off and continued on with my exploration by going upstairs to the third floor.  Up here was the tower bedroom I wanted for myself.

      The bed faced the windows, exactly as I would have placed it to enjoy the view.  If there had been a better view.  I drifted toward it to look out at the spooky world outside.  From up here, I could see the barren trees I had come from stretching out into the distance.  They really looked creepy from this perspective, and I was glad I had found my way out of them.  Especially before dark.

      Movement at the edge of my vision caught my eye, and I stared at the man riding a black horse through the field.  He was approaching the house.

      A person!  There was a person coming here.

      I sprinted out of the room and down the stairs in my haste to catch him before he left.  Yanking open the door, I dashed out onto the porch just as he dismounted from the horse.

      “Hazel, you’re okay!” he exclaimed.  “I wasn’t sure if you’d ever recover.  I can’t believe you risked your life for him!”

      “Uh, do you know me?” I asked.

      It was a stupid question, since he apparently did.  But I was having a hard time following what he was saying and needed him to slow down.  I’d rushed out here to ask him for help, expecting him to be a stranger.  Which he still was to me, because seeing him hadn’t jogged my memory at all.  Nothing about him was familiar to me.

      I wondered how I could forget a face like that.  He was the best-looking guy I’d ever seen in my life.  Of course, I didn’t actually know that, but I couldn’t imagine anyone looking better than him.  Not even with the frown he now wore.

      “You don’t remember me?”

      “Don’t be offended.  I don’t remember me either,” I told him.  “Or anything else.  I have no idea who I am.  But you said my name is Hazel?”  I turned it over in my mind, trying to decide if I liked it.

      His dark eyes narrowed on me.  “If you don’t remember anything, then how did you conjure this house?”

      “I…what?” I asked in bewilderment.

      He gestured behind me.  “That house, Hazel.  You thought I wouldn’t know it didn’t exist before?  I know every inch of this place.  This is my world.”

      I stared at him, my stomach sinking with dread.  This guy wasn’t going to help me.  He was crazy, and I was here alone with him.  Did he even know me?  I now doubted everything he’d said, and I had a bad feeling that I was in real danger.
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      I backed up slowly, never taking my eyes off him.  If he made any sudden movements, I’d dash into the house.  Luckily, I’d left the door open in my hurry to run out here and talk to him.  I hoped that I could get inside before he made it up the porch steps.  Then I would lock him out and grab something to use as a weapon if he somehow managed to break in.

      “I’m not going to hurt you,” he said, sounding exasperated.  “It’s not my fault you jumped in front of him.  You did that to yourself.”

      I had reached the doorway, while he hadn’t moved from where he stood.  There was no way he could get up here in time to stop me from fleeing into the house.  Just as I was about to launch myself inside, I saw someone materialize beside him.

      I blinked, but the person was still there—when no one had been there a second before.

      “Hazel!  Are you okay?”

      It was the exact same person, except he was wearing different clothes.  The one I had been talking to had on black pants and boots with a black button-down shirt, but several buttons were left undone, exposing his throat and some of his chest.  It was a mix of formal and untamed.

      The one who had just appeared was dressed in jeans and a white t-shirt with what looked like brand-new sneakers on his feet.  He gazed at me with a concerned expression, and I immediately felt drawn to him.

      But he had appeared out of thin air!

      The first one sneered at him.  “What are you doing here?  Get out before I end your miserable life right now.”

      The second one was still focused on me.  “Don’t worry, Hazel.  He can’t keep you here.  I’ll help you get back.”

      I forgot my caution and hurried forward eagerly.  “Do you know where I live?  If you could tell the address to the police, that would be great.  They should be here any minute,” I lied, casting a quick glance at the first guy.

      He snorted.  “There are no police here, unless you conjured them too.”

      The second guy studied me with a puzzled expression.  “You don’t know your address?”

      “I don’t know anything,” I told him, my frustration bubbling over.  “I don’t even know if I’m hallucinating you, because how could you just appear out of nowhere like that?  But I don’t care.  Even if I am imagining you, I need you to tell me who I am and where I live.  I just need some answers!”

      “You have amnesia?” he asked.

      “So she claims,” the other one said.  “Yet she apparently didn’t forget how to use her abilities.”

      His twin continued to ignore him.  “Your name is Hazel Guthrie, and you live in Salem, Massachusetts.”

      None of that sounded familiar, but it was nice to get some information about myself anyway.  “Who are you?” I questioned.  “How do you know me?”

      “I’m Devon Culver, and I know you from school.  We go to the same school and are in a couple of classes together.”

