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Madaline slowly swam toward consciousness from the darkness that had consumed her. 

The darkness clung to her, tried to pull her back down and keep her cocooned in the inkiness. 

Straining, she finally felt the soft duvet underneath her body and the pillow cradling her head.  

 

Her bed.  

 

When had she fallen into bed, the question flickered across her mind as her fingers dug 

into the fabric of it. Her eyes fluttered open and for a second she wondered if she was still in the 

darkness that had taken her. The curtains across her windows had been drawn closed to cut out 

any of the light outside, but a car passing down the street backlit. It granted enough light to the 

room for her eyes to make out the shadows of her furniture before the room fell into darkness 

once again.  

 

Heart hammering in her chest, Madaline pushed herself up slowly. Her hand raised to 

rest against her left temple gently, noting that it wasn’t just her heart that felt a quick beat but 

also her head.  

 

No light came from under her door and the house sat quietly, only the soft hum of the 

central air unit keeping the building at a constant, comfortable temperature. Caroline had 

probably gone to bed hours ago if the darkness of the room helped to tell her what time it really 

was. Though to be sure she stretched her hand out toward her nightstand, fingers brushing 

across the smooth wood surface in search of her phone to check the time. All she came into 

contact with was the lamp resting on the back corner. It caused her to frown as the memories of 

everything started to come back to her.  

 

The locket. The blood from a wound that had disappeared a second later. The hair that 

had fallen out of the locket when it had opened, stained with her blood.  

 

The man.  

 

Panic rose in her as she fumbled with the lamp to turn it on. Even knowing the light was 

coming, Madaline winced as her eyes tried to adjust to the flood of brightness against her eyes. 

It felt sharp against her temple, almost tangible and piercing as she groaned and cradled her 

head a little more.  



 

“Do you normally take this long to wake, little witch?”  

 

The voice floated softly across the room to her, pulling a scream from her when her gaze 

settled on the man from earlier. He sat in the overstuffed armchair in the corner of her room. 

The same chair she’d remembered being in before the darkness had swallowed her. She 

scooted back against the headboard of her bed, like putting that bit of distance between them 

would make a difference.  

 

Footfalls pounded on the hardwood of the hallway outside Madaline’s door. Just before 

the door burst open, the man held a finger to his lips and a shimmer blurred Madaline’s vision. 

When her vision cleared the chair was empty and Caroline barged in, eyes wide and a bat in 

hand. “What’s wrong!?”  

 

The brunette’s hair was tousled from sleep and she looked panicked from Madaline 

screaming. Though as she looked around the room to find no one but her friend on the bed, 

Caroline lowered the bat and seemed to slump as the adrenaline left her as quickly as it had 

come.  

 

“Sorry,” Madaline felt herself saying as she raised a hand to her friend. “Bad dream.” 

Bad dream? The man definitely wasn’t a bad dream, not when he’d appeared before she’d ever 

gotten ready for bed. Had held his finger to his lips to tell her to not say anything to her 

roommate.  

 

But why was she following his command? Where was the locket that she’d brought 

home? Madaline’s eyes flickered to the floor but the hair and locket weren’t there. Too many 

questions circled her already pounding head as Caroline scowled just a little.  

 

“Geeze, Mads, way to freak me out.” Her gaze settled on Madaline and a frown etched 

itself onto her lips. “You never changed for bed but were sleeping? Are you feeling alright?”  

 

Madaline glanced down at herself, finally realizing she was still in the jeans and t-shirt 

she’d worn that day for their outing. The only item missing had been her shoes, placed neatly in 

front of her closet door. Should she be grateful he hadn’t taken it upon himself to change her 



clothes for her? Probably. “I didn’t realize how tired I felt. I must have laid down to stretch out 

and fallen asleep far faster than normal.” She offered a sheepish grin to her friend, glad when 

Caroline seemed to relax a little more and offer an amused expression back. 

 

Nodding, Caroline shifted her foot a little to step back toward the hallway. “Okay, here’s 

hoping no more bad dreams, yeah? Sure that locket didn’t give it to you?”  

 

It was an offhanded comment, but it caused her to frown a little. She couldn’t even say 

where the locket was at the moment. Had he taken it? He’d clearly moved it. “Or just the creepy 

antique shop in general,” she countered back. “You sure Miss Penny isn’t just jealous she 

wasn’t allowed to come out and eat with us at the pizza place?”  

 

Sniffing, Caroline shook her head. “Miss Penny is happily among her friends, nice and 

quiet. Besides, I promised them a tea party tomorrow so she has a proper introduction to all the 

other girls in the house. So there’s nothing to be jealous about.” 

 

Madaline wished that Caroline was being fictitious, but she knew that Caroline would 

actually bring out all the dolls and settle them around a table with a tea set to introduce them 

tomorrow. It only added to Madaline thinking they were haunted, because why else would they 

need the introductions. “I’ll take your word for it.” She shifted to rest against the headboard, 

closing her eyes. “Sorry I woke you.”  

 

“It’s okay. I’m just glad you’re okay. Have a good night, Mads.” Caroline didn’t wait for 

Madaline to answer before slipping from the room and closing the door on her way out.  

 

Caroline’s footfalls in the hallway were quieter on the way back to her own room, and 

Madaline just stayed where she was as she listened to them move to Caroline’s room. A small 

pause, she could almost see Caroline setting the bat back next to the door before the door 

closed with a quiet click and the rug by Caroline’s bed swallowed any further steps.  

 

“She’s a little mad, isn’t she. Talking to dolls.”  

