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Chapter Two
Continued… 


I cracked my eyes open and squinted through the darkness out the window, not 
sure if it was the sounds of bickering or the car slowing down that woke me. 
Where was I? Oh, yeah… I sighed and rubbed the sleep from eyes.   

“You should’ve been explaining things…” Agnes’s voice grated against my 
senses. 

“Me?” Agatha’s incredulous shout made the dull throb in my temples pound 
harder. 

“Yes, you! We’re less than a mile away and Emerson can’t maintain the 
cloaking spell for much longer. She’s just going to be thrust into Ravenfell without 
a clue! And it’s your fault!” 

“My fault! I’m not the one who went probing into our niece’s brain!” 

I bolted up in my seat at that… probing into my brain? My hand shot to my 
neck instantly to massage the crick that had developed while the other rubbed the 
sore spot on my forehead from my nap against the window. 
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“You probed into my brain?” I managed to screech at the woman who sat next 
to me. 

“Really, dear, is there a need to yell?”  

My eyes practically bug out of my head and I was really getting geared up to let 
her have it when Emerson’s voice sliced through the car, “Ladies, our destination is 
just ahead.” 

My mouth snapped shut and I leaned forward to take in the place that was going 
to be my home for the next eight months.  

The headlights illuminated a long line of fence that was totally engulfed in 
vines or shrubbery, except for the rusted looking sharp points that rose from a sea 
of dark greenery like the tips of a trident. We turned into a drive along the curve of 
the road that was lined with towering trees. I couldn’t even see the fence anymore 
through them they were so close, their arching branches created a solid canopy, and 
the only light piercing the darkness was from the headlamps of the black car.  

 We stopped in front of a set of gates that were rusted and covered in the same 
plants that ate up the fence and were held together with a rusted lock and chain. 
The brick pillars on either side were topped with statues- one a bird and the 
other… a cat? I felt my mouth drop open in shock. This couldn’t be right. There 
were even faded red and white signs tied to the gate that said “Condemned” and 
“Keep Out”. Before anyone said anything, I had the door open and was scrambling 
out of the car.  

I tried to run up to the gates but it was like I was being repelled. Feelings of 
danger, fear, and malevolence crawled along my skin making me want to scratch 
myself till I bled or take a blistering hot shower, but I resisted. I heard the aunts 
and Emerson yelling behind me, and still I kept going till I had my fingers curled 
around the green covered bars. I glimpsed a depilated manor through the gaps 
illuminated in the faint moonlight until a throbbing pain seared my hands. I jerked 
back and examined them in the light. Puncture wounds dotted my palms and 
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fingers and red welled from the holes making them look like I just committed 
murder.  

“What the…” I whispered and looked over at the fence again. Before I could go 
back and examine the gate, the aunts were there.  

“Foolish girl!” That was Aunt Agnes. 

“Oh, dear…” That was Aunt Agatha. 

Agatha gently cradled my bleeding hands in hers as she examined the damage. 
She then reached into the folds of her flowing skirt and produced a small gray 
pouch tied with white twine. She opened it, withdrew a pinch of something 
between her fingers, and then moved toward my injured hands. Before she could 
release whatever it was she held, I wrenched my hands from her grasp.  

“What is that?” I asked as I eyed her warily.  

“Medicine,” Agatha replied calmly.  

It didn’t look like medicine and I told her as much. 

“That doesn’t look like medicine.” 

“It’s a special kind of medicine.” 

“It looks like baby powder or… cocaine! You’re trying to drug me!”  

I could hear my heartbeat pounding in my ears and my chest heaved up and 
down as my eyes frantically searched our surroundings for escape. But all I could 
see were the trees who stood like sentinels in front and behind me, the gates from 
hell on my right, and darkness on my left. Emerson was within reach of the 
driver’s side door, so the weird black bullet car was out. Agatha and Agnes just 
stood there and watched me. Agatha with a look of concern and Agnes with one of 
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irritation. It was all too much. My throat began to close and my heart went from a 
gallop to a thundering beat. It was going to just hammer right out of my chest! I 
could feel wetness along my hairline and a drop of sweat rolled down my spine as I 
backed away from them all.  

Agnes then rolled her eyes, and in the time I blinked my eyes closed and 
opened them, she was in front of me. I gasped, and as I did, she blew something 
into my face. It was glittery, and felt cold as it traveled through my airways and 
slowly my body began to lock like it was actually freezing. I was in deep— Then it 
went dark.
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