      “High school,” I guessed, assessing his age.

      “Yes,” he confirmed.

      “What a touching reunion,” the other guy said sarcastically.  “But you might want to get your beloved out of here before she’s ripped to shreds.”

      Devon ran up the steps and threw himself in front of me, facing off against his twin.  “You’re not going to lay a finger on her.  You take one step toward her, and I’ll kill you!”

      His doppelganger gave him a deadpan look.  “I’m not going to hurt her, you idiot.  But there are some nasty things here that come out at night.”

      I leaned to the side so I could see past Devon and look at him.  “Who are you?”

      His gaze shifted to me and turned thoughtful.  “It seems I was mistaken.  You apparently do have amnesia.  I suppose it’s not surprising, given that your foolish heroics put you in a coma.  You’re fortunate to have survived at all.”

      I gaped at him, taking a full step to the side so that I was out from the protection of Devon’s body.  “I was in a coma?”

      “You still are,” Devon said, half-turning to look at me.  “That asshole’s right about one thing: you need to get back and wake up.”

      I stared at him.  “Are you crazy too?  How can I be standing here talking to you if I’m in a coma?”

      “He’s not crazy,” the other guy said.  “He’s a pathetic waste of space, but not crazy.”  He cast a glance at him.  “Oh, by the way, how does it feel to walk again?”

      Devon froze and looked down at his legs, slowly looking up again with a thunderstruck expression on his face.

      His twin regarded him with grudging approval.  “You were so busy saving Hazel that you didn’t notice.  I suppose you can give yourself a pat on the back for returning the favor and leaping in front of her—now that you can leap.”

      “I’m healed?” Devon asked in wonder.

      His mirror image laughed.  “Sure.  Go back to your body and get up.”

      Disappointment replaced the amazed look on Devon’s face.  “It’s only while I’m here.”

      “What are you guys talking about?” I demanded in exasperation.  “I don’t understand your twin language, so explain everything to me so I can know what the hell is going on.”

      “He is not my twin!” Devon exclaimed.

      I glanced back and forth between them, double checking that they looked identical.  “Then who is he?”

      A smirk formed on the guy’s lips before he answered.  “My name is Braxton.”

      Devon was down the porch steps in a flash and in his face.  “Don’t you dare speak my brother’s name, you evil asshole.  You’re not worthy to even say his name.”

      Unperturbed, his doppelganger remarked, “It seems that Hazel isn’t the only one suffering from memory loss.  You’ve obviously forgotten some things about your brother if you’ve put him on a pedestal.  I know it isn’t polite to speak ill of the dead, but⁠—”

      “Shut up!” Devon shouted.  “Shut your fucking mouth!”

      The other guy grinned.  “Touchy subject.  But he was the one who found the grimoire, so you have that to thank him for.”

      He sidestepped Devon and focused his attention on me.  “Okay, then.  As flattered as I was to know that you called me Sexy Devon in your mind, I think it would hurt Devon’s fragile feelings to hear you call me that out loud.  So, I’ll pick another name that suits me—Lucius.”

      Devon snorted.  “More like Lucifer.”

      “Why are you picking a random name?” I asked.  “What’s your real name?”

      “It’s not random,” he told me.  “It was my ancestor’s name, Lucius Culver, and it’s been my name my entire life.”

      “You mean five years?” Devon said derisively.

      “I’ve accomplished more in those five years than you have,” Lucius shot back.

      “Oh yeah?  Like what?  Tricking Hazel into feeling sorry for you?”

      “She actually does feel sorry for you, so you’ve got me there.  I had to pretend to be pathetic for her to feel sorry for me,” Lucius taunted back.

      “Hey, guys,” I interrupted, because something beyond them had caught my attention.  “What is that?”

      Lucius turned to look behind him at what I was pointing at.

      Darkness was creeping in over the trees.  The light wasn’t fading into darkness like normal when night was approaching.  Instead, the darkness was already there, and it was spreading over the land like a shadow, engulfing everything in its path.  My heart pounded in fear as it slowly crept toward us.

      Lucius sprinted up the porch steps, and I thought he was going to take shelter in the house with us.  Before I knew what was happening, he’d scooped me up and ran back down with me.

      “Hey!” Devon protested and hurried after us.

      But Lucius had already hefted me onto his horse and hopped up behind me.  I screeched and held on to the raised part of the saddle, shoving my feet into the stirrups so I wouldn’t fall off—effectively helping him kidnap me as we galloped away.  Devon just missed us as we took off.

      Despite the fact that Lucius had ambushed me, I felt the urgency of our escape.  “What about Devon?  We need to help him!”