 

When Madaline opened her eyes, the man was back in the chair. The casual way he 

was leaned back with his legs stretched almost lazily in front of him and crossed at the ankles 



made her think he’d never actually left the room. No, it was more likely he’d just made himself 

invisible somehow, keeping his presence from Caroline.  

 

Before she could think to even answer him, a slow smile stretched across his features. A 

smile that sent a cold shiver down Madaline’s spine. “But we both know it’s not the dolls she’s 

talking to, but those that reside inside. It’s why her room is warded, I’m sure.” His head tilted, 

gaze sliding like he could see Caroline’s room through the walls of the house. It even went a 

little distant, clearly not focused on her or the room around them.  

 

“You never answered me before,” she almost whispered into the quiet that fell around 

the room. She’d long come to terms with the dolls being haunted. Whenever they were out 

about the house things happened, even when they were in Caroline’s room the lights in her 

room flickered or the door occasionally opened or closed of its own accord. It’d never been 

more than the occasional unsettling action though, never anything dangerous. So that wasn’t 

really her concern right now.  

 

Honestly, knowing the dolls would be out for a tea party, she’d likely find an excuse to 

slip out of the house for a bit and leave Caroline to it.  

 

His gaze sharpened again and fell on Madaline, one arm raising just enough to let him 

rest his chin in his hand as he studied her. “How do you not know your lineage and history, my 

little witch?”  

 

Questions turned back on her again. It annoyed her that he was evading her questions 

by trying to turn her own head against her with questions she didn’t have answers to. “Why do 

you keep calling me a witch? I’m not.”  

 

A tsk left his lips, though amusement only grew on his features. “You may not know you 

are, but you definitely are one. I can practically smell the power coming off you. And your blood 

wouldn’t have released me if you weren’t one, if you weren’t from a very specific, powerful 

bloodline. Nor would I still be bound to your blood and the locket otherwise.”  

 

The locket. Madaline sat up straighter as her eyes flickered along the floor again. 

“Where’s the locket? The hair from it?”  



 

He made a motion, just a crook of his finger, and the drawer on her nightstand slid open. 

“Your roommate can’t be trusted with it. So I settled it away until you woke. You were far to 

panicked before to talk.”  

 

Resting on top of her leather-bound journal the open locket and bound, blood-stained 

clipping of hair waited for her. She reached out and brushed her fingers along the metal and she 

blinked when she felt a zip of something against her skin. Not that she could place it. “You’d be 

panicked too when a stranger just appears in front of you,” she grumbled softly under her 

breath.  

 

Even with how calm she willed herself, her heart still drummed a quicker than normal 

beat against her ribs. But waking in her bed, still dressed, safe, while he seemed to just be 

waiting for her to stir helped to keep her from just bolting from the room. “Why don’t you trust my 

roommate? And you still haven’t answered my question about who you are.”  

 

“Call me Nos for now,” he offered with a casual shrug of his shoulder. His gaze flickered 

back toward the door and the direction of Caroline’s room. “I don’t trust her because she knows 

you have magic but hasn’t told you. She’s hiding something, a fact I know well because her 

wards don’t just keep those inside her dolls in but keep everything else out.”  

 

Madaline frowned at him and shook her head. “I can enter her room just fine, so you 

aren’t making sense.”  

 

His legs shifted and he pushed up from the chair. “You may not find it so easy now that 

your magic is starting to wake up. Or she’s made sure they don’t stop you because how weird 

would it be if you couldn’t enter her room.” His brow arched in a challenge at her. “Either way, 

she’s not to be trusted. At least where I’m concerned. And don’t leave the locket anywhere you 

aren’t.” Moving across the room, he stopped at the side of her bed and looked down at the still 

open nightstand.  

 

“I’m not understanding any of this,” she breathed as a sharp pain seemed to lance 

through her head again, headache dipping into migraine territory.  

 



Nos reached out and she flinched visibly enough that he froze midway to her. “I’m not 

going to hurt you. But you need some more sleep and I was going to help with that.”  

 

Inching to the other side of the bed, Madaline shook her head and pushed to her feet. 

“I’m fine. I don’t need more of that weird darkness you spread before.”  

 

“Darkness? It should have only been sleep, nothing more.” Nos sounded confused, 

genuinely confused enough that it caused Madaline to pause a little. “That is strange.” He held 

his hand up though and moved back to the chair. “I do not mean to cause you pain, little witch. I 

merely meant to help you calm down before.”  

 

Moving slowly between her bed and him so she could get to her dresser, she pulled out 

a pair of sleep shorts and a tank top. “What did you mean when you said you were bound to me 

and the locket?” Did she trust that he didn’t want to hurt her? Something inside her said yes. 

He’d had time to when she was unconscious. Time to leave too. Yet here he sat.  

 

“The magic that had me bound to the locket also binds me to the bloodline of the witch 

who cast the original spell. And if you don’t know how to use your magic, it will take time to 

teach you enough for you to release me.” He stretched his legs out in front of himself again, 

settling down into the chair comfortably. “And by bound I mean I can’t go too far from you. It’s 

like a wall stops me from moving further when I get to the end of that tether. So we’re stuck 

together for the time being.”  

 

She opened the door, the hallway dark but a creak from behind Caroline’s door had both 

of them looking out into the house. “We’re going to have to figure out a better location for you to 

settle if this is long term,” she grumbled before leaving the room and padding to the bathroom to 

change in private. It was something she wouldn’t be able to figure out before sleep though. 

Sleep first. 
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