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Chapter Three 
“Those who know don’t talk and those who talk don’t know”  

― Ina Johanna Fandrich, Marie Laveau, the Mysterious Voudou 
Queen: A Study of Powerful Female Leadership in Nineteenth-

Century New Orleans 

Chimes, dings, and the ticking of what sounded like a thousand clocks 
rang in my ears waking me from what felt like a hundred year sleep. I 
curled more into myself and squeezed my eyes closed tighter hoping 
everything had just been a bad dream. My mouth felt like it had been 
stuffed with cotton, and I desperately wanted something warm to drink. I 
finally cracked my eyes open but then slammed them back shut.  

Where. Was. I? 

I didn’t want to open them again. I wasn’t back in my small bedroom in 
Maine, I was… I didn’t know where I was, but I wanted to go home. The 
last thing I remembered was Agnes blowing that powder in my face. 
What was that? 

I gradually lifted my lids and saw… an office? It was dim, the windows 
covered with black metal shutters, but there was a desk in front of a 
black, bricked fireplace with a fire ablaze inside of it. I shivered. I was 
still cold from whatever Agnes did, and the fire looked so warm. I 
pushed up on an arm about to lift myself up, but my skin slid against the 
leathery, smooth material beneath me, and I fell on my face. 
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I looked down and saw I was on a piece of furniture made out of black… 
reptile skin? I scrambled up as best I could, but still pitched off the side 
falling into a heap on the dark wood floor. I glared up at the deathtrap 
piece of furniture and noted it was actually an ornate couch— the frame 
silver with scaly, black leather cushions. I pushed myself up again, 
relieved to find the floor sturdy, but my mouth fell open as I took in the 
room. 

Clocks. Hundreds of clocks. 

What had to be every kind of clock ever made covered all the available 
wall space that didn’t have a shelf attached—cuckoo clocks, wall clocks 
from varying decades (even one of those kitty clocks where the eyes and 
tail moved), and a Grandfather clock stood proudly against one of the 
walls. I couldn’t even name the rest. It was strange. You would think the 
person who owned this office would be worried about being on time, but 
each set of hands were at different times. Yes… strange. 

I shook my head and squinted harder at them when a shrill “caw” 
followed by a hiss had me jumping a foot off the ground. I whipped my 
head to the corner of the room and saw an abnormally large, blackbird, 
maybe a crow or raven, hanging in an equally large, elaborate silver 
cage. It’s beady black gaze zeroing in on me, and a shiver slid up my 
spine. Its laser-like gaze broke when the black cat perched on the shelf 
behind it started hissing and swatting at it. The bird turned away and 
started fluttering its wings, talons shooting forward to ward off the feline 
attack.  

A door groaned open and a smooth, melodic voice admonishing, 
“Muninn, Zombi…”, had them stopping in their tracks. My head 
swiveled to the other corner of the room to see a tall woman with 
beautiful warm, brown skin and black flowing curls stride into the room, 
the door closing behind her by itself—as in she didn’t touch it and it 
closed all on its own. Oh boy. 
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“Welcome, Belle Berry, we’ve been waiting for you.”  

I will post the second part early since I can’t leave you hanging for 
very long. ;) So, you will be getting two emails from me for Deadly 
Magic in August.
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