      “Your house might protect him.”

      “Might?  What if it doesn’t?  We have to go back for him,” I insisted.

      “Nobody told him to come here in the first place.  He’s on his own, just like I was.  My only concern is keeping you safe.”

      I was glad that my safety was a priority for him, but I hated that he didn’t care about Devon being in danger.  “What’s going to happen to him?  What’s out there?”

      “Out here,” he said and banded his arm across my waist in a tight hold as he urged the horse into a breakneck speed.

      We raced over the flat, barren ground like the hounds of hell were on our heels.  My heart pounded as fast as the horse’s hooves as terror stole my breath.  His solid body pressed against mine, but we were out in the open.  Could he protect me from whatever lurked in the darkness?  I shuddered as I recalled his words about being ripped to shreds.

      “You’re safe with me,” he spoke into my ear.  “No matter what happens, you’re safe with me.  Don’t try to run away.”

      I hoped that I wouldn’t.  I wanted to be brave and defend him if he was overpowered by the thing in the dark.  But I would probably run away screaming.

      “You’re safe with me,” he repeated.  “No matter what it looks like, you’re safe with me.”

      That had me imagining a hideous monster.  On some level, I knew that monsters weren’t supposed to exist.  Even with my amnesia, I knew that much.  But darkness wasn’t supposed to creep over the land like that either.  I didn’t dare look back to see if it was catching up to us.

      What would happen when it did?  We couldn’t outrun it forever.  It would eventually reach us.

      My fear intensified when I spotted a wall of fog in front of us.  It stood there like a dividing line between the faded light on this side and the dense, impenetrable gray that hid the unknown on the other side.  It was just as unnatural as the creeping dark behind us.  What was waiting for us in there?

      “Lucius,” I said urgently as we sped toward it.  I wasn’t sure what I was warning him about, because we clearly had nowhere else to go.

      “We’re almost there,” he said.

      That reassured me that the fog wasn’t a danger, but I still braced myself as we crossed into it.  Despite how solid it had looked, we went through it like it wasn’t even there.  On this side, it was like ordinary fog.

      Lucius slowed the horse to a trot, and my fear spiked again.  Seeming to sense this, he said, “It’s okay.  We’re safe now.”

      “You’re saying the wall of fog can keep it out?” I asked dubiously.

      “It’s protected.  Nothing can get through unless I let it.”

      That sounded about as believable as me conjuring a house, but I’d seen several unbelievable things—including Devon appearing out of thin air.  So, I kept my doubts to myself and hoped that he was right about us being safe.

      I could barely see a few feet in front of us, but it was more of the same flat, barren landscape.  At least it was easy for the horse to travel over, but I wondered how long it could keep going before it got tired.  Maybe we should stop and give it a break now that we were supposedly safe.

      I gasped as a castle came into view before us.  A castle!

      It was massive, with towers and turrets, and even a drawbridge though there was no moat to cross.  The horse’s hooves clattered on the wood planks as we trotted over it.  The gate opened as if by magic as we approached, and we entered a courtyard and halted.

      Lucius dismounted and reached up to help me down.  I stood on shaky legs and stared at him.  “You live in a castle?”

      He smirked, dropping his serious expression for the first time.  “I had to make do until I could take my rightful place as the heir to the Culver fortune.”

      “But you’re already rich if you have a castle!  Are you some kind of prince?  And what country is…”

      I trailed off as something struck me.  “Wait, isn’t Devon’s last name Culver?  Are you guys related?  He said you’re not his twin, but are you cousins?”

      Could cousins look exactly the same?  Maybe there were subtle differences that I hadn’t noticed in my state of confusion and fear.

      His smirk now seemed to be suppressing a laugh.  “Cousins, yes.”

      Unsure if I believed his answer, I accepted it for now.  “I really hope he’s okay.”

      His expression soured.  “Your amnesia hasn’t cured you of your obsession with him.  What will it take for you to come to your senses?”

      “I’m not obsessed, I’m worried,” I argued.  “Like any normal person would be.  The question is, why aren’t you?  Don’t you care if he gets hurt?  He’s your cousin.  You should be even more worried about him than I am!”

      “He’ll be fine,” he said impatiently.  “Come inside and get some rest.”

      He began to stride toward the castle, but I quickly called out, “What about your horse?  Shouldn’t he be in a stable?”

      Halting in his tracks, he turned and strode to the horse, who was still standing patiently in the same spot.

      “What’s his name?” I asked, admiring the beautiful creature.

      “Diablo.”

      I frowned as I watched him unfasten the saddle.  “That sounds familiar.”

      “It means devil in Spanish,” he said.

      My frown deepened.  “Why would you give him a name like that?  I would have called him Midnight.”

      He gave me a sharp look.  “Are you sure you don’t remember anything?”

      I perked up at that, hoping that I had subconsciously remembered something.  “Why?  Do I have a horse named Midnight?”

      His expression lost its hard edge.  “No.  I suppose it’s a common name for a black horse.  It’s not surprising you would choose it.”

      He dropped the saddle on the ground, and Diablo circled around us and took off at a sprint in the direction we had come from.  My anxiety spiked as his hooves clattered over the drawbridge.

      “Stop him,” I pleaded.  “He’s going back out there!”

      “Yes,” Lucius confirmed to my horror.  “He wants to run free.”

      “But it’ll get him!”  I still didn’t know what it was, but I knew it was bad.

      “No, it won’t.  He belongs out there.”

      “What are you talking about?” I questioned.  “You said we were in danger out there.  Don’t you care what happens to your horse?  And what about food and water for him?  There’s nothing out there except dry grass.”

      “No, I said you were in danger out there.  Nothing out there can harm me anymore.  And Diablo has always been a part of the darkness.  He serves me because I mastered him, but I let him be wild and free the rest of the time.  As for food and water, he needs none.  But you do.  Come with me,” he said and pivoted, striding off.

      “Of course, he needs food and water,” I argued, hurrying after him.

      But he ignored my complaints, even as he held the wooden door open behind him so I could follow him into the castle.  He clomped across the stone floor in his boots, drowning out the sound of my footsteps as I walked in my socks.  I wondered again why I had no shoes on.

      My eyes wandered over the dim entry hall, lit only by an ornate standing candelabra and several smaller ones ensconced along the walls.  On the left, a wide staircase curved up out of sight, while a hallway up ahead led deeper into the castle.  We went that way and entered a huge dining hall with a long table that reminded me of a scene from the first Harry Potter movie.

      Except that we were the only ones here.  There were no other people here to greet us.  Yet there was a feast set out at the head of the table, covered by silver serving lids—but no servants.

      How had they known to expect us and when to prepare the meal?  I hadn’t seen Lucius call anyone since he’d been in my presence.  Had he just assumed before he left that I’d be coming back with him?

      There were two place settings set out, so he had to have been expecting another person to join him.  How had he known that I would?  And where was his family?

      “Where is everyone?”

      He pulled out a chair and gestured for me to take it.  “Milady.”

      I played along as I sat down, because he was being so charming and polite—and we were in a castle!  “Thank you, Milord.”

      His smile brightened his dark eyes as he gazed down at me, and it made him even more attractive.  “You’ll have fine dresses to wear,” he told me.  “And jewels to adorn your beauty.”

      His lovely words only made me aware of how much I didn’t fit into this setting.  I was dressed in a t-shirt and sweatpants like I was supposed to be lounging around the house—not dining in a castle.  And I was sure that my socks were dirty from walking around outside in them.  Attired to meet royalty I was not.

      “Where is everyone?” I asked again.

      The smile slipped off his handsome face.  “There’s no one else here.”

      I glanced at the covered dishes on the table.  “You mean they all went home?”  My gaze shifted back to him, and my stomach sank at the hard expression he now directed at me.

      “I mean I’ve all you’ve got, so you better learn to appreciate it.  This is my world, and I am lord and master here.  Don’t look for anyone else, because there is no one.  Your precious Devon is probably gone by now too, so you’re alone with me.”
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      I awoke in my comfortable bed, thinking that it had all been a dream.  A hot guy who appeared out of thin air, creeping darkness, and castles.  Of course it hadn’t been real.

      But when I opened my eyes, I saw that I was in a room with stone walls and arched windows showing a gray world outside.  Thick, ornate columns supported the wooden canopy above me.  I slipped out of the bed fit for royalty and gazed up at the candelabra chandelier hanging from the ceiling.

      There was no denying that I was still in the castle, and that it hadn’t been a dream.  Which meant that I was alone here with Lucius.

      But that couldn’t be true.  He couldn’t take care of a place this big all by himself.  I glanced around and saw that there was no dust on the armoire and no cobwebs on the chandelier.  He must have maids who cleaned these rooms, even if they didn’t live here.  Someone had to have cooked and set out the meal I had been too upset to eat last night.

      Had it been night?  The foggy view out the window was the same now as it had been before I went to sleep.  Surely night had fallen at some point.  I could tell that I had slept for many hours, because I was so well rested.

      I glanced at the bed and froze.  The vivid purple comforter stood out from the brown wood of the frame.  Except it had been white when I had pulled it aside to get beneath it and lay down on the sheets, which were also white.  But they were now purple too.

      I would have suspected Lucius of sneaking in here and switching the comforter to mess with me, but he couldn’t have switched out the sheets without waking me up.  Not unless he’d drugged me.  That would have been impossible for him to do since I hadn’t eaten or drank anything he had offered me.  I’d only had water from the faucet in the bathroom.

      It had been a relief to see that the castle had indoor plumbing.  I’d read a few historical romances, and I sure didn’t want to go to the bathroom in a chamber pot.  And it was nice to have my own private bathroom.  I wondered if I had that at home.  My memory still hadn’t returned, and I felt really lost without it.

      But how could I remember books I’d read when I couldn’t remember my life?  How did I know what a chamber pot was but not where I lived?  I knew about modern conveniences but no personal details about myself.  It was bizarre, and so was this entire situation.

      I went into the bathroom, making sure to lock the door behind me.  I didn’t trust Lucius to respect my privacy.  He had to have somehow changed the bedding while I slept.  What other explanation could there be?  It hadn’t magically transformed into a different color.

      I looked around the bathroom and spotted the towel right away.  It was the one I had used to dry my hands after I washed them.  It had been brown then.  It was now purple.  All the folded towels were still the same drab brown as this one had previously been.

      What kind of game was Lucius playing?  Why would he come in here and switch out one towel?

      I took note that everything else was the same.  A brown towel hung neatly over the white, claw foot tub.  The white basin sink rested atop a wooden platform, with pipes running beneath it into the stone floor.

      My eyes moved up to the mirror on the wall and held on my image.  I’d studied my features last night, seeing that my eyes were brown and that my face was a girl next door kind of pretty.  I wasn’t a stunning beauty, but I wasn’t bad either.

      That wasn’t what held my attention now.  It was what I could see of the nightgown I was wearing.  It had been laid out on the bed when Lucius had brought me to the room.  And it had been white like the comforter beneath it.  Now it was a pale pink.

      I looked down at myself to confirm the color, and anger began to boil within me.

      How dare he!

      My face burned with the heat of humiliation as I thought about him undressing me.  All I had on beneath this were my bra and panties.  So, he’d seen me practically naked.

      I fumed as I used the toilet and washed my hands.  Ignoring the purple towel out of spite, I grabbed one of the folded brown towels to dry my hands.  I saw in the mirror that my hair was sleep mussed, but I didn’t care.  I wasn’t trying to look pretty for that creep.  Which was also why I changed back into my sweatpants and t-shirt rather than putting on one of the dresses he had shown me were in the armoire.

      I flung the bedroom door open and marched out into the hallway, only to be stopped short by the sight of Lucius walking toward me.

      “Good, you’re awake,” he said.  “Breakfast is ready.”

      Humiliation and rage warred within me as I gave him a death stare.  “How dare you touch me!”  My voice came out shaky, and I was mortified that I sounded like I was about to cry.

      He halted and regarded me with annoyance.  “I grabbed you to keep you from being ripped apart.  I didn’t have time to ask you politely to get on the horse.”

      “I’m not talking about that!  You changed me into a different nightgown.  Who does that?  What the hell is wrong with you?”

      Confusion crossed his face.  “A different nightgown?”

      I pivoted and stalked back into the room, pointing to it on the floor.  “This one.  Don’t pretend like you don’t know.”

      He entered and looked from the nightgown to the bed, and then he stared at me with a look of wonder.  “How did you do it?”

      I was thrown by his question and his demeanor.  I had expected denials and gaslighting about how I hadn’t remembered the color correctly.

      He continued.  “I’ve never been able to bring color into this world, no matter how much power and control I’ve gained.  But you’ve done it in one day.  How?”

      He was still gazing at me in amazement, but my frustration with him erupted. “What are you talking about?  I want to know why you undressed me!”

      He blinked, coming out of his state of wonder.  “You think that I…”

      His offended expression morphed into a hard look.  “Come with me,” he commanded and strode out of the room.

      I rushed after him, incensed that he thought he could end the argument without explaining himself.  Stomping down the stairs behind him wasn’t satisfying, because I didn’t have shoes on to make noise.  I had changed my dirty white socks out for a woolen gray pair that had been in the armoire.

      Lucius led me into the same dining room we’d been in yesterday and yanked out the chair I’d briefly sat in.  “Look,” he demanded.

      I saw it immediately.  The cushioned seat, which had been